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er  the  harp,  from  CBrlrest  yeari 
I  thtcw  his  fingers  liurriedLy,  a 
■  niRlancholy  beauty  died  awaj 


'.uce  one  distinguished  example  of  the  a, 
lavind  deaoeaded  upon'  a.  bard  of  a  wounucu 
BpjritrVnd  lent  her  fj're  to  tell  afflictions  of 
no  ordinary  description;  afflictions  originating 
probably  in  that  aingulitr  combination  of  feel' 
ing  with  imagination  which  has  been  called 
the  poetical  temperament,  and  which  has  sc 
often  saddened  the  days  of  Uioae  on  whom  it 
has  been  conferred.  If  ever  a  man  wi 
tied  to  lay  claim  to  that  character  in 
strength  and  all  its  weakness,  with 
bounded  range  of  enjoyment,  and  its  exqoisiCe 
sensibility  otpleasure  and  of  pain,  that  man 
was  Lord  Byron.  Nor  does  it  require  ranch 
time,  or  a  deep  acquaintance  with 
ture,  to  discover  why  tliese  extraordinary 
powers  should  in  so  many  cases  have  con- 
tributed more  tofbewretchaJness  than  to  the 
hapuiness  of  their  possessor.' 

The  ".imagination  all  compact,"  whicb  the 
"reateat  poet  who  ever  lived  has  assigned  as 
tlie  distinguishing  Jiadge  of  his  brethren,  is  f" 
every  case  a  dangerous  gift,  jit  exaggerate 
indeed,  our  expectations,  ano  can  often  b 
its  possessor  hope,  where  hope  ia  lost  to  reaso. 
but  the  delusive  pleasure  ansine  from  the 
visions  of  imagination,  resembles  that  of  _ 
child  whose  notice  is  attracted  by  a  fragment 
of  glass  to  which  a  sunbeam  has  given 
meutary  splendour.  He  hastens  to  the  .^_. 
with  breatbleas  impatience,  and  finds  that  tlie 
object  of  his  curiosity  and  expectation  ia 
equally  vulgar  and  worthless.  Such  is  the 
man  of  ^uick  and  exalted  powers  of  imagina- 
tion: his  fancy  over-estimates  the  object  of 
bis  wishes;  and-  pleasure,  fame,  distmotion, 
are  alternately  puraued,  attained,  and  despised 
when  in  his  power.  Like  the  enchanted  fruit 
in  the  palace  of  a  sorcerer,  the  objects  of  1 ' 
admiration  lose  their  attraction  and  vatue  . . 
Boon  as  they  are  grasped  by  the  adventurer's 
hand:  and  all  that  remains  is  regret  for  the 
time  lost  in  the  chase,  and  wonder  at  the  hal. 
lucination  under  the  influence  of  which  it  was 
undertaken.  The  dbprooortion  between  hopt 
and  possession,  which  is  felt  by  all  men,  is  thus 
doubled  to  those  whom  nature  has  endowed 
with  the  power  of  gilding  a  distant  prospect 
'by  the  rays  of  imagmation. 

We  tliink  tliat  many  points  of  resemblance 
may  be  traced  between  Byron  and  Rousseau. 
Both  are  distinguished  by  the  most  ardent  and 
"vivid  delineation  of  intenSe  conception,  and 
iby  a  deep  sensibility  of  passion  ratlier  than  of 
affection.  Both  too,  by  (his  double  power, 
have  held  a  dominion  over  the  sympathy  of 


by  the  mere  efforts  of  genius.  The  impression 

this  interest  atiU  accompanies  the  perusal 

of  their  writings;  but  there  is  another  interest, 

.!■ i--^-.. ..  and  far  stronger  power,  which 


of  the  writer.    Wlien  b 


light  almost  be  said  of  the  very  ] 
— '— _    When  we  speak  or  uii 


of 


peaking  or  thinking  of  an  author.  We  have 
.  vague  but  impassioned  remembrance  of  men 
of  surpassing  genius,  eloquence,  and  power,— 
of  prodigious  capacity  ooth  of  misery  and 
happiness.  We  feel  as  if  we  had  transienUy 
met  such  beings  in  real  life,  ox  had  known 
them  in  the  dim  and  dark  communion  of  a 
dream.  Each  of  their  works  presents,  in  suc- 
---iion,aire8h  idea  of  themselves;  and,  while 
productions  of  other  great  men  stand  out 
from  them,  like  something  they  have  created, 
theirs,  on  the  contraiy,  are  images,  pictures 
busts  oftheirHvingBelveSf— clothed,  no  doubt, 
at  different  times,  in  different  drapery,  and 
prominent  from  a  different  back-ground,— but 
uniformly  impressed  with  the  same  form,  and 
~' —  and  lineaments,  and  not  to  be  mistaken 


But  this  view  of  the  aubject,  though  univer- 
sally felt  to  be  a  true  one,  requires  perhaps  a 
littie  explanation.  The  personal  character  of 
whicb  we  have  spoken,  it  should  be  under- 
stood, is  not  altogether  that  on  which  the  seal 
■and  to  which,  therefoie. 


oflif^ 

moral  approval 
rily  annexed,  as 
of  actual  exist 
speak,  which  is  pi 
open  to  good  and  t 
the  being  in  body  ai 
illustrious  writers  h 


Itist 


ir  conduct 


conduct,  and  yet 
—the  constitution  of 
soul.  Each  of  lliese 
n  this  light,  filled  his 
wonts  ivKu  expressions  (ii  his  own  character; 
— has  unveiled  to  the  world  the  secrets  of  his 
own  being,  the  mysteries  of  the  fraTiing  of 
man-.  They  have  gone  down  into  those  depLlia 
which  eve™  man  may  sound  for  himself, 
though  not  for  another;  and  they  have  made 
disclosures  to  the  world  of  what  they  bclield 
and  knew  there— disclosures  that  have  com 
manded  and  forced  a  profound  and  universal 
sympathy,  by  proving  that  ail  mankind,  tin: 
troubled  and  the  untroubled,  the  lofty  and  the 
low,  the  strongest  and  the  frailest,  are  liiike<l 

together  by  the  bonds  cf  a  c '    '  ' 

scrutable  nature. 
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found  intereet  to  the  world,  and  tliat  too 
ing  periods  of  society  when  ample  food 
-■eiywhore  spread  abroad  for  the  meditations 


AlthouBh  of  widely  dissimilar  fortimes  and 
birtli,  a  close  resemblance  in  their  passions 
and  their  ffenina  may  be  traced  too  between 
Byron  and  Robert  Bums.  Their  careers 
were  sbort  and  glorious,  and  they  both  perish- 
ed in  the"rich  Slimmer  of  their  hfe  and  song," 
and  in  all  tlie  splendour  of  a  reputation  more 
likely  to  increase  than  diminish.  One  was  a 
peasant,  and  the  other  was  a  peer]  but  nature 
IS  a  great  leveller,  and  makes  amends  for  the 
iu|uries  of  fortune  by  the  richness  of  ' 
bfne&ctions!  the  genius  of  Bums  raised  1 
to  a  level  with  the  nobles  of  the  land;  by 
(ure,if  nothyhirth,he  was  the  peer  of  Byron. 
-Tlic'V  both  rose  by  the  force  or  their  geniu 
and  both  fell  by  the  strength  of  their  passion 
one  wrote  from  a  love,  and  the  other  from 
n  of  mankind ;  and  they  both  sung  of  the 
tiona  of  their  own  hearts,  with  a  vehe- 
mence and  an  originality  which  few  have 
equalled,  and  none  surely  have  surpassed. 

The  renatility  of  authors  who  have  been 
able  to  draw  and  support  characters  as  differ- 
ent from  each  other  as  from  tlieir  own,  has 
given  to  their  productions  the  inexpressible 
charm  of  variety,  and  has  oflen  secured  them 
from  that  neglect  which  in  general  attends 
what  is  technically  called  mannerism.  But  i( 
was  reserved  for  Lord  Byron  (previous  to  his 
Don  Juan)  to  present  tlie  same  character  on 
Fhe  public  stage  again  and  again,  varied  only 
oy  the  exertions  of  that  powerful  genius, 
which,  searching  the  springs  of  passion  and 
of  feeling  in  their  innermost  recesses,  knew 
how  to  Combine  their  operations,  so  that  the 
interest  was  eternally  varying,  and  never 
abated,  although  (he  moat  important  person 
of  the  drama  ret^ned  the  same  lineaments. 

"  But  that  noble  tree  will  never  more  hear 
fruit  or  blossom  !  It  has  been  cflt  down  in  its 
strength,  and  the  past  is  ail  that  remains  to  ua 
of  Byron.  Thatvoice  is  silent  for  ever,  which, 
bursting  so  frequently  on  our  ear,  was  often 
b^rd  with  rapturous  admiration,  sometimes 
with  r^ret,  but  always  with  the  deepest  in- 
terest.'—Yet  the  impression  of  his  works  still 
remains  vivid  and  strong.  The  charm  which 
cannot  pass  away  is  there, — life  breathing  in 
dead  words — the  stern  grandeur — the  intense 

Sower  and  energy — the  fresh  beauty,  the 
iimned  lustre— tlie  immortal  bloom,  and  i 
jTire,  and  fragrance  of  life,  all  those  still 
there.  But  it  was  not  in  these  alone,  it  wa 
liia.t  continual  impersonation  of  himself  in 
writings,  by  which  he  was  for  ever  kept 
ijrightfy  before  the  eyea  of  men. 

It  might,  at  lirst,  seem  that  his  undisguised 
tevelation  of  feelings  and  passions,  which  t' 
liecomins  pride  of  human  nature,  jealous 
ils  own  dignity,  would  in  general  desire 
iiold  in  iinviolated  silence,  could  have  pi 
duced  in  the  public  mind  only  pity,  sorro 
ur  repue;naneei  But  in  the  case  'of  men 
■ual  genius,  like  Byron   It  is  otherwise:  {h 


. .  felt,  while  we  read,  as  declai-alions 
published  to  the  world,  but  almost  as  aecreta 
whispered  to  chosen  ears.  Who  is  there  that 
feels  for  a  moment,  that  the  voice  wliich 
reaches  the  inmost  recesses  of  his  heart  is 
speaking  to  the  careless  multitudes  around 
him?  Or  if  we  do  so  remember,  the  words 
lass  by  others  like  air,  and  to  find 
_  to  (he  hearts  for  whom  they  were 
intended;  kindred  and  sympathetic  spirits, 
who  discern  and  own  that  secret  language, 
of  which  the  privacy  is  not  violated,  though 
spoken  in  hearing  of  the  uninitiated,  because 
it  is  not  understood.  A  great  poet  may  ad- 
dress the  whole  world,  m  the  language  of 
-_. — 3st  passion,  concerning  objects  of  which 
than  speak  face  to  face  with  any  one 
human  being  on  earth,  he  would  perish  in  his 
misery.  For  it  is  in  solitude  that  he  utters 
what  IS  to  be  wafted  by  all  the  winds  of  heaven: 
there  are,  during  his  inspiration,  present  with 
him  only  the  shadows  of  men.  He  is  not 
daunted,  or  perplexed,  or  disturbed,  or  repel- 
led, by  real,  living,  breathing  features.  Ho 
caa  updraw  just  as  much  of  the  curtain  as  he 
chooses,  that  hangs  betiveen  his  own  solitude 
and  the  world  of  Me.  He  there  pours  his  soul 
out,  partly  to  himself  alone,  partly  to  the  ideal 
abstractions  and  imjiersonated  images  thai 
float  around  him  at  his  own  conjuration;  and 
partly  to  human  beings  like  himself,  moving 
in  the  dark  distance  of  the  cvery-day  wortdT 
He  confesses  himself,  not  before  men,  but 
before  the  spirit  of  humanity ;  and  he  thus 
fearlessly  lays  open  his  heart,  assured  that 
nature  never  prompted  unto  genius  that  which 
will  not  triumphantly  tbrce  its  wide  way  into 
the  human  heart. 

We  have  admitted  that  Byron  has  depicted 
much  of  himself,  in  all  his  heroes ;  but  when 
we  seem  to  see  the  poet  shadowed  out  in  all 
those  states  of  disordered  being  which  his 
Childe  Harolds,  Giaours,  Conrads,  Laras,Bnd 
Alps  exhibit,  we  are  far  from  believing  tliat 
his  own  mind  has  gone  througli  those  states 
ofdisordcr,  in  its  own  experience  of  life.  TVe 
merely  conceive  of  it,  as  having  felt  within 
itself  the  capacity  of  such  disorders,  and  there- 
fore exhibiting  itaelt;  before  us  in  possibility. 
This  is  not  general, — it  is  rare  with  great 

Soets.  Neither  Homer,  nor  Shakspeare,  nor 
lilton,  ever  so  show  themselves  in  the  cha- 
racters which  they  pourtray.  Their  poetical 
personages  have  no  references  to  themselves, 
but  are  distinct,  independent  creatures  of 
their  minds,  produced  in  the  full  freedom  of 
intellectual  power.  In  Byron,  there  does  not 
seem  this  freedom'  of  power—there  is  liltla 
appropriation  ofcharacterto_pyentS:  Charac- 
ter is  first,  and  all  in  all  fH  is  dictated,  com- 

.  petled  by  some  force  in  hia  own  mind — n^- 
^sitating  him,-  and  the  events  obey.    Hi!j 

.  poems,  therefore,  excepting  Don  Juan,  ara 
not  full  and  complete  narrations  of  some  one 
definite  story,  containing  within  itself  a  pic- 
ture of  human  life.  They  are  merely  bold., 
confused,  and  turbulent  exemplifications  off 
certain  sweeping   energies   ayid   irreBisliblof 


sweeping   pnergies   i 
liassimis ;  they  are  fragments  of  a  pogj^jark 
dream  of  life.    The  ven'  personfiges,  vividij 
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B8  they  are  pictured,  are  yet  felt  to  be  ficti- 
s    a  d  derive  their  chief  power  over  us 
f  o  n        ir  suppoaed   myslerio\i9  connexion 
w  e  poet  Ijiniself,  and,  it  may  be  added, 

each  other.  The  law  of  liis  inind  was  to 
e  nbody  liia  peculiar  feelings  in  the  forms  of 
o  he  nen.  In  all  his  heroes  we  recognise, 
t  ou       with  iufinite  tnodilications,  the  same 

e  aracterlstics :  a  high  and  audacious 
oncep  on  of  the  power  of  the  mind, — an  in- 
e  esensihililyof  paasion,— analmoathound- 
ess  apaoity  of  tumultuous  emolion,^a  boaat- 
ng  ad  ration  of  the  grandeur  of  disordered 
po  e  and,  above  all,  a  aoul-felt,  blood-felt 
delight  in  beauty — a  beauty,  which,  in  his 
wilu  creation,  is  often  scared  away  from  the 
agitated  surface  of  life  by  stormier ) 
but  which,  like  a  bird  of  calm,  is  for 
Inrning,  on  its  soft,  silvery  wings, 
black  swell  has  Gnally  substiled  into  sunshine 
and  peace. 

These  reflections  naturally  precede  the 
sketcli  we  are  about  to  attempt  of  Lord  By- 
ron's literary  and  private  life;  indeed,  they 
are  in  a  manner  forced  upon  as  by  his  poetry, 
by  the  Bentimenta  of  weariness  of  existence 
and  enmity  B'ith  the  world  which  it  so  fre- 
quently expresses,  and  by  the  singular  analo- 
gy nluch  such  sentiments  hold  with  the  real 
incidents  of  his  life. 

Lord  Byron  was  desoeiided  from 
trioiis  lino  of  ancestry.  From  the  period  of 
the  Conquest,  his  family  were  distin^ished, 
not  merely  for  their  extensive  manors  in  Lan- 
cashire and  other  parts  of  the  kingdom,  but 
for  their  prowess  in  arms.  John  do  Byron 
attended  Edward  the  First  in  several  wavlike 


.othe  EarlofKch- 
mond,  and  contributed  by  his  valour  to  trans- 
ler  the  crown  from  the  heail  of  Richard  the 
rhird  to  that  of  Henry  tlie  Seventh.  This  Sir 
John  was  a  man  of  honour;  as  well  as  a  brave 
warrior.  Hewaavery  intimate  with  his  neigh- 
bour Sir  Gervase  fJliflon ;  and,  although  By- 
ron fought  under  Henry,  and  Clifton  under 
Richard,  it  did  not  diminish  their  triendsbip, 
hut,  on  the  contrary,  put  it  to  a  severe  I 
Previous  to  the  battle,  the  prize  of  which  — 
a  kingdom,  they  had  mutually  promised  that 
whichever  of  them  was  vanquished,  the  other 
iliould  endeavour  to  prevent  the  forfeiture  of 
his  frienti's  estate.  While  Clifion  was  bravely 
Qii)iting  at  the  head  of  his  troop,  be  was  struck 
off  his   horse,  which  Byron  perceiving,  he 
quitted  the  ranks,  and  ran  to  the  relief  of  his 
friend,  whom  he  shielded,  bnt  who  died  in  1 
arms.    Sir  John  de  Byron  kept  his  word: 
interceded  with  thekm^' ;  the  estate  was  pi 
served  to  the  Clifton  family,  and  is  now  in  t 
possession  of  a  descendant  of  Sir  Gervase. 

In  the  wars  between  Charles  the  First  and 
ftje  Parliament,  tlie  Byroos  adiiered  t 
royal  cause.  Sir  Nicholas  Byron,  the  ( 
brother  and  repiesentaCive  of  the  family^ 
an  eminent  loyalist,  who,  having  distinguislicd 
lilinself  in  the  wars  of  the  Low  Countries, 
was  appointed  governor  of  Chelsea,  in  1642. 


He  had  two  boos,  who  both  died  without  issue; 
and  hia  younger  brother.  Sir  John,  became 
their  heir.  Tliis  person  was  made  a  Knight 
of  die  Bath,  at  the  coronation  of  Jamt.  :U 
He  had  eleven  sons,  most  of  «  m  in 
distinguished  themaelvea  for  their  loyal  /  iiiil 
— II""'-—  on  the  side  of  Charles  the  '-  if 
these  brothers  were  engi^ed  .  .tie 
battle  of  Marston-moor,  of  whom  four  fell  in 
defence  of  the  royal  cause.  Sir  John  Byron, 
one  of  the  survivors,  was  appointed  to  many 
important  commands,  and  on  the  26th  of  Oc- 
tober, 1643,  was  created  Lord  Byron,  with  a 
collateral  remainder  to  his  brothers.  On  tlie 
decline  of  the  king's  affairs,  he  was  appoitited 
governor  to  the  Duke  of  York,  and,  in  this 
office,  died  without  iBsuc,  in  Prance,  m  I6S2; 
upon  which  his  brother  Richard,  a  celebrated 
cavalier,  became  the  second  Lord  Byron.  He ' 
was  governor  of  Appleby  Castle,  and  distin- 
guished himself  at  rJewark.  He  died  in  i  697, 
aged  seventy-four,  and  was  succeeded  by  his 
eldest  son  William,  who  married  Eiizabelh, 
(he  daughter  of  John  Viscount  Chaworth,  of 
the  kingdom  of  Ireland,  hy  whom  he  had  live 
sons,  allof  whom  died  young,  except  William, 
whose  eldest  son,  William,  was  born  in  1722, 

id  came  to  the  title  in  1736. 

William,  Lord  Byron,  passed  the  early  part 
of  his  life  in  the  navy.    In  1763,  he  was  made 
of  the  stag-houndaj  and  in  1765,  was 

._ tlieTowerj  and  tried  before  the  Hous" 

of  Peers,  for  killing  his  relation  and  neigh- 
bour. Mr.  Chawortfi,  in  a  duel. — The  foll.ow 
ng  details  of  this  fatal  event  are  peculiarly 
interesting,  from  subsequent  circumstances 
connected  with  the  subject  of  our  aketch.j 

The  old  Lord  Byron  oelonged  to  a  club,  o1 
which  Mr.  Chaworth  was  also  a  member.  It 
it  the  Star  and  Garter  tavern.  Pall  Mail, 
.  __  amonth,  andwascailedtheNottingham- 
shireClub.  On  the  29th  January,  1765,  they 
met  at  four  o'clock  to  dinner  as  usual,  and 
every  tiling  went  agreeably  on,  until  about 
seven  o'clock,  when  a  dispute  arose  betwixt 
Lord  Byron  and  Mr.  Chaworth,  concerning 
the  quantity  of  game  on  their  estates.  The 
dispute  rose  to  a  high  pilch,  and  Mr.  Cha- 
worth, having  paid  his  share  of  the  biU,  retired. 
Lord  Byron  fallowed  him  out  of  the  room  in 
which  they  had  dined^  and,  stopping  him  on 
the  landing  of  the  stairs,  called  to  the  waiter 
to  show  them  into  an  empty  room.  They  were 
shown  into  one,  and  a  single  candle  being 

E laced  on  the  table, — in  a  few  minutes  the 
ell  was  rune,  and  Mr.  Chaworth  found  mor- 
tally wounded.  He  said  that  Lord  Byron  and 
he  entered  the  room  together.  Lord  TSyron 
leading  the  way;  that  his  lordship,  in  walking 
forward,  said  sometliirig  relative  to  the  former 
dispute,  on  which  he  proposed  fastening  the 
door;  that  ou  turning  tilmself  round  from  this 
act,  he  perceived  his  lordship  w'th  his  sword 
half  drawn,  or  nearly  so:  on  which,  knowing 
his  nian,  he  instantly  drew  his  own,  and  made 
a  thrust  at  him,  which  he  thought  had  wound- 
ed or  killed  him ;  that  then,  perceiving  liis 
lordship  shorten  hisaword  to  return  the  thrust, 
he  thought  to  have  parried  it  with  his  left  hand; 
that  he  felt  the  aword  enter  his  body,  and  sr/ 
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fleep  through  hia  back;  (hathe  struggled,  and 
oeingthe  stronger  mao,  disarmed  his  lordship, 
and  expresoed  a  concern,  as  under  the  appre- 
hension of  having  merely  wounded  him ; 
that  Lord  ByrOn  replied  by  saying  something 
to  the  iike  effect,  addine;  at  the  samn  time, 
that  he  hoped  "  he  would  now  allow  him  to' 

. 1. ^  j^uy  jj,  jjlg  ^--J " 

he  was  unanin 

T  judgment,  pleaded  his  prioflege 
peer,  and  was,  in  consequence,  niscnarged. 
After  this  affair  he  was  abandoned  by  his  rela- 
tions, and  retired  to  Newstead  Abbey;  where, 
though  he  lived  in  a  state  of  perfect  exile  from 

Siersons  of  his  own  rank,  his  unhappy  temper 
iiund  abundant  exercise  in  coDtinual  war 
with  his  neighbours  and  tenants,  and  BufBcient 
punishmentintheirhatred.  Oneofhis; 
ments  was  feeding  crickets,  which  w 

(jnly  companions.  He  had  made  them  t 

as  to  crawl  over  him ;  and  used  to  whip  them 
with  a  wisp  of  straw,  if  too  familiar.  In  this 
forlorn  condition  he  lingered  out  a  long  "' 
doing  all  in  his  power  to  ruin  the  paternal 
mansion  for  that  other  branch  of  the  family 
to  which  he  was  dware  it  must  r""  -*  '■■" 
death,  all  his  own  children  having 
before  him  to  the  grave. 

John ,  the  next  brother  to  William,  and  bom 
in  the  year  after  him,  that  is  in  1733,  was 
very  diSerent  disposition,  although  his  ca 

in  life  was  alraQst  an  unbroken  scene  of 

fortunes.  The  hardehipa  he  endured  while 
accompanying  Commodore  Anson  in  his  ex- 
jiedition  to  the  South  Seas,  are  well  known, 
t'rom  his  own  highly  popular  and  alfecting 
narrative.  His  only  son,  born  in  llS!,  who 
'■eceived  an  excellent  edncationj  and  whose 
father  procured  for  him  a  commission  in  the 
guards,  was  so  dissipated  that  he  wasknown 
by  the  nameof  "mad  Jack  Byron.'' 
one  of  the  handsomest  men  of  his  limt;^  uul 
his  character  was  so  notorious,  that  his  father 
*  IS  obliged  to  desert  him ,  anrl  his  company 

was  shunned  by  the  better  nart  of '— 

'n  his  twenty-seventh  year,  he  sedu 
MarchionosB  of  Carmarthen,  who  had  been 
but  a  "  ■   "  -      -       - 


3  avoid  his  creditors,  and  died  at  'V  alenc  ei 
es,  in  1791. 
In  Captain  Medwin's  "  Conversatio  s  o 
Lord  Byron,"  the  following  expross  ons  aro 
said  to  have  fallen  from  his  iordsl  p   on  tl  a 
subject  of  his  unworthy  fadier; — 

"  I  lost  my  father  when  I  was  only  six  years 
of  age.  My  mother,  when  she  was  in  a  rajjH 
with  me  (and  I  gave  her  cause  enough,)  used 
iy,  'Ah !  you  little  dog,  you  are  a  Byron 
iver;  you  are  as  had  as  your  father!'  It 
.  ...  very  different  from  Mrs.  Malaprop's  say- 
ing, '  Ah !  ^ood  dear  Mr.  Malaprop !  I  never 
loved  him  hll  he  was  dead.'    But,  m  fact,  my 


made  a  bad  hero  for  Hannah  More.  He  ran 
out  three  fortunes,  and  married  or  ran  away 
wilh  three  women;  and  once  wanted  a  guinea 
that  he  wrote  for:  I  have  the  note.  Beseem- 
ed born  for  his  own  ruin,  and  that  of  tlie  otlier 
sex.  He  began  by  seducing  Lady  Carmar- 
then, and  spent  for  her  four  thousand  pounds 

and,  not  content  witli  one  adventure 

._ kind,  afterwards  eloped  with   Miss 

Gordon.  This  marriage  was  not  destined  to 
be  a  very  fortunate  one  eitlier,  and  I  don't 
wonder  at  her  differing  from  Sheridan's  widow 
in  the  play ;  they  certainly  could  not  liave » 
claimed '  tjie  flitcii.'  " 

George.Byron  Gordon  [for  so  he  was  called 
-J  account  of  the  neglect  his  fatlier's  fainily 
had  shown  to  his  mother)  was  bom  at  Dover, 
on  theSSdof  January, nEfl.  Ontheunnatu- 
ral  desertion  of  his  tether,  the  entire  care  of 
his  infant  years  devolved  upon  his  motlier 
who  retired  to  Aberdeen,  where  she  lived  in 
almost  perfect  seclusion,  on  the  ruins  of  liei 
fortune.  Her  undivided  affection  was  natu- 
rally concentred  in  her  son,  who  was  hei 
darling ;  and  when  he  only  went  out  for  ar. 
ordinary  walk,  she  would  entreat  him,  witli 
the  tear  glistening  in  her  eye,  to  take  care  of 
himself,a3"shehad  nothing  on  earth  hut  him 
to  live  for;"  a  conduct  not  at  all  pieasiiig  to 
his  adventurous  spirit;  the  more  especially 
as  some  of  his  companions,  who  witnessed  llie 
affectionate  scene,  would  laugh  and  ridicule 
him  about  if.   This  excessive  maternal  indul- 


lady,  the  Marquis  obtained  a  divorce ;  and  a 
marriage  was  brought  about  between  her  and 
her  seducer ;_  whifli,  after  the  most  brutal 
conduct  on  his  part,  and  the  greatest  misery 
and  keenest  remorse  on  hers,  was  dissolved 
in  two  years,  bj  her  sinking  to  the  grave,  the 
victim  of  a  broken  heart.  Ahout  three  years 
subsequently, Captain  Byron  sought  to  recruit 
his  fortunes  by  matrimony,  and  having  made 
a  conquest  of  Miss  Catherine  Gordon,  an 
Aberdeenshire  heiress  (Uneally  descended 
from  the  Eail  of  Huntley  and  the  Princess 
Jane,  da.U4,hter  of  James  II.  of  Scotland,)  he 
united  himself  to  her,  ran  through  her  proper- 
ty in  a  few  years,  and,  leaving  her  and  her 
only  child,  the  subject  of  this  memoir,  in  a 
Insl'tiite^and  defenceless  state.  Sed  to  France 


doubtless  contributed  to  the  formation  of  t!ie 
less  pleasing  features  of  Lord  Byron's  charac- 
ter. It  must,  howeverj  be  remembered,  in 
Mrs.  Byron's  extenuation,, not  only  that  Llie 
circumstances  in  which  she  had  been  left  with 
her  son  were>  of  a  very  peculiar  nature,  but 
also  that  a  slight  malformation  of  one  of  his 
feet,  and  great  weakness  of  constitution,  na 
turdly  soBcited  for  him  in  the  heart  of  a  mo 
ther  a  more  than  ord'naif  portion  of  tender 
ness.  For  these  latter  reasons,  he  was  not  sent 
very  early  to  school,  but  was  aUowed  lo  ex 
pand  his  lungs,  and  brace  his  limbs;  upon  the 
mountains  of  the  neighbourhood.  This  was 
evidently  the  most  judicious  method  for  ini 
parting  strength  to  his  bodily  frame ;  and  (he 
sequel  rfiowed  that  it  was  fer  from  the  worsi 
for  giving  tone  and  vigour  to  hie  mind.   Tlie 
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But  Fteedom  with'  her  faulqliion  brUht, 
Swept  the  stinnger  froni  her  Mght  j'*^ 
his  intercourse  with  a  people  whose  chief 
BiniiBements  consisted  in  the  recital  of  heroic 
tales  of  other  times,  feats  of  strength,  and 
display  of  independence,  blended  with  the 
wild  supernatural  stories,  peculiar  to  remote 
and  thinly-peopled  districbi ; — allth_._  .   _.  . 
calculate,  to  foster  that  poetical  feeling  innate 
in  his  character. 

When  George  was  seven  years  of  age,  his 
mother  sent  him  to  the  grammar-schooi  at 
Aberdeen,  where  he  remained  till  his  removal 
to  Harrow,  with  the  exception  of  sc 
vals  of  absence,  which  were  deemed  requisite 
for  the  establishment  of  his  heallli.    His  pro- 
gress beyond  that  of  the  general  run  of  his 
class-fellows,  was   never  so  remarkable  as 
afterthose  occasional  intervals,  when,  ir 
days,  he  would  master  exercises  which, 
school  routine,  it  had  required  weeks 
compbsh.   But  when  he  had  overtaken  the 
rest  of  the  class,  he  always  relaxed  liis  exer- 
fions,  and,  contenting  himself  with  b«ne  con- 
sidered a  tolerable  scholar,  never  made  any 
extraordinaiy  effort  to  place  himself  at  the 
head  ot  the  highest  form.   It  was  out  of  school 
that  he  aspired  to  be  the  leader  of  every  thinj 
in  all  boyish  games  and  amusements,  he  wou. 
be  first  if  possible.     For  this  he  was  em_ 
nently  calculated;  quick,  enterprising,  and 
daring,  the  energy  of  hia  mind  enabled  him 
to  overcome  the  impediments  ^which  nature 
had  thrown  in  his  way.    Even  at  that  early 
period  (trom  eight  to  ten  years  of  age),  all  his 
sports  were  of  a  manly  character;  fishing, 
shooting,  swimming,  and  mana^ng  a  horse, 
or  Bleenng  and  trimming  the  satis  of  a  boat, 
conntitutedhischiefdehgnts,  and.tothesujier- 
ficial  observer,  seemed  his  sole  occupations. 
He  was  exceedingly  brave,  and  in  the  ju- 
venile wars  of  the  school,  he  generally  gained 
the  victory;  upon  one  occasion,  a  boy  pur- 
sued by  another  took  refuse  in  Mrs.  Byron's 
house;  the  latter,  who  had  been  much  abused 
\y  the  former,  proceeded  to  lake  vengeance 
m  him  even  on  the  landing-placc  of  the  draw- 
ing-room stairs,  when  George  interposed  in 
his  defence,  declaring  that  nobody  should  be 
ill-used  while  under  his  roof  and  protecti 
Upon  this  the  aggressor  dared  him  to  6g 
and,  althoush  the  former  was  by  muclT 
stronger  of  the  two,  the  spirit  of  young  Byix>n 
was  so  detennined,  that  after  the  coinbat '    ' 
lasted  for  nearly  two  hours,  it  was  suspe 
ed  because  botn  the  boys  were  entirely 
hausted. 

A  school-fellow  of  Byron  had  a  very  small 
Shetland  pony,  which  his  father  had  bought 
him ;  and  one  day  they  went  to  the  banks  of 
the  Don  to  bathe ;  but  having  only  one  pony, 
they  were  obliged  to  follow  the  good  old  prac- 
tice called  in  Sjotland  "  ride  and  tie."  When 
they  came  to  the  bridge  over  that  dark  ro- 
mantic stream.  Byron  beUioiight  him  of  the 
(irophecv  which  he  has  quoted  in  Don  Juan 


"  BiTg  of  Bolgounie,  bludi'i  your  mm'  ; 

Wi'  a  wife's  ne  »m  and  a  mear's  oe/ool, 

Doun  ye  shall  fa'." 
He  immediately  stopped  bis  companion,  rthn 
was  then  riding,  and  asked  him  * 


i/be: 


ail' 


^--.---,,   -v-J,  that  as  they  were 

both  only  sons,  and  as  the  pony  might  be  "  a 
mare's  ae  foal,"  be  wonjd  rather  ride  over  first; 
because  he  had  only  a  mother  to  lament  hun, 
should  the  prophecy  be  fulfilled  by  the  falling 
of  the  bridge,  whereas  the  other  had  both  a 
and  a  mother  to  grieve  for  him. 
I  the  custom  of  Ihe  grammar-school  at 

I,  that  the  boys  ol  all  the  five  classes 

of  which  it  is  composed,  should  be  assembled 

for  prayers  in  the  public  school  at  eight  o'clock 

the  morning ;  after  prayere,  a  censor  calls 

er  the  names  of  all,  and  those  who  are  ab- 

nt  are  punished.    The  first  time  that  Lord 

Byron  had  come  to  school  after  his  accession 

to  his  title,  the  rector  bad  caused  his  name  to 

he  inserted  in  the  censor's  book,  Gcorgius 

Dominas  de  Byron,  instead  of  Gsorgius  Byron 

Gopdon,  as  formerly.    The  boys,  u 

tomed  to  this  aristocratic  sound,  st' 

and  involuntary  shoot,  which  had 

feet  on  his  sensitive  mind  that  be  htirst  inm 

tears,  and  would  have  fled  from  the  school, 

had  he  not  been  restrained  by  the  master. 

An  answer  which  Lord  Byron  made  to  a 
feliow  scholar,  who  que^oned  him  as  to  the 
cause  of  the  honorary  addition  of  "  Dotninus 
de  Byron"  to  bis  name,  served  at  that  time, 
when  he  was  only  ten  years  of  age,  to  point 
out  that  he  would  be  a  man  who  would  think, 
spealt,  and  act  for  himself— who,  whatever 


them  at  second-hand.  This  happened  on  the 
very  day  after  he  had  been  menaced  with  being 
"    ;ged  round  the  school  for  a  fault  whichhL' 

1  not  committed;  and  when  the  Question 

i  put  to  him,  he  replied,  "  it  is  not  my  do- 
;  Fortune  wa^  to  whip  me  vesterday  f^' 

at  another  did,  and  she  has  this  day  made 
a  lord  for  what  another  has  ceased  to  do. 
_ .  Bed  not  thank  her  in  either  case,  for  I  have 
asked  nothing  at  her  hands." 

On  the  nth  of  May,  1790,  William,  the  fi";h 
Lord  Byron,  dejiarted  (his  life  at  NewsteaJ. 
As  the  son  of  this  eccentric  nobleman  had  died 
when  George  was  five  years  <3d,  and  as  (he 
descent  both  of  the  titles  and  estates  was  to 
heirs  male,  the  latter,  of  course,  succeeded 
his  great-uncle.  Upon  this  change  of  fortune, 
Lord  Byron,  now  ten  years  of  age,  was  re- 
moved from  the  immediate  care  otnis  mother 
and  placed  as  a  ward  under  the  guardianship 
of  the  Earl  of  Carlisle,  whose  father  had  mar- 
ried Isabella,  (he  sister  of  the  pi'eceding  Lord 
Byron.  In  one  or  two  points  of  character 
this  great-aunt  resembled  the  bard:  she  also 
wrote  beautifrii  poetry,  and  after  adorning  the 
gay  and  Tashionable  world  for  many  years,  she 
left  it  without  any  apparent  catwe,  and  wiUi 
perlect  indifference,  and  in  a  great  measui'e 
secluded  herself  from  society. 

The  young  nobleman's  gnardian  decitled 
that  he  should  receive  the  nsual  edncalioii 
given  to  England's  titled  sons,  and  that  ii« 
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rcgly  placed  there  under  the  tuition  of  the 
Rev.  Dr.  Dmry,  to  whom  he  has  testified  iiia 
gralituiJe  in  a  note  to  the  fourth  canto  of 
Childe  Harold,  in  a  mauner  which  does  equal 
honour  to  the  tutor  and  t!ie  pupil.  A  change 
of  scene  and  of  circumstances  so  unforeseen 
and  $0  rapid,  would  have  been  hazardous  to 
any  boy,  but  it  waa  doubly  so  to  one  of  Byron's 
ardent  mind  and  previous  habits.  Taken  at 
once  from  the  socie^  of  hoys  in  humble  life, 
and  placed  among  youths  of  his  own  newly- 
acquired  rank,  wim  means  of  gratification 
which  to  him  must  have  appeared  considera- 
ble, it  is  by  no  means  surprismg  that  he  should 
have  been  betrayed  into  every  sort  of  extrs  " 
agance ;  none  of  them  appear,  however, 
have  been  of  a  very  culpable  nature. 

"  Though  he  was  lame,"  says  one  of  his 
school-fcilowa,  "he  was  a  great  lover  of  sports, 
and  preferred  hockey  to  Horace,  relinquished 
even  Helicon  for  '  duck-puddle,'  and  gave  up 
Ihe  best  poet  that  ever  wrote  hard  Latin  for 
a  game  of  cricket  on  the  common.  He  was 
not  remarkable  (nor  was  he  ever)  for  his  leam- 
ins,hut  he  WHS  always  a  clever,  plain-spoken, 
and  undaunted  boy.   1  have  seen  him  fight  by 

the  hour  like  a  Trojan,  and  stand  u "--• 

the  disadvantage  of  his  lameness  wi 
spirit  of  an  ancient  combatant.  '  Don't  you 
remember  your  hatlle  with  Pift?'  (a  brewer's 
son)  said  I  to  him  [n  a  letter  {for  I  had  wit- 
nessed it),  hut  it  seems  that  ho  had  forsotten 
it.  '  You  are  mistaken,  I  think,'  said  ne  in 
reply;  'it  must  have  been  with  Bice-Pud- 
ding Morgan,  or  Lord  Jocelyn,  or  one  of  the 
Douglases,  or  George  Baynsford,  or  Pryce 
(with  whom  Ihad  two  conflicts),  or  with  Moses 
Moore  (the  clod),  or  with  somebody  else,  and 
not  with  Pitt ;  for  with  all  the  above-named 
and  other  worthies  of  Ih^  fist,  had  I  an  inter- 
change of  black  eyes  and  bloody  noses,  al 
various  and  sundry  periods;  however  it  ma; 
have  happened  for  all  that.'  " 

The  annexed  anecdotes  are  characteristic  : 

The  boys  at  Harrow  had  mutinied,  and  ir 
their  wisdom  had  resolved  to  set  fire  to  tht 
scene  of  all  their  ills  and  troubles — the  school 
room  :  Byron,  however,  was  against  the  mo- 
tion; and  by  pointing  out  to  the  young  rebels 
the  names  of  their  fathers  on  the  walls,  he 
prevented  the  intended  conflagration.  'Thit 
early  specimen  of  his  power  over  the  passiom 
of  his  school-fellows,  his  lordship  piqued  him- 
self not  a  little  upon. 

Byron  long  retained  a  friendship  for  several 
of  his  Hsrrow  scliool-fellows ;  Lord  Clare  was 
one  of  his  constant  correspondents;  Scroope 
Davies  was  also  one  of  his  chief  companions, 
before  his  lordship  wen!  lo  the  conline  ' 
This  gentleman  and  Byron  once  lost  all  th 
money  at  "chicken  hazard,"  in  one  of  the 
hells  of  St.  James's,  and  die  next  n 
Ihivies  sent  for  Byron's  pistols  to  shot 
leif  with  ;  Byron  sent  a  note  refusing  to  give 
IJiem,  on  the  ground  that  they  would  be  ''— 
felled  as  a  doodand.  This  eomie  excusi 
•ha  desired  etTcct. 

ilyron,  whiUl   living  at  Newstead  lii 


the  Harrow  vacation,  saw  and  became  en 
amoiired  of  Miss  Cbawortb :  she  is  the  Btary 
of  his  poetry,  and  his  beautiful  "  Dream"  re. 
iaies  to  their  loves.  Miss  Cbawortb  was  oldei 
than  his  lordship  by  a  few  years,  was  lighl 
and  volatile,  and  though,  no  doubt,  highly  flat 
tered  by  his  attachment,  yet  she  treated  oui 
oet  less  as  an  ardent  lover  than  as  a  youngei 
_rotlier.  She  was  punctual  (othe  assignations 
which  look  place  at  a  gate  dividing  the  grounds 
of  the  Borons  from  the  Cbaworths,  and  ac- 
cepted his  letters  from  the  confidants;  hulhei 
"  nswers,  it  is  s^d,  were  written  with  more  ol 
le  caution  of  coquetry  than  the  romance  ol 
love's  young  dream;"  she  gave  him,  how 
ver,her  picture,  hut  her  hand  was  reserved 
for  another; 

".  ...  somewhat  remarkable  that  Lord 
Byron  and  Miss  Cbawortb  should  both  have 
been  under  the  guardianship  of  Mr.  White, 
This  gentleman  particularly  wished  that  his 
wards  should  be  married  together;  but  Miss 
"  young  ladies  generally  do  in  such  cir- 
<,u.^ioiances,  ditfered  from  him,  and  was  re- 
solved to  ^eaee  herself  in  the  choice  of  a 
husband.  iTie  celebrated  Mr.  M.,  commonly 
known  by  the  name  of  Jack  M.,  was  at  this 
time  qiiile  the  rage,  and  MissC.  was  not  subtle 
enough  to  conceal  the  penchant  she  had  for 
this  jack-a-danrf^;  and  though  Mr.  W.  took 
her  from  one  watering-place  to  another,  still 
the  lover,  like  an  evil  spirit,  followed,  and 
at  last,  being  somehow  more  persuasive  than 
the  "  child  of  song,"  he  carried  off"  the  lady 
to  the  great  grief  of  Lord  Byron.  The  mar 
riage,  however,  was  not  a  happy  one ;  tlie 
parties  soon  separated,  and  Mrs.  M.  after- 
wards proposed  an  interview  with  her  former 
lover,  which,  by  the  advice  of  his  sister,  ho 
declined. 

From  Harrow  Lord  Byron  was  removed, 
and  entered  of  Trinity  College,  Cambridge  ; 
there,  however,  he  did  not  mend  his' manners, 
nor  hold  the  sages  of  antiquity  in  higher  es- 
teem than  when  under"  the  command  of  his 
reverend  tutor  at  Harrow.  He  was  above 
studying  the  poetics,  and  held  the  rules  of  (he 
Stagyrite  in  as  little  esteem  as  in  after-life  he 
did  the  "  invariable  principles"  of  the  Bev. 
Mr.  Bowles.  Beading  after  the  fashion  of  the 
studious  men  of  Cam,  was  to  him  a  bore,  and 
he  held  a  senior  wrangler  in  (lie  greatest  con- 
temn!. Persona  of  real. genius  are  seldom 
candidates  for  college  prizes,  and  Byron  left 
"  the  silvercup"  for  those  plodding  characters 
--'--  perhaps,  deserve  them,, as  flie  guerdon 
le  unceasing  labour  necessary  to  over- 
come the  all  but  invincible  natural  dullness 
of  their  intellects,  |  Byron,  instead  of  reading 
what  pleased  tutors,  read  what  pleased  him- 
self, and  wrote  what  could  not  fail  to  displease 
those  political  weathercock^  He  did  not  ad- 
mire their  system  of  education;  and  they,  as 
is  tlie  caso  with  tnost  scholars,  could  admire 
no  other.  He  took  lo  qui/.zing  tliem,  and  no 
one  likes  to  be  laughed  at ;  doctors  frowned, 
and  fellows  filmed,  and  Byron  at  the  ago  of 
lineteen  left  the  universitv  without  a  degree. 
Among  other  means  which  he  adopted  to 
ihow  his  contfmpt  for  academical  honour* 
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he  kept  a  young  bear  iu  hia  room  for  some 
lime,  which  he  t(3d  all  his  friends  he  was  train- 
ing lip  foe  a  fellowship ;  but,  however  much 
the  fellows  of  Trinity  may  claim  acquaintance 
with  the  "ursa  major,"  they  were  by  no  means 
desirous  of  associating  with  his  lordship's  Uiee. 

When  about  nineteen  years  of  age.  Lord 
Byro3  bade  adieu  to  the  universih",  and  took 
ap  his  residence  at  Newatcad  Abbey.  Here 
his  irtirsuits  were  principally  those  of  amuse- 
ment. Among  others,  he  was  extremely  fond 
of  (he  water,  ^n  hb  axjuatic  exercises  he  had 
celdom  any  other  companion  than  a  large 
Newfoundland  dog,  to  tiy  whose  sagacity  and 
fideUty,  he  would  sometimes  fall  out  of  the 
boat,  as  if  by  accident,  when  the  dog  would 
seize  liim,  and  drag  him  ashore.  On  losing 
this  dog,  Eu  the  autumn  of  ISO!),  he  caused  a 
monument  (o  be  erected,  with  an  inscription 
commemorative  of  its  attachment.  (See  page 
532of  tliis  edition.) 

The  following  descriptions  of  Newstead's 
hallowed  pile  will  be  found  interesting : 

This  abbey  was  founded  in  the  year  1170, 
hy  Henry  II. ,  as  a  priory  of  Black  Canons, 
and  dedicated  to  the  Virgin  Mary."  It  con- 
linued  in  the  femily  of  the  Byrona  until  the 
time  of  the  late  lord,  who  sold  it  first  to  Mi 
Claughton  for  the  sum  of  140,000/.,  and  o 
that  gentleman's  not  being  able  to  fulfil  the 
agreement,  and  thus  paying  90,O0W.  of  a  for- 
feit, it  was  afterwarda  sold  to  another  person, 
and  moat  of  the  money  vested  in  trustees  for 
tlie  jointure  of  the  Hon.  Mrs.,  Byron, 
greater  part  of  the  edifice  still  remains 
present  possessor.  Major  Wildman,  if, 
genuine  Gothic  taste,  repmring  this  beautiful 
specimen  of  architecture.  The  late  Lord 
Byron  repaired  a  considerable  part  of 
hut,  forgetting  the  roof,  he  had  turned  his 
(entton  to  the  inside,  and  the  consequei 
was,  that  in  a  few  years,  the  rain  payin^  .. 
visit  to  the  apartments,  soon  destroyed  all 
those  elegant  devices  which  his  lordship  had 
contrived.  His  lordship's  own  study  was  a 
neat  little  apartment,  decorated  with  some 
good  classic  busts,  a  select  collection  of  books, 
an  antique  cross,  a  sword  in  a  gilt  case,  and, 
at  the  end  of  the  room,  two  finelv  polished 
skulls  on  a  pair  of  light  taacy  stands.  In  the 
garden,  likewise,  was  a  great  number  of  these 
skulls,  taken  from  the  ourial-ground  of  the 
abhey,  and  piled  up  tMcther ;  hut  afterwardE 
they  were  recommitted  to  the  earth.  Awriter 
who  visited  it  soon  after  Lord  Byron  had  soli! 
)r  of  the  .... 


rate  character,  who  is  never  mentioned  by  the 
neighbouring  peasants  without  a  signiticanl 
shake  of  the  head,  might  have  returned  anil 
recognised  every  thing  abont  him,  except 
perhaps,  an  additional  crop  of  weeds.  Tliera 
still  slept  that  old  pond,  into  which  he  is  said 
to  have  buried  his  lady  in  one  of  bis  fits  of 
fury,  whence  she  was  rescued  by  the  gardener, 
courageoua  blade,  who  was  the  lord's  mas- 
ir,  and  chastised  him  for  his  barbarity.  There 
ill,  at  (he  end  of  the  garden,  in  a  grove  of 
ik,  two  towering,  satyrs,  he  with  hia  goat  and 
.  lub,  and  Mrs,  Satyr  with  her  chubby  cloven 
footed  brat,  placed  on  pedestals  at  me  inter 
seditions  of  the  narrow  and  gloomy  pathways, 
struck  for  a  mom^t  with  tneir  grim  visagea, 
and  silent  shaggy  forms,  the  fear  into  your 
bosom  which  is  felt  by  the  neighbouring  pea- 
santry at  '  th'  oud  laird's  devils.'  I  have  fre- 
quently asked  the  country  people  near  New- 
stead,  what  sort  of  man  his  lordship  (our  Lord 
Byron)  was.  The  impression  of  his  eccentric 
but  energetic  character  was  evident  in  tlie 
reply,  'He's  the  devil  of  a  fellow  for  comical 
fancies.  Hefiogsth' oud  laird  to  nothing;  but 
'  -'-  -  hearty  good  fellow  for  all  that.'" 


=  cofiin,  i 
;s  and  foils,  and  o 
butcheerleas  kitchen' 


which  were  fencing 
the  walla  of  the  ampk 
as  painted  in  large  let- 

t  not.'  During  the  mi. 

iiority  of  Lord  Byron,  the  abbey  was  in  tht 

Sossession  of  Lord  G ,  his  hounds,  and 
ivers  colonies  of  jackdaws,  swallows,  and 
starlings.  The  internal  traces  of  this  Goth 
were  swept  away ;  but  without,  all  appeared 
aa  rude  and  unreclaimed  as  he  could  have  lelt 
i(.  With  the  exception  of  the  dog's  tomb,  a 
conspicuous  aiid  elegant  object,  I  do  not  re- 
collect the  sliehtest  trace  of  culture  or  im- 
nt.  The  late  lord,  a  stern  and  despe- 


Waipole,  who  hi 
L  his  usual  bitter, 
lowing  account  of  it 


sited  Newstead,  g 


r,  the  fol- 


__.  I  returned  I  s; 
thorpe ;  I  like  both, 
abbey.    The  great  ci 


Newatcad  and  Al- 
The  former  is  the  very 
yindcw  of  the  church 

_  with  the  house;  the 

,  the  refectory  entire,  the  cloister 
iiitouched,  with  the  ancient  cistern  of  the 
lonveni,  and  their  arms  on  it:  it  has  a  private 
;bapel  quite  perfect.  The  park,  which  is  still 
jharming,  has  not  been  so  much  unprofaned. 
The  present  lord  has  lost  large  sums,  and  paid 
part  m  old  oaks,  five  thousand  pounds'  worth 
of  which  have  been  cut  near  the  house.  Kn 
revanche,  he  has  bniU  two  baby  forts,  to  pay 
■  'i  country  in  castles  for  damage  done  (o  the 
-.jvy,  and  planted  a  handful  of  Scotch  firs, 
that  look  like  plotighboys  dressed  in  old  Eimily 
liveries  for  a  public  day.  In  the  hall  is  a  very 
good  collection  of  pictures,  all  animals.  T'be 
refectory,  now  the  great  drawing-room,  is  full 
of  Byrons ;  the  vanlted  roof  remaining,  but 
the  windows  have  new  dresses  making  for 
them  by  a  Venetian  tailor." 

This  is  a  careless  but  happy  description  of 
one  of  the  noblest  mansions  in  England,  and 
it  will  now  be  read  with  a  far  deeper  interest 
than  when  it  was  written.  Walpole  saw  the 
seat  of  the  Byrons,  old,  majestic,  and  venera- 
ble :  but  he  saw  nothing  of  tliat  magic  beauly 
which  fame  sheds  over  the  habitations  of  ge 
niua,  and  which  now  mantles  every  turret  of 
Newstead  Abbey.  He  saw  it  when  decay 
was  doing  its  work  on  the  cloister,  tlie  refec- 
tory, and  the  chapel,  and  all  its  honours  aeemtii 
mouldering  into  oblivion.  He  could  not  knoiv 
that  a  voice  was  soon  to  go  forth  from  tlio^e 
antique  cloisters,  that  should  be  heard  throngh 
all  future  ages,  and  cry,  •■  Sleep  no  more  to  ati 
the  house.'  Whatever  may  be  its  future  iL;o, 
Newstead  Abbey  must  henceforth  ^e  n  men.o- 
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yard  and  the  chambers ;  it  may  even  pass 
[lie  hands  of  unlettered  pride,  or  plebeian 
opulence :  but  it  has  been  the  mansion  of  a 
mighty  poet.  Its  name  is  associated  with  glo- 
ries that  cannot  perish,  and  will  go  down  ' 
posterity  in  one  of  the  proudest  pages  of  o 

Lord  Byron  showed,  even  in  his  earliest 
years,  that  nature  had  added  to  the  advan- 
tages of  high  descent  the  iichest  gifts  of  genius, 
and  of  fancy.    His  own  tale  is  partly  told  "- 


Lord  of  himself,  that  hoi  uoge  uf  woe.^ 
His  first  literary  adventure,  and  its  fate,  art 
weO  remembered.  The  poema  which  he  pub- 
lished in  his  minority  had,  indeed,  those  ra.illt! 
of  conception  and  diction  which  are  insepara- 
ble from  juvenile  attempts,  and  in  particular 
may  ra.ther  be  considered  as  imitative  of  what 
had  caught  the  ear  and  fancy  of  the  youthflil 
author,  than  as  exhibiting  onginality  of  con- 
ception and  expression.     It  was  like  the  first 
essay  of  the  singing-bird,  catching  at  and  imi- 
tating the  notes  or  its  parent,  ere  habit  and 
time  have  given  the  ftilness  of  tone,  confi- 
dence, and  ^If-possession  which  render  assist' 
ance  unnecessary.    Yet  though  there  wert 
many,  and  those  not  the  worst  judges,  who 
discerned  in  his  "  flours  of  IdlenesB''^a  depth 
of  thought  and  felicity  of  expresaion  which 
promis^l  much  at  a  more  mature  age,  the 
work  did  not  escape  the  critical  lash  of  the 
"  Scotch  Reviewers,"  who  could  not  resist 
opportunity  of  pouncing  ujion  a  titled  pc 
of  showing  off  their  own  wit,  and  of  seeki 
to  cntertam  their  readers  with  a  fiippant 
tide,  without  much  respect  to  the  feelings 
the  author,  or  even  to  the  indications  of  rai 
which  the  work  displayed.    The  review  t 
read,  and  excited  roirth ;   the  poems  wi 
neglected,  the  author  was  irritated,  and  took 
his  revenge  in  keen  iambics,  which,  at  the 
same  time,  proved  the  injustice  of  the  offend- 
ing critic  and  the  ripening  talents  of  the  bard. 
Having  thus  vented  his  indignation  against 
the  reviewers  and  their  readers,  and  put  all 
the  laughter  on  his  side.  Lord  Byron 
abroad,  and  the  controversy  was  for 
years  forgotten. 

It  w 


in  of  the  world  than  that  which  he  after- 
wards visited.  He  first  thought  of  Persia,  ta 
which  idea  indeed  he  for  a  long  time  adhered. 
He  aftenvards  meant  to  sail  for  India,  and  had 
so  far  contemplated  this  protect  as,  to  write 
(or  information  from  the  Arabic  professor  at 
Cambridge,  and  to  ask  his  mother  to  inquire 
of  a  friend  who  had  lived  in  India,  what  things 
would  he  necessary  for  his  voyage.  Reformed 
(US  plan  of  travelling  upon  very  different 
grounds  from  those  which  he  afterwards  ad- 
vanced. All  men  should  travel  at  one  time  oi 
luother,  he  thought,  and  he  had  then  no  con- 
nexions lo  prevent  him ;  when  be  returned 
he  mignl  enter  into  political  life,  for  which 


travelling  would  nni  incapacitate  him,  anJ 
:  wishd  to  jydge  of  men  by  expcrienee. 
At  lengihj  iii  July,  1809,  in  company  witli 

John  Cam  Hobhouse,  Esq.  (with  whom  nisac- 

Suaintance  commenced  at  Cambridge),  Lord 
lyron  embarked  at  Falmouth  for  Lisbon,  and 
thence  proceeded,  by  the  southern  provinces 
of  Spain,  to  the  Mediterranean,  The  objects 
that  he  met  with  as  far  as  Gibraltar  seem  to 
have  occupied  bis  mind,  to  the  temporary 
exclusion  of  Ms  gloomy  and  misanUiropic 
thoughts  i  for  a  letter  which  he  wrote  to  his 
motlier  from  Ihence  contains  no  indication  of 
them,  but,  on  the  contrary,  much  playful  de- 
scription of  the  scenes  through  wfiicJi  he  had 
nassed.  At  Seville,  Lord  Byron  lodged  in  the 
lOuse  of  two  single  ladies,  one  of  whom,  how- 
:ver,  was  about  to  be  married.  Thoueli  he 
remained  there  only  three  days,  she  paiit  him 
the  most  particular  attentions,  and,  at  their 
partuig,  embraced  him  with  great  tenderness, 
cutting  offa  lock  of  his  hairj  awl  presenting  him 
with  one  of  her  own.  With  this  specimen  of 
Spanish  female  manners,  be  proceeded  to  Ca- 
diz, where  various  incidents  occurred  to  con- 
firm the  opinion  he  had  formed  \t  Seville  of 
the  Andalusian  belles,  and  whicl  made  him 
leave  Cadiz  with  regret,  and  determine  to  re- 
turn to  it.  Lord  !^ron  wrote  to  his  mother 
from  IWalia,  announcing  his  safety,  and  again 
from  PreviSa,  in  November.  Upon  arriving 
at  Tanina,  Lord  Byron  found  that  Ali  Pacha 
was  with  his  troops  in  Illyrium,  besieging 
Ibrahim  Pacha  in'Berat;  but  the  vizier,  hay- 
ing heard  that  an  English  nobleman  was  in 
his  country,  had  given  orders  at  Yanina  to 
supply  him  with  every  kind  of  accommoda- 
tion, free  of  expense.  From  Yanina,  Lord 
Byron  went  to Tepaleen.  Herehewas  lodged 
in  the  palace,  and  the  next  day  introduced  to 
Ali  Pacha,  who  declared  that  he  knew  him 
to  be  a  man  of  rank  from  the  smallness  of  his 
ears,  his  curling  hmr,  and  his  white  hands, 
and  who  sent  him  a,  variety  of  sweetmeats, 
fruits,  and  other  luxuries.  Id  going  m  a 
Turkish  ship  of  war,  provided  for  him  by 
Ali  Pacha,  from  Previsa,  intending  to  sail  for 
Patras,  Tjord  Byron  was  very  near  being  lost 
in  but  a  Moderate  gale  of  wiiw,  from  the  igno- 
rance of  the  Turkish  officers  and  sailors,  and 
was  driven  on  the  coast  of  Suli.  An  instance 
of  disinterested  hospitality  in  the  chief  of  a 
Snliote  village  occurred  to  Lord  Byron,_in 
consequence  of  his  disasters  in  the  Turkish 
galliot.  The  honest  Albanian,  after  assisting 
nim  in  his  disti'ess,  supplying  bis  wants,  and 
lodging  liim  and  his  suite,  reused  to  receive 
any  remuneration.  When  Lord  Byron  pressed 
him  to  take  money,  he  said :  "  I  wish  you  lo 
love  me,  not  to  pay  me."  At  Yanina,  on  his 
return,  he  was  introduced  to  Hussien  Bey 
and  Mahomet  Pacha,  two  young  children  of 
Ali  Pacha.  Subsei^uently, he  visited  Smyrna 
whence  he  went  in  the  Saleette  frigate  t« 
Constantinople. 

On  the  3d  of  May,  1810,  while  this  frigate 
was  lying  at  anchor  m  the  Dardanelles,  Lord 
Byron,  accompanied  by  Lieutenant  Eken- 
head,  swam  the  Hellespont  from  tlie  European 
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shore  to  the  Asiatic — about  two  miles  wide. 
The  tide  of  the  Dardanellea  runs 
that  it  is  impossible  either  to  awim 
to  any  given  point.  Lord  Byron  i 
the  casUe  to  Abydos,  and  landed  on 
site  shore,  fiiU  thi  ee  miles  below  his  meditated 
place  of  approach.  He  had  a  boat  in  attend- 
ance all  the  way;  BO  that  no  danger  could  be 
apprehended  even  if  his  strength  had  ^iled. 
His  lordship  records,  in  one  of  hia  minor 

Eoema,  that  he  got  the  ague  by  the  Voyage ; 
ut  it  was  well  known,  that  when  he  landed, 
he  was  so  much  exhausted,  that  he  gladly  ac- 
cepted the  offer  of  a  Turkish  fisherman,  and 
reposed  in  his  hut  for  several  hours ;  he  waa 
then  very  ill,  and  as  Lieutenant  Ebenhead 
was  compelled  to  go  on  hoard  his  frigate,  he 
was  left  alone.  The  Turk  had  no  idea  of  the 
rank  or  eonaequence  of  his  inmate,  but  p^ 
him  most  marked  attention.  His  wife  waa 
his  nurse,  and,  at  the  end  of  five  days,  he  left 
the  shore,  completely  recovered.  _  When  he 
was  about  to  embark,  the  Turk  gave  him  a 
large  loaf,  a  cheese,  and  a  skin  filled  with 
wine,  and  then  presented  him  with  a  ft 

Eatas  (about  a  penny  each),  prayed  AUah 
less  him,  and  wiahed  him  safe  home.  His 
lordship  made  him  no  return  to  this,  more  than 
saying  lie  felt  much  obliged.  But  when  he 
arm  ed  at  Abydos,  he  sent  over  his  man  Ste- 
fino,  to  the  Turk,  with  an  assortment  of  fish- 
ma  nets,  a  fijwiing  piece,  a  brace  of  pistols, 
and  twelve  yards  of  silk  to  make  gowns  for 
his  wife.  The  poor  Turk  was  aatoniahed,  and 
Kaid,  "  What  a  noble  return  for  an  act  of  hu- 
manity!" He  then  formed  the  resolution  of 
crossing  the  Hellespont,  and,  in  propria 
persona,  thanking  his  lordship.   His  wife  ap- 

E roved  of  the  plan ;  and  he  had  sailed  about 
alf  way  across,  when  a  sudden  squall  upset 
his  boat,  and  the  poor  Turkish  fisherman 
found  a  watery  grave.  Lord  Byron  was 
mircb  distressed  when  he  heard  of  the  catas- 
trophe, and,  with  all  that  kindness  of  heart 
which  was  natural  to  him,  he  sent  to  the 
widow  fifl^  dollars,  and  told  her  he  would 
ever  be  her  friend.  This  anecdote,  so  highly 
honourable  to  his  lordship's  memory,  is  very 
little  known.  Lieutenant  Hare,  who  waa  on 
Ihe  spot  at  the  time,  furnished  the  particnlars, 
and  added  that,  in  the  year  1817,  Lord  Byrn 
then  proceeding  to  Constantinople,  landed 
the  same  spot,  and  made  a  handsome  present 
to  (iie  widow  and  her  son,  who  recollected 
the  circumstance,  but  knew  not  Lord  Byron, 
IS  and  appearance  having  so  altered 


ft  was  not  until  after  Lord  Byron  arrived 
3i  Conatantinople  that  he  decided  not  to  go 
in  to  Persia,  but  to  pass  the  fijllowing  summer 
In  the  Morea.  At  Constantinople,  Mr.  Hob- 
house  left  him  to  return  to  England.  On  losing 
his  companion,  Lord  Byron  went  again,  and 
alone,overmuchof  the  oldtrackwhichhehad 
already  visited,  and  studied  the  acenery  and 
manners ,  of  Greeceespeci  ally,  with  the  search- 
ing eye  of  a  poet  and  a  painter.  His  mind 
appeared  occasionally  to  have  some  tendency 
towards  a  recovery  from  the  morbid  state  of 
moral  apathy  which  he  had  previously  evinced. 


and  ^the  gratification  which  he  n 
observing  the  superiority,  inevery  respect,  of 
Englandlo  other  countries,  proved  that  patri- 
otism was  far  from  being  estmct  in  his  boaom. 
The  embarrassed  state  of  hia  affairs  at  length 
induced  him  to  return  home,  to  endeavour  to 
arrange  them ;  and  he  arrived  in  the  Volage 
frigate  on  the  2d  of  July,  1811,  having  been 
absent  exactly  two  years.  His  health  had  not 
suffered  by  his  travels,  although  it  had  been 
interrupted  by  two  sharp  fevers;  but  he  had 
put  himself  entirely  on  a  vegetable  diet,  and 

I  Soon  after  his  arrival,  he  was  summoned  to 
Newstead,  in  consequence  of  the  serious  ill- 
ness of  his  mother ;  but  on  reaching  the  ab- 
bey, found  that  she  had  breathed  her  last.  He 
suffered  much  from  this  loss,  and  from  the  dis- 
appointment ofnot  seeing  her  belbre  her  death; 
and  while  his  feelings  on  the  subject  were  stiJl 
very  acute,  he  received  the  intelligence,  that 
a  friend,  whom  he  highly  esteemed,  had  been 
drowned  in  the  Cam.  He  had  not  long  before 
beard  of  the  death,  at  Coimbra,  of  a  school- 
fellow, to  whom  he  was  much  attached.  These 
three  melancholy  events,  occurring  within  the 
space  of  a  month,  had,  no  doubt,  a  powerful 
(Beet  on  Lord  Byron's  feelings. 

Towards  the  termination  of  his  "  English 
Bards  and  Scotch  Iteviewers,"  ihe  noble  au- 
thor had  declared,  that  it  w 


and  the  "  Sublime  Snows"  of  Mount  Can 
casus,  nothing  on  earth  should  tempt  him  to 
resume  the  pen.  Such  resolutions  are  seldom 
maintained.  In  Fehruaiy,  1812,  the  first  two 
cantos  of  "  Childe  Harold's  Pilcrimage"  (with 
the'  manuscript  of  which  he  had  presented  his 
friend  Mr.  Dallas,)  made  their  appearance, 
producing  an  effect  upon  the  public,  equal  to 
that  of  any  work  which  has  been  published 
within  this  or  the  last  century. 

This  poem  is,  perhaps,  the  most  original  in 
the  English  language,  both  in  conception  and 
execution.  It  is  no  more  like  Beattie's  Min 
strel  than  Paradise  Loat— though  the  former 
production  was  in  the  noble  author's  mind 
when  first  thinking  of  Childe  Harold.  A  great 
poet,  who  gives  himself  up  f^ee  and  uncon- 
nned  to  ihe  impulses-of  his  genius,  as  Byron 
did  in  the  better  part  of  this  smgular  creation, 
shows  to  us  a  spirit  as  if  sent  out  from  the 
hands  of  nature,  to  range  over  the  earth  and 
the  societies  of  men.  Even  Shakspeare  him- 
self submits  to  the  shackles  of  history  and 
society.  But  here  Byron  has  traversed  the 
whole  earth,  borne  along  by  the  whirlwind  of 
his  own  spirit.  Wherever  a  forest  frowned , 
or  a  temple  glittered— there  he  was  privi- 
leged to  bend  his  flight.  He  suddenly  start* 
up  from  his  solitary  dream,  by  the  secret  foun- 
tain of  the  desert,  and  descends  at  once  intt, 
the  tumult  of  peopled  or  the  silence  of  de- 
serted cities.  Whatever  actually  lived— hail 
perished  heretofore — or  that  had  within  it  a 
power  to  kindle  passion,  became  the  inaieriti 
-'■'■-- ali-embr?oiog  song.  There  are  nouniliK- 
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to  fetter  him — and 
ill-top  to  hill-top,  and  from 
ver  ail  the  soliiude  of  nature, 
lificence  of  art.    When  the 

S last  pageants  of  history  seemed  too  dim  and 
aded,  he  would  turn  to  the  splendid  speqta. 
cles  that  have  dignilied  our  own  days,  and  th( 
images  of  kings  and  conquerors  of  old  gsTe 
place  to  those  that  were  yet  living  in  eove- 
reignty  and  exile.  Indeed,  much  of  the  power 
which  Byron  posseBsedwas  derived  from  this 
Kource.  He  lived  in  a  sort  of  sympathy  with 
the  public  mind— sometimes  wholly  distinct 
from  it — sometimes  acting  in  opposition  to  it 
— sometimes  blending  with  ity^but,  at  aD 
times,  in  Edl  his  thoughts  and  actions,  bearing 
a  reference  to  the  public  mind.  His  spirit 
needed  not  to  go  back  into  the  past,— though 
it  often  did  BO,— to  bring  the  objects  of  its  I  — 
back  to  earth  in  more  beautiful  life.  The 
istence  he  painted  was — the  present.  ' 
objects  he  presented  were  marked  out  to  1 
bv  men's  actual  rega^.  It  was  his  to  speak 
of  all  those  great  poUGcal  events  which  weti 
objects  of  such  passionate  and  universal  syjn- 
pathy.  But  chiefly  he  spoke  our  own  feelings, 
exalted  in  thought,  language,  and  passion, 
His  travels  were  not,  at  first;  the  self-impelled 
act  of  a  mind  severing  itself  in  lonely  roaming 
jrom  all  participation  in  the  society  to  which 
it  belonged,  but  rather  obeying  the  general 
notion  ol  the  mind  of  that  society. 

The  indications  of  a  bold,  powerful,  and 
original  mind^  which  glanced  through  every 
line  of  Chiide  Harold,  electrified  the  mass  of 
readers,  and  placed  at  once  upon  Lord  By- 
ron's head  the  garland  for  which  other  met 
of  genius  have  toiled  long,  and  which  they 
have  gained  late.  Hewas  ^aced  pre-eminent 
among  the  literary  men  of  his  country,  by 
general  acclamation.  Those  who  had  so  rigor- 
ously censured  bisjavenile  essays,  and  perhaps 
"  dreaded  such  another  field,"  were  the  first 
to  pay  warm  homage  to  his  matured  efforts ; 
while  others,'  who  saw  in  the  sentiments  of 
Chiide  Harold  much  to  regret^nd  to  censui 
did  not  withhold  their  tribute  of  applause  ._ 
the  depth  of  thought,  the  power  and  force  of 
ex;)reBsion,  and  the  energy  of  sentiment, 
which  animated  the  "  Pilgnmage."  Thus,  as 
all  admired  the  poem,  allw.ere  prepared  to 
greet  the  author  with  tnaf  tame  which  is  the 
poet's  best  reward.  It  was  amidst  luch  feel- 
ings of  admiration  that  Lord  Byron  fully  en- 
tered on  that  public  stage,  where,  to  the  close 
of  his  life,  he  made  so  distioguish^  a  figure. 

Every  tiling  in  his  manner,  person,  and 
conversation,  tended  to  maintain  the  charm 
which  his  genius  had  flung  around  him ;  and 
those  admitted  to  his  conversation,  (ai  from 
Coding  that  the  inspired  poet  sunk  into  ordi- 
nary mortality,  felt  themselves  attached  to  him 
not  only  by  many  noble  qualities,  but  by  the 
■merest  of  a  niysterious,  undefined,  and  almost 
■lainful  curiosity 

It  IS  weil  knowTi  how  wide  the  doors  of  sp- 
•jety  are  opened  in  London  to  literary  merit, 
liven  to  a  degree  far  inferior  to  Lord  Byron's, 
and  that  it  is  only  necessary  to  be  honourably 
diatioguisbed  by  the  public  voice,  to  move  as  a 


denizen  in  the  first  circles.  Tliis  passport  was 
not  necessary  to  Lord  Byron,  who  possessed 
the  hereditary  claims  of  birth  and  rank.  But 
the  interest  which  his  genius  attached  to  his 
presence,  and  to  his  conversation,  was  of  a 
nature  fiir  beyond  what  these  hereditarv 
claims  could  of  themselves  have  conferred, 
and  his  reception  vras  enthusiastic  beyond 
anything  imaginable.  Lord  Byron  was  not 
one  of  tiiose  literary  men  of  whorn  it  may  he 
truly  said,  mmmt  prcEeeniiaJiemam,  A  coun- 
tenance, exquisitely  modeled  (o  the  expres- 
sion of  feeling  and  passion,. and  exhibiting  the 
remarkable  contrast  of  very  dark  hair  and 
eyebrows,  with  light  and  expressive  eyes, 
presented  to  the  physiognomist  the  most  in- 
terestihg  subject  fiir  the  exercise  of  his  art. 
The  predominating  expression  was  that  of 
deep  and  habitual  thought,  whiob  gave  way  to 
the  most  rapid  play  of  features  when  he  en- 
gaged in  interesting  discussion ;  so  that  a 
brother  poet  compared  them  to  the  sculpture 
of  a  teautifiil  alabaster  vase,  only  seen  to  per- 
fection when  lighted  up  from  within.  The 
flashes  of  mirth,  gaiety,  indignation,  or  sa- 
tirical dislike,  which  frequently  animated  Lord 
Byron's  countenance,  might,  during  an  even- 
ing's conversation,  be  mistaken  by  a  stranger 
for  its  habitual  expression,  so  easily  and  so 
happily  was  it  formed  for  them  all ;  bnt  those 
who  had  an  opportunity  of  studying  his  fea- 
tures for  a  length  'of  time,  and  upon  various 
occasions,  both  of  rest  and  emotion,  knew 
that  their  proper  language  was  that  of  melan- 
choly. Sometimes  shades  of  this  gloom  inter- 
rupted even  his  gayest  and  most  happy  mo- 
ments :  and  the  following  verses  are  said  to 
have  dropped  from  his  pen  to  excuse  a  tran- 
sient expression  of  melancholy  which  over 
clouded  the  genera!  gaiety. 

"  When  from  [he  heart  where  Sorrow  sits, 

Her  duskv  shadow  mounla  too  Us\ 
And  o'er  the  cbaMing  aepeclflfei, 

And  ebuds  the  Grow,  or  lilU  <he  eve- 
Heed  not  the  gloom  that  soon  shall  «nk, 
My  thoughts  Ihelr  duitgeoo  know  too  well  ; 

And  bleed  mlhin  their  sUeut  cell." 

longing  neiUier  to  the  rank,  the  age,  noi  the 
success  of  this  young  nobleman,  without 
feeling  an  indefinable  curiosity  to  ascertain 
whether  it  had  a  deeper  cause  than  habit  or 
constitutional  temperament.  It  was  obviously 
of  a  degree  incalculably  niore  serious  than  thai 
alluded  to  by  Prince  Arthur — 
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But,  howsoever  derived,  (his,  joined  to  Lord 
Byron's  air  of  mingling  in  amusements  and 
sports  as  if  he  contemned  ihem,  and  fr't  that 
his  sphere  was  far  above  the  fashionable  and 
Mvotous  crowd  which  surrounded  him,  gave 
a  strong  effect  of  colouring  to  a  character 
whose  hnts  were  otherwise  decidedly  roman- 
tic. Noble  and  far  descended,  the  pilgrim  uf 
distant  and  savage  countries,  eminent  as  a 
poet  among'  the  first  whom  Britain  has  pi'o 


Ob,  Google 


LIFE  OF  LORD  iJYRON. 


duced,  and  having  besides  cast  around  him  a: 
tiiyaterious  charm  arising  from  the  sombre 
lone  of  his  poetry,  and  the  occasional  melan- 
choly of  his  deportment.  Lord  Byron  occu- 
pied the  eyes  and  interested  the  feelings  of  all. 
The  enthufiaslic  looked  On  him  to  admiM, 
the  serious  with  a  wish  to  admonish,  and  the 
soft  with  a  desire  to  console.  Even  literary 
envy,  a  base,  sensation,  from  which,  perhaps, 
tliis  age  is  more  free  than  any  other,  forgave 
the  man  whose  splendour  dimmed  the  fame  of 
tiis  competitors.  The  generosity  of  Lord  By- 
ron's disposition,  his  readiness  to  assist  merit 
in  distress,  and  to  bring  it  forward  where 
known,  deserved  and  obtained  general  __ 
gard;  while  his  poetical  efliisions,  poui'ed  forth 
with  equal  force  and  fertility,  showed  at  once 
a  daring  confidence  in  his  own  powers,  and  a 
ietermmation  to  maintain,  by  continued  ef- 
fort, the  high  place  he  had  attained  in  British 
literature. 


Prince  Regent,  entered  the  room:  Lord  By- 
ron was  at  some  distance  at  the  time,  but,  on 
learning  who  he  was.  His  Royal  Highness 
sent  a  gentleman  to  him  to  desire  that  he 
wouM  be  presented.  Of  course  the  presenta- 
tion took  place ;  the  Regent  expressed  his 
admiration  of  "  Childe  Harold's  Pilgrimage," 
and  entered  into  a  conversation  which  so  fas- 
cinated the  poet,  that  had  it  not  been  for  an 
accident  which  deferred  a  levee  intended  to 
have  been  held  the  next  day,  he  would  have 
pone  to  court.  Soon  after,  however,  an  un- 
.e  influence  connteractod  the  effect  of 
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3  and  speak  disrespectfully  of  tl 


The  whole  of  Byron's  political  career  may 
be  summed  up  in  the  following  anecdotes : 

The  Earl  of  Carlisle  having  declined  to  in- 
troduce Lord  Byron  to  the  House  of  Peers, 
he  resolved  to  introduce  himself,  and  accord- 
ingly went  there  a  little  before  the  usual  hour, 
when  he  knew  few  of  the  lords  would  fae 
present.  On  entering,  he  appeared  rather 
abashed,  and  looked  very  pale,  hut,  passing 
the  woolsack,  where  the  Chancellor  (Lord 
Eldon)  was  ensaged  in  some  of  the  ordinary 
routine  of  the  house,  he  went  directly  to  the 
table,  where  the  oaths  were  administered  to 
him  in  the  usual  manner.  The  Lord  Chan- 
cellor then  approached,  and  offered  his  hand 
in  the  most  open  familiar  manner,  congi  ' 
latin^himon  bis  taking  possession  of  his 
"  looly  plac^  the  lips  of  h'  ■" 
-cellor's  hand;  thelatt^r 
t,  and  Byron,  after  loungi 
minutes  <wi  one  of  the  opposition  hencl 
tired.  To  his  friend,  Mr.  Dallas,  who  followed 
him  ont.  he  gave  as  a  reason  for  not  entering 
into  the  spirit  of  the  Chancellor,  "  that  it 
might  have  been  supposed  he  would  join  the 
court  partv,  whereas  lie  intended  to  iave  no- 
thing at  all  to  do  with  politics," 

lie  only  addressed  the  house  three  times: 
the  first  of  his  speeches  was  on  the  Frame- 
work Bill;  the  second  In  favour  of  the  CatL- 


petition  from  Major  Cartwright.  Byron  him- 
self says,  the  Lords  told  him  "  his  manner 

~ '  dignified  enough  for  them,  and  wonid 

jit  the  loxver  house;"  others  say,  they 

gathered  round  him  while  speaking,  listening 
with  the  greatest  attention — a  sign  at  any  rate 
that  he  was  interesting.  He  always  voted 
with  the  opposition,  but  evinced  no  likelihood 
of  becoming  tlie  bUnd  partisan  of  either  side. 

The  following  is  a  pleasing  instance  of  ihe 
generosity,  the  delicacy,  and  the  ucwounding 
benevolence  of  Byron  s  nature: 

A  young  lady  of  considerable  talents,  but 
who  had  never  been  able  to  succeed  in  turn- 
ing them  to  any  profitable  account,  was  re- 
duced to  great  hardships  through  the  misfor- 
tunes of  her  family.  'The  only  persons  from 
whom  she  could  have  hoped  for  relief  were 
abroad,  and  so  urged  on,  more  by  the  suffer- 
ings of  those  she  held  dear  than  by  her  own. 
she  summoned  up  resolution  to  wait  on  Lord 
Byron  at  his  apartments 'in  the  Albany,  and 
ask  his  subscription  to  a  volume  of  poems 
she  had  no  previous  knowledge  of  him  except 
from  his  works,  hut  from  the  boldoe'is  and 
feeling  expressed  in  them,  she  concluded  that 
he  must  be  a  man  of  kind  heart  and  amiable 
disposition.  Experience  did  not  disappoint 
her,  and  though  she  entered  the  apartment 
with  faltering  steps  and  a  palpitatmg  heart, 
she  soon  found  courage  to  slate  her  request, 
which  she  did  in  the  most  simple  and  delicato 
manner:  he  heard  it  with  the  most  marked 
attention  and  the  keenest  sympathy ,  and 
when  she  had  ceased  speakmg,  he  aa  if  to 
avert  her  thoughts  from  a  subject  which  could 
not  be  but  painftil  to  her,  began  to  coni  ersp 
in  words  so  fascinating,  and  tones  so  gentle, 
that  she  hardly  perceived  he  had  been  writ- 
ing, until  he  put  11  folded  slip  of  paper  into  her 
hand,  saying  it  was  his  subscription,  and  that 
he  most  heartily  wished  her  success.  "  But," 
added  he,  "  we  are  both  young,  and  the  world 
is  very  censorious,  and  so  if  1  were  to  take 
any  active  part  in  procuring  subscribers  lo 
yourpoemB,Ifearitwoulddo  you  harm  rather 
than  good."  The  young  lady,  overpowered 
by  the  prudence  and  delicacy  of  his  conduct, 
took  her  leave,  and  upon  opening  in  the  street 
the  ijaper,  which  in  her  agitation  she  had  not 
previously  looked  at,  she  found  it  was  a  draft 
upon  his  banker  for  fifty  poonda ! 

TTie  enmity  that  Byron  entertained  towards 
theEarlof  Carlisle,  was  owing  to  two  causes: 
the  Earl  had  spoken  lalher  irreverently  of 
the  "  Hours  of  Idleness,"  when  Byron  ex- 
pected, as  a  relation,  that  he  would  have 
countenanced  it.  He  had  moreover  refused 
to  introduce  his  kinsman  to  the  House  of 
Lords,  even,  it  is  said,  somewhat  doubting  his 
right  to  a  seat  in  that  honourable  houee. 

The  Earl  of  Carlisle  was  a  great  admin.T 
of  the  classic  drama,  and  once  published  a 
sixpenny  pamphlet,  in  which  he  strenuously 
argued  in  behalf  of  the  propriety  and  neces- 
sity  of  small  theatres  ;  on  the  same  day  ihni 
this  weighty  publication  appeared    lie  w> 
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ribed  a  thousand  pounds  for  some  public 
irpose,  Od  (his  occasion,  Byroo  composed 
e  foEowing  epignim : 

"  Carlisle  anbeeribes  a  thousand  pound 


'TisthiHlhedjHbrei 
Betxeen  his  forUina  i 
Byron  retained  his  antipathy  (o  this  reialive 
fo  the  last.  On  reading  some  lines  in  the 
newapapera  addressed  to  Lady  Holland  by 
(he  Eari  of  Carlisle,  persuading  her  to  reject 
the  snuff-box  bequeathed  to  her  by  Napole 
beginning ; 

*'  Lady,  r^ct  the  gift,"  etc. 
lie  immediately  wrote  the  foUowing  paroi 
"  Lady,  accept  the  gill  a  hero  wore. 
In  spite  of  ail  This  elegiac  stnSi 

Prevent  your  ladyship  from  takuig  snuff." 
Sir  Lumley  Skeffingtou  had  written  a  t 

sedy,  called,  if  we  remember  right,  "1 

Mysterious  Bride,"  which  was  !s.inj  damned 
on  the  first  right;  a  masquerade  took  | ' 
soon  after  this  ra.tal  catastrophe,  to  which 
John  Cam  Hobhouse,  as  a  Spanish  nun  _._ 
had  been  ravished  hy- the  French  army,  and 
was  under  the  protection  of  his  lorfship. 
Skeffington,  compassion ating  the  unfortunate 
young  woman,  asked,  in  a  Tew  sentimental 
mannerj-of Byron,  "whoisshe?  "ThoMys- 
terioua  Bride,"  replied  his  lordship. 

On  Byron's  return  from  his  first  tour,  Mr. 
Dallas  called  upon  biin,  and,  after  tie  usual 
salutations  had  passed,  inquired  if  he  was  pre- 
pared with  any  other  work  to  support  the 
fame  which  he  had  already  acquired.  Byron 
then  delivered  for  his  exammation  a  poem, 
entitled  "  Hints  from  Horace,"  being  a  para- 
phrase of  the  art  of  poetry.  Mr.  Dallas  prom- 
ised to  sulierintend  the  pubUcation  of  this 
piece  as  he  had  done  that  of  the  satire,  and, 
accordingly,  it  was  carried  to  Cawtliom  the 
bookseller,  and  matters  arranged;  but  Mr. 
Dallas,  not  thinking  the  poem  likely  to  in- 
crease his  lordship's  repubition,  allowed  it  to 
linger  in  the  press.  It  began  thus : 
"  Who  -would  not  iBUsh  if  Lawrence,  hired  to  grace 
Hig  costly  cansaa  witK  each'Batter'd  lace. 
Abused  his  ait,  till  Nature  mlh  a  blush 
"---= '-—  ■■-' is  brush? 


? 

ah 

uld  tuHuo  lim 

ner  join,  for  show  or 

sale. 

Lc 

once  the  world  has 

1 

grade  God's  cr< 

V 

nlK 

1  their  faults 

liev 

seems 

Displays  a  crowd  of  ficureB  incomplete, 
Poetic  nightmares,  nilSout  head  or  feet." 
Mr.  Dallas  expressed  Iiis  sorrow  that  his 
lordship  had  written  nothing  else'.  Byron  then 
lold  him  that  he  had  occasionally  composed 
some  verses  in  Spenser's  measure,  relative  to 
the  countries  he  had  visited.  "  They  are  not 
worth  troubling  you  with,  said  his  lordship, 
but  you  shall  have  them  all  with  you :"  he 


Ishe*..  ] 


then  look  "  Childc  Harold's  Pilgrimage"  fr^m 
a  trunk,  and  delivered  it  to  him.  Mr.  Dallas, 
having  read  the  poem,  was  in  raptures  with 
it ;  he  instantly  resolved  to  do  his  utmost,  in 
supBresaing  the  "  Hints  from  Horace,"  and 
to  bring  out  Childe  Harold.  He  urged  Byron 
*T  rfnbhsh  this  last  poem  ;  but  he  was  |inwill- 
and  preferred  to  have  the  "  Hints"  pub- 
He  would  not  be  convinced  of  the 
great  merit  of  the  "Chiide,"  and  as  some  per- 
son ban  seen  it  before  Mr.  Dallas,  and  ex- 
pressed disapprobation,  Byron  was  by  no 
mean^sure  of  its  kind  reception  by  the  world. 
In  a  short  time  alterwards,however,  he  agreed 
to  its  dublication,  and  requested  Mr.  Dallas 
notlode^witbCawthom.but  offer  it  to  Mil- 
ler of  Albemarle  street :  he  wished  a  fashion- 
able publi^er;  but  Miller  declined  itj  chiefly 
on  account  of  the  strictures  il  contained  on 
Lord  Elgin,  whose  publisher  he  was.  Long- 
man hadrefuscd  to  publish  the  "  Satire,"  and 
Byron  wojild  not  snffer  any  of  his  works  to 
come  frotft  that  house  :  the  work  was  there- 
fore carried  to  Mr.  Morray,  who  then  k^t  a 
shop  opposBle  St.  Dunstan  s  chnrch  in  Fleet 
street.  Mh  Murray  had  expressed  a  desire 
to  publish  f^r  Ijord  Byron,  and  regretted  that 
Mr.  Dallas  bad  not  taken  the  "  English  Bards 
and  Scotch  Keviewers"  to  him;  but  this  was 

Byron  fdl  into  company  with  Hogg,  the 
Ettricfc  Shepherd,  at  the  I-akes.  The  Shep- 
herd  was  standing  at  the  inn-door  of  Amble- 
side, when  forth  came  a  sfrapping  young  man 
from  the  house,  and  off  with^is  hat,  and  out 
with  his  band.  Hogg  did  not  know  him,  and, 
appearing  at  a  dead  halt,  the  other  relieved 
him  by  saying,  "  Mr.  Hwg,  I  hope  vou  will 
excuse  me ;  my  name  is  Byron,  and  I  cannot 
help  thinking  that  we  ought  to  hold  ourselves 
acquainted.'  The  poets  accordingly  shook 
hands  immediately,  and,  while  they  confinued 
at  the  Lakes,  were  hand  and  glove,  drank 
furiously  together,  and  laughed  at  their  hrolher 
bards.  On  Byron's  leaving  the  Lakes,  he  sent 
Hogg  a  letter  quizzing  the  Lakists,  wliich  the 
Shepherd  was  so  mischievous  as  to  show  to 

When    residing  at  Mitylene  in  the  yeai 
1812,  he  portioned  eight  young  girls  very  libe- 
rally, and  even  danced  with  Stem  at  the  mar- 
riage feast ;  he  gave  a  cow  to  one  man,  horses 
fo  another,  and  cotton  and  silk  to  several  girls 
who  lived  by  weaving  these  mateiiaJs  r  he  ajso 
bought  a  hew  Koat  for  a  fisherman  who  had 
[osl  his  own  in  a  sale,  and  be  oflen  gave  Greek 
testaments  to  the  poor  children. 
While  at  Metadata,  in  1833,  an  cmbank- 
ent,  at  which  several  persons  had  been  en- 
gaged digging,  feii  in,  and  buried  some  of 
them  alive :  he  was  at  dinner  when  he  heard 
of  the  accident,  and,  starting  up  from  the  ta- 
i-'e,  ran  to  the  spot,  accompanied  by  bis  phy- 
;ian,  who  took  a  supply  of  medicines  with 
m.     The  labourers  who  were  employed  to 
:tricate   their   companions,   soon    became 
alarmed  for  themselves,  and  refused  to  go  on, 
saying,  they  believed  they  had  dug  out  Si  the 
bodies  which  had  been  covered  by  the  rums. 
Lord  Byron  endeavoured  to  induce  them  lo 
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ir  exertions,  but  finding 
in  Tain,  he  seized  a  spade  and  began  to  dij 
most  zeaJonsly ;  at  length  the  peasantry  joinei 
him,  and  they  sncoceoed  in  saving  two  raon 
persona  from  oertain  death. 

It  ia  staled  in  the  "Conversations,"  fha 
Byron  was  engaged  in  several  duels, — that  u 
□nc  instance  he  was  himself  principal  in  al 
"  affair  of  honour"  with  Hohhousc, — and  would 
have  been  so  in  another  with  Moore,  if  the 
Bard  of  Erin's  challenge  had  been  properly 
forwarded  to  him. 

On  the  ad  of  January,  1815.  Lord  Byror 
married,  atSeaham,in  the  county  of  Durham 
Anne  Isabella,  only  daughter  of  Sir  Ralpl 
Millhaiik  (since  Noel),  Bart,  To  this  lady  h( 
had  made  a  proposal  twelve  months  before, 
but  was  rejected :  well  would  it  have  been  for 
their  mutual  happiness  had  that  rejection  been 
repeated.  After  their  marris^e.  Lord  and 
Lady  Byron  took  a  house  in  London ;  gave 
splendid  dinner-parties;  kept  separate  car- 
'  in  short,  launched  into  every  sort 


of  fashionable  extravagance.    This  could 


pounds)  soon  melted  away;  and,  at  length, 
ejtecution  was  actually  levied  on  the  furniture 
of  Ills  residence.  It  was  then  agreed  that 
Lady  Byron,  who,  on  the  lOth  of  December, 
1815,  had  presented  her  lord  with  a  daughtei', 
should  pay  a  visit  to  her  &.ther  till  the  storm 
was  blown  over,  and  some  arrangements  had 
been  made  with  Iheir  creditors.  From  I'  ' 
visit  she  never  returned,  and  a  separation 
sued,  for  which  vaj^us  reasons  have  been 
assigned ;  the  real  cause  or  catises,  however, 
of  that  regretted  event,  are  up  to  this  moment 
involved  m  mystery,  though,  as  might  be  ex- 
pected, a  wonderful  sensation  was  excited  at 
the  time,  and  ever]?  description  of  contra- 
dictory rumour  was  in  active  circulation. 

Byron  was  first  introduced  to  Miss  Mill- 
bank  at  Lady 's.    In  going  up  stairs  he 

stumbled,  and  remarked  to  Moore,  who  ac- 
companied him,  that  it  was  a  had  omen.  On 
enterina  the  room,  he  perceived  a  lady  more 
simply  dressed  than  the  rest  sitting  on  a  sola. 
He  asked  Moore  if  she  was  a  humble  com- 
panion to  any  of  the  ladies.  The  latter  replied, 
'  She  is  a  great  heiress ;  you  'd  better  marry 
her,  and  repair  the  old  place  Newstead." 

The  following  anecdotes  on  the  subject 
this   unfortunate  marriage,  are  given  from 
Lord  Byron's  Conversations,  in  his  own  words; 

"  There  was  something  pimiant,  and  what 
we  term  pretty,  in  Miss  Millbank ;  her  fea- 
lures  were  small  and  feminine,  though  not 
regular;  she  had  the  fairest  skin  imaginable; 
her  figure  was  perfect  for  her  height,  and  there 
was  a  simplicity,  a  retired  modesty  about  her, 
whicli  was  very  characteristic,  and  formed  a 
banpy  contrast  to  the  cold  artificial  formality 
and  studied  stiffness,  which  is  called  ^hion : 
sne  interested  me  exceedingly.  It  is  unne- 
cessary to  detail  the  progress  of  our  acquaint- 
ance: I  became  daily  more  attached  toher^ 
and  It  ended  in  my  making  her  a  proposal  that 
was  rejected ;  her  refusal  was  couched  in 
icriiu  that  could  not  oflend  me.  1  was  besides 


persuaded  that  in  declining  my  offer,  she  wsa 
governed  by  the  influence  of  her  molher;  and 

'he  more  confirmed  in  Ibis  opinion  by  her 

ing  our  correspondence  herself,  twelve 
months  after.  The  tenor  of  her  letter  was, 
that  althoiigh  she  could  not  love  me,  she  de- 
sired my  friendship.  Friendship  is  a  dangerous 
word  for  young  ladies;  it  is  love  full-fledged, 
and  waiting  for  a  fine  day  to  fly. 

"  I  was  not  so  young  when  my  fether  died, 
but  that  I  perfectly  remember  him,  and  had 
very  early  a  horror  of  matrimony  from  the 
sight  of  domestic  I  broils :  this  feehng  came 
over  me  very  strongly  at  my  wedding.  Some- 
thing whispered  me  that  I  was  sealing  my  own 
death-warranl.  I  am  a  great  believer  in  pre- 
sentiments; Socrates'  demon  was  not  a  fic- 
tion; Monk  Lewis  had  his  monitor;  and  Na- 
rleon  many  warnings.  At  the  last  moment, 
wmild  have  retreated  if  I  could  have  done 
so ;  I  caUid  to  mind  a  friend  of  mine,  who  had 
married  a  youna,  heaatiful,  and  rich  girl,  and 
yet  was  miserahle ;  he  had  strongly  urged  me 
against  putting  my  neck  in  the  sanie  yoke ; 
and,  to  show  you  how  firmly  I  was  resrfved  to 
attend  to  his  advice,  I  bettri  Hay  fifty  guineas 
to  one  that  I  should  always  remain  sin^e.  Six 
years  afterwards,  I  sent  him  the  money.  Tiie 
day  before  I  proposed  to  Lady  Byron,  I  had 
no  idea  of  doing  so. 

"  It  had  been  predicted  by  Mrs.  Williams, 
(hat  twenty-seven  was  to  be  a  dangerous  age 
forme:  the  fortune-telling  witch  was  right, — 
it  was  destined  to  prove  so,  I  shall  never  for- 
get the  ad  of  January!  Lady  Byron,  (Bym, 
he  pronounced  it,)  was  the  only  unconcerned 
person  present;  Lady  Noel,  her  mother,  cried; 
I  trembled  like,  a  leaf,  made  the  wrong  re- 
sponses, and,  after  flie  ceremony,  called  her 
Miss  Millbank. 

"  There  is  a  singular  history  attached  to  the 
rinp;  the  very  day  the  match  was  concluded, 
a  nng  of  my  mother's  that  had  been  hat,  was 
dugupby  thegardeneratNewstead.  Ithousht 
it  was  sent  on  .purpose  for  the  wedding ;  but 
my  mother's  marriage  had  not  been  a  fortu- 
nate one,  and  this  ring  was  doomed  to  he  the 
seal  of  an  unhappier  union  still. 

"  After  the  ordeal  was  over,  we  set  off"  for  a 
country-seat  of  Sir  Ralph's,  and  I  was  sur- 
prised at  the  arrangements  for  the  journey, 
and  somewhat  out  of  humour  to  find  a  lady's 
maid  stuck  between  me  and  my  bride.  It  was 
rather  too  earJy  to  assume  the  husband,  so  I 
was  forced  to  submit;  but  it  was  not  with  a 
very  good  grace. 

"  I  have  been  accused  of  saying,  on  setting 
into  the  carriage,  that  I  had  married  Lady 
Byron  out  of  spite,  and  because  she  had  re- 
fused me  twice.  Though  I  was  for  a  moment 
vexed  at  her  prudery,  or  whatever  it  may  be 
called,  if  1  had  made  so  un cavalier,  not  to  say 
brutal,  a  speech,  I  am  convinced  Lady  Byron 
would  instantly  have  left  the  carriage  to  me 
and  the  maid,  {I  mean  the  lady's);  she  had 
spirit  enough  to  have  done  so,  and  v^ould  prop- 
erly have  resented  the  affront. 

"Our  honey-moon  was  not  all  sunshine i 
it  had  its  clouds  ;  and  Hobhouse  has  some  let- 
ters which  would  serre  to  explain  tlii'  riso  Mid 
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fall  in  the  barometer;  bat  it 
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"  A  curious  thio^  happened  to  me  shortly 
after  the  hoaey-mooa,  wliich  was  very  awk- 
warii  at  the  time,  bat  has  since  aroDsed  me 
much.  It  BO  happened  that  three  married 
women  mere  on  a  wedding  visit  to  my  wife, 
{•Ani  in  the  same  room  at  the  same  time), 
whom  I  bad  known  to  be  all  birds  of  the  a: 
nest.    Fancy  the  scene  of  confiisioa  that 

Tlie  world  savs  I  marrieif  Miss  MJllbanlc 
for  her  fortune,  because  she  was  a  great  heir- 
i!sa.  All  I  hivecTer  received,  or  am  likely 
lo  receive,  (and  that  has  been  twice  p^d  bacl 
(ooj,  was  10,oixi/.    My  own  income  at  tiiii 

Keriod  was  small,  and  somewhat  bespoke, 
'ewatead  was  a  very  unprofitable  estate,  ant 
hrou^ht  me  in  a  bare  1500/.  a-year:  the  Lan. 
cashire  property  was  hampered  with 


e  14,0002.  and  is 


iiit,  which  has 
finished. 

"  I  heard  afterwards  that  Mrs.  Charlment 
tiad  been  the  means  of  poisoning  Lady  Noel' 
mind  against  me;  that  she  had  employed  her 
self  ani  others  in  watching  me  in  London, 
and  had  reported  having  traced 
fionse  in  Porfland-Piace.  There' 
unworthy  of  any  one  but  such  a  confidante ; 
I  allude  to  the  breaking  open  my  wri" 
■lesk !  a  book  was  found  in  it  that  did  n 
mnch  credit  to  my  taste  in  literature,  and  buihi; 
loiters  from  a  married  woman,  wifh  whom  I 
Had  been  intimate  before  my  marriage.  The 
lise  that  was  made  of  the  latter  was  most  un- 
instifiable,  whatever  may  be  thought  of  the 
breach  of  confidence  that  led  to  their  disoov- 
ei'y.  Lady  Byron  sent  them  to  the  htisbaad 
of  (lie  lady,  who  had  the  good  sense  to  take 
no  notice  of  their  contents.  The  gravest  a 
cusation  (hat  has  been  made  against  me, 
that  of  having  intrigued  with  Mrs.  Mardyn 
my  own  liouse.  introduced  her  to  my  own  t 
hie,  etc. ;  there  never  was  a  more  unfounded 
calnmoy,  Beins  on  the  Commitfee  of  Dmry- 
Lane  Theatre,  I  have  no  doubt  that  sSveral 
actrosBes  called  on  me;  but  as  to  Mrs.  Mar- 
ilyn, who  was  a  beantifiil  woman,  and  might 
have  been  adangerousvisitress,!  was  scarcely 
acquainted  (to  sjleak)  with  her.   I  might  even 

make  a  more  serious  charge  against than 

employing  spies  to  watch  suspected 
1  had  been  shot  up  in  a  dark  street 
don,  writing  '  The  Siege  of  Corinth,'  and  had. 
refused  myself  to  every  one  till  it  was  finished, 
I  was  surprised  one  day  by  a  doctor  and  a 
hwyer  almost  forcing  themselves  at  the  same 
lime  intoTiiy  room;  1  did  not  know  till  after- 
■vards  the  real  object  of  their  visit.  I  thought 
t1'3Jr  qnestiona  singular,  frivoloos,  and  some- 
what imporliinate,  if  not  impertinent;  bul 
what  should  I  have  thoaght  if  I  had  known 
Ihat  they  were  sent  to  provide  proofs  of  my 
.  msanity?  I  have  no  doubt  that  my  answer- '■ 
Ihese  emissaries'  interrogations  were  not  \ 
ritionai  or  consistent,  for  my  imagination 
heateil  by  other  things;  bul  Dr.  Baillie  ct .... 
noi  con'^'-ieatiously  make  me  out  a  certificate 
for  Bed.lam,  and  perhaps  the  lawyer  ga' 
iiore  favourable  report  t  j  his  employers.  The 


doctor  said  afterwards  he  had  been  told  thai 
I  always  looked  down  when  Lady  Byron  bent 
her  eyes  on  me, and  exhibited  other  symptoms 
equallyintallible,  particularly  those  that  mark 
ed  the  late  king's  case  so  strongly.  I  do  not 
ever,  fax  Lady  Byron  with  this  transSc- 
!  probably  she  was  not  privy  to  it;  she 
the  tool  of  others.  Her  mother  always 
detested  me;  she  had  not  even  the  decency  to 
conceal  it  in  her  own  house.  Dining  one  day 
at  Sir  Ralph's  (who  was  a  good  sort  of  man, 
and  of  whom  you  may  form  some  idea,  when 
I  tell  you  that  a  leg  of  mutton  was  always 
served  a(  his  table,  that  he  might  cut  the  same 
joke  upon  it)  1  broke  a  tooth,_and  was  in  great 
pain,  which  I  could  not  avoid  showing.  '  It 
will  do  you  good,'  said  Lady  Noel ;  '  I  am  glad 
of  it !'  I  gave  her  a  look  ! 

"Lady  Byron  had  good  ideas,  but  could 
never  express  them ;  wrote  poetry  too,  but  it 
was  only  good  by  acctdeut ;  her  letters  were 
always  enigmatical,  often  unintelligible.  She 
was  easily  made  the  dupe  of  the  designing, 
for  she  thought  her  knowledge  of  mankind 
intallihlo.  She  had  got  some  foolish  idea  of 
Madame  de  Stael's  into  her  head,  that  a  per- 
son may  be  better  known  in  the  first  hour  tiian 
in  ten  years.  She  had  the  habit  of  drawing 
people's  characters  after  she  had  seen  them 
once  or  twice.  She  wrote  pages  on  pages 
about  my  character,  but  it  was  as  unlike  as 
possible.  She  was  governed  by  what  she 
called  fixed  rules  and  principles,  squared 
mathemalically.  She  would  have  made  an 
excellent  wrangler  at  Cambridge.  It  must 
be  confessed,  however,  that  she  gave  no  proof 
of  her  boasted  consistency ;  first,  she  refused 
me,  then  she  accepted  me,  then  she  separated 
herself  from  me — somnch  for  consistency.  I 
need  not  tell  you  of  the  obloquy  and  oppro- 
brinm  that  were  cast  upon  my  name  when 
our  separation  was  made  public;  I  once  made 
a  list  from  the  journals  of  the  day  of  the  dif- 
ferent worthies,  ancient  and  modern,  to  whom 
I  was  compared :  I  remember  a  few,  Nero, 
Apicius,  Enicnms,  Caligula,  Heliogabalus, 

HenrytheEighth, and  lastly, the-; .  All 

my  former  fnends,  even  my  cousin  Oeorge 
Byron,  who  had  been  brought  up  with  me, 
and  whom  I  loved  as  a  brotlier,  took  my  wife's 
parti  he  followed  the  stream  when  it  was 
strongest  against  me,  and  can  never  expect 
any  thing  from  me ;  he  shall  never  touch  a 
sixpence  of  mine.  I  was  looked  upon  as  the 
worst  of  husbands,  the  most  abandoned  and 
wicked  of  men ;  and  my  wife  as  a  sufferiua 


angel,  an  ihcamation  of  all  the  v 
perfections  of  the  sex.  I  was  abused  in  tiie 
public  prints,  made  the  common  laSk  of  pri- 
vate companies,  hissed  as  I  went  to  the  House 
of  Lords,  insulted  in  the  streets,  afraid  to  gu 
to  the  theatre,  whence  the  unfortunate  Mrs. 
Mardyn  bad  been  driven  wifh  insult.  The 
Examiner  was  the  only  paper  that  dared  say 
a  word  in  my  defence,  and  Lady  Jersey  the 
only  person  in  the  tasmonable  world  that  did 
nO(  look  upon  me  as  a  monster." 

"In  addition  to  all  these  mortiS cations,  my 
alTairs  were  irretrievably  involved,  and  almosi 
so  as  to  make  me  what  they  wished.     •  was 
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compelled  to  part  with  Newslead,  which  I 
never  could  hare  Tcatiired  to  sell  in  my.moth- 
er's  lifclime.  Aa  it  is,  I  shall  never  forgive 
myself  for  having  done  so,  though  I  am  told 
that  the  estate  would  not  bring  half  as  much 
as  I  got  Ibr  it :  this  does  not  at  all  reconcile 
me  to  having  parted  with  (he  old  ibbey.  I 
did  Dot  make  up  my  mind  to  this  step  but  from 
the  last  necessity ;  I  had  my  wife's  porlioa  to 
repay,  and  was  determined  to  add  10,000/. 
more  of  my  own  to  it,  which  I  did :  I  always 
hated  being  in  debt,  and  do  not  owe  a  ^inea. 
The  moment  I  had  put  my  affairs  in  train,  and 
in  little  more  than  eighteen  months  after  my 
marriage,  I  left  England,  an  involuntary 
ile,  intending  it  should  be  for  ever." 

We  shall  here  avtul  'ourselves  of  some 
aervations  by  a  powerfni  and  elegant  cril 
whose  opinions  on  the  personal  charactei 
Lord  Byron,  as  well  as  on  the  merits  of  his 
poems,  are,  from  their  originality,  candour, 
and    keen    discrimmation,   of   considerable 
weight. 

"The  charge  against  Lord  Byron,"  s; 
thiswriier,  "is,  not  that  he  fell  avictiir  . 
o  temptations,  and  a  combination  of 
:ances,  which  it  required  a  rare  and 
extraordinar\  degree  of  virtue,  wisdom',  pru- 
dence, and  steadiness  to  surmonoti  but  that 
of 


borne  onward  on  the  wings  of  society  wilh 
little  personal  eipenae. 

"  Lord  Byron  was  of  another  quality  and 
temperament.  If  the  world  would  not  con- 
form to  him,  still  less  ifould  he  conform  to  the 
world.  He  bad  all  the  manly,  baronial  pride 
of  his  ancestors,  though  he  had  not  all  their 
wealth,  and  their  means  of  aenerosity,  hospi- 
tality, and  patronage.  He  had  the  will,  alas ! 
without  the  power. 


luohly,  when  victory  wiould  hare  been 
,  ind  when  defeat  was  ignominious.  In 
reply  to  this  charge,  I  do  not  denv  that  Lord 
Byron  inherited  someverydesirable,  and  even 
enviable  privileges  in  the  lot  of  life  which  fell 
(o  his  share.  Ishbuld  falsify  my  own  senti 
ments,  if  I  Ireated  lightly  the  gift  of  an  an 
Eient  English  peerage,  and  a  name  of  honoui 
and  venerable  antimtity-;  but  without  a  for- 
tune competent  to  that  rank,  it  is  not  '  a  '  ' 
of  roses,'  n^,  it  is  attended  with  many 

estreme  difliciiitiea,  and  the  difficulties  

exactly  such  as  a  genius  and  temper  like  Lord 
Byron's  were  least  calculated  to  meet— at  an; 
rate,  least  calculated  to  meet  under  the  pecu- 
liar collateral  circti  instances  in  which  he  wai 
S'aced.  His  income  was  very  narrow;  hi 
ewstead  property  left  him  a  very  small  dis- 
posable surplus ;  his  Lancashire  proper^  was, 
m  its  condition,  etc.,  unproductive.  A  pro- 
fession, such  as  the  army,  might  have  lessened, 
or  almost  Mioihilnted  lie  difficulties  of  his  pe- 
culiar position  ;  but  probably  his  lameness 
rendered  this  impossible.  He  seems  to  have 
had  a  love  of  independence,  which  was  noble, 
and  probably  even  an  intractability;  but  this 
temper  added  to  his  indisposition  to  bend  and 
adapt  himself  to  his  lot.  A  dull,  or  supple, 
or  intriguing  man,  without  a  single'  good 
quality  of  head  or  heart,  might  have  managed 
it  much  better;  he  might  have  made  himself 
Bubservient  to  eovemmenf ,  and  wormed  him- 
self info  some  incrative  place;  or  he  might 


» With  this         ,     , 
us,  exposed'  to  a  combination  of  such 
1  and  trying  ci 


ge- 

„. ^__„   ____ __..  _.   ..  >ul'i 

indeed  hare  been  inimitaWy  praiseworthy  if 
Lord  Byron  conid  have  been  always  wise- 
prudent,  calm,  correct,  pure,  virtuous,  and 
unassailable ; — if  he  could  have  shown  all  tlie 
force  and  splendour  of  his  mighty  poetical  en- 
ereies,  without  any  mixture  of  their  clouds, 
their  baneflll  lightnings,  or  Iheir  storms; — if 
he  could  have  preserved  all  iiis  sensibility  to 
every  kind  and  noble  passion,  yet  have  re- 
mained placid,  and  unaffected  by  the  attack 
Jblameable  emotion; — that  is,  it  would 
een  admirable  if  he  had  been  an  angel. 

Unhappily,  the  outrages  he  received,  the 
3S  calumnies  which  were  heaped  upon  him, 
.  a  in  the  time  of  his  highest  favour  with  the 
public,  turned  the  delights  of  his  yery  days 
of  triumph  to  poison^  and  ^ve  him  a  sort  of 
moody,  fierce,  and  violent  despair,  which  led 
to  humours,  acts,  and  words,  that  mutually 
aggravated  the  ill-will  and  the  offences  be- 
tween him  and  his  assailants.  There  was  a 
daring  spirit  in  his  temper  and  his  talents, 
which  was  always  inflamed  rather  than  cor- 
rected by  opposition. 

"  In  this  most  unpropitious  state  of  things, 
every  thing  that  went  wrong  was  attributed 
Lord  Byron,  and,  when  once  attributed, 
s  assumed  and  argued  upon  as  an  undenia- 
uic  fact.  Yet,  to  my  mind,  it  is  quite  clear, — 
quite  unattended  by  a  particle  of  doubt,-^that 
in  ipany  things  in  which  he  has  been  the  most 
blamed,  he  was  the  absolute  victim  of  misfor- 
tune; that  unpropitious  trains  of  events  {for 
I  do  not  wish  to  shift  the  blame  on  others]  led 
to  explosions  and  consequent  derangements, 
which  no  cold,  prudent  pretender  to  extreme 
propriety  and  correctness  could  have  averted 
or  met  tn  a  manner  less  blameable  than  'hat 
in  which  Lord  Byron  met  it. 

"  It  is  not  easy  to  conceive  a  character  less 
fitted  to  conciliate  general  society  by  his  man- 
ners and  habits,  than  that  of  Lord  Byron.  It 
is  probable  that  he  could  make  his  address 
and  conversation  pleasing  to  ladies,  when  he 
chose  to  please ;  but,  to  the  young  dandies  of 
fashion,  noble  and  ignoble,  he  must  havo  been 
very  repulsive ;  as  long  as  he  continued  to  be 
the  ton,^ — the  lion,— Ibej'  may  have  endured 
him  without  opening  their  mouths,  because  he 
had'a  frtjWD  and  a  lash  which  they  were  not 
~""inff  to  encotinter ;  but  when  his  back  wa» 
_.jed,  ^d  lliey  thought  it  safe,  I  do  not 
doubt  that  they  burst  out  into  full  cry !  I  have 
••  —  -^  complaints  of  his  vanity,  his  peevish- 
his  desire  to  monopolize  distinction,  hm 
dislike  of  all  hobbies  but  Lis  own.    It  is  no' 
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improbable  that  (here  may  have  been 
foundaJioQ  for  these  complaints :  I  am  sorry 
for  it  if  there  was;  I  regret  such  littlenesaes. 
And  (hen  another  part  of  the  Etory  is  proba- 
bly left  untold :  we"  hear  nothing  of  the  provo- 
cations given  him ; — sly  hints,  ctirve  of  tbe 
iip,  side  looks,  treacherous  sMilea,  flings  at 
poetry,  sbrugs  at  noble  authors,  Slang  jokes, 
idiotic  bets,  enigmatical  appointments,  and 
boasts  of  being  senseless  brutes !  We  do  po( 
hear  repeated  the  jeSt  of  tbe  glory  of  the  Jew, 
that  boys  the  ruined  peer's  falling  castle;  the 
d— d  good  fellow;  that  keeps  the  finest  stud 
and  the  best  hounds  in  the  country  out  of  the 
snippings  and  odds  and  ends  of  his  contract ; 
Bud  the  ftjnous  good  match  that  the  duke's 
daughter  is  going  to  make  with  Dick  Wigly, 
the  son  of  the  rich  slave-merchant  at  Liyer- 
pool!  We  do  not  hear  the  clever  dry  jests 

whispered  round  the  table  by  Mr.  ■ ■,  ddest 

son  of  the  new  and  rich  Lord ,  by  youne 

Mr ,  ouly  son  of  Lord ,  the  ex-lords 

A.,  B.,  and  C.,  sons  of  the  three  Irish  Union 
earls,  great   borough-holders,  and  the  very 

grave  and  sarcastic  Lord ,  who  believes 

that  he  has  tile  monopoly  of  all  the  talents, 
and  all  the  political  and  legislative  knowledge 
of  the  kingdom,  and  that  a  poet  and  a  bell- 
man are  only  fit  to  be  yoked  together. 

"  Thns,  then,  was  this  illustrious  and  mighty 
poet  driven  into  exile !  YeS,  driven !  who 
would  live  in  a  country  in  which  he  had  been 
so  used,  even  though  it  was  the  land  of  his 
nativity,  the  land  of  a  thousand  noble 
tors,  the  land  of  freedom,  the  land  where  his 
head  had  been  crowned  with  laurels, — but 
where  his  heart  had  been  tortured,  where  all 
his  most  generous  and  most  noble  thoughts 
bad  been  distorted  and  rendered  ugly,  and 
n'here  his  slightest  errors  and  indiscretions 
bad  been  magnified  into  hideous  crimes." 

Lord  Byron's  own  opinions  on  the  eoni 
bial  state  are  (bus  related  by  Captain  Parry 

"  There  are,"  said  his  lordship,  "  so  many 
undefinable,  and  nameless,  and  not-to-J>e- 
named  causes  of  dislike,  aversion,  and  disgust, 
in  tlio  matrimonial  state,  thai  it  is  always  im- 
possible for  the  public,  or  the  best  friends  of 
the  parties,  to  judge  between  man  and  wife. 
Theirs  is  a  refa{ion  about  which  nobodj;  but 
themselves  can  form  a  correct  idea,  or  have 
any  right  to  speak.  As  long  as  neither  party 
commits  gross  injustice  towards  thfi'othcr ;  ( 
long  as  neitlier  the  woman  nor  the  man 
guilty  of  any  ofience  which  is  injurious  to  tl  . 
<M>mmunity;  as  long  as  the  husband  provides 
for  Ills  of&pring,  and  secures  the  public  against 
the  dangers  arising  from  their  neglected  edu- 
cation, or  from  (he  charge  of  supporting  them ; 
by  what  Tight  does  it  censure  him  for  ceasing 
III  dwell  under  the  same  roof  with  a  woman, 
who  is  to  him,  because  lie  knows  her,  while 
others  do  not,  an  object  of  loathing^  Clan  any 
ihmg  be  inore  monstrous  than  for  the  public 


exerta  moral  force  continually  and  effectively 


's  bed  by  physical  force ;  but  it  does 


others,  the  loudest  in  their  approbation  of  the 
empty  and  unmeaning  jbrms  of  society,  that 
they  may  securely  inmilge  all  their  propensi- 
ties in  secret.  I  have  suf&red  amaaingly  from 
this  interference ;  for  though  I  set  it  at  defi 
ance,  I  was  neither  too  high  nor  too  low  to  bo 
read  sd  by  it,  and  I  was  not  hypocrite  enough 
■-  guard  myself  from  its  consequences. 

"  What  do  they  say  of  my  family  affairs  in 
England,  Parry  f  My  story,  1  suppose,  like 
other  minor  events,  interested  the  people  for  a 
day,  and  was  then' forgotten?"  I  repfied,  no; 
I  thought,  owing  to  the  very  great  interest  the 
public  took  in  him,  it  was  still  remembered 
and  talked  about.  I  mentioned  that  it  was 
generally  supposed  a  difference  of  religious 
sentiments  between  him  and  Lady  Byron  had 
caused  the  pubh'c  breach.  "No,  Parry,"  was 
the  reply ;  "  Lady  Byron  has  a  liber^  mind, 
particularly  as  to  religious  opinions ;  and  I 
wish,  when  I  married  her,  that  I  had  possess- 
ed the  same  command  oi'er  myself  that  I  now 
Had  I  possessed  a  little  more  wisdom, 
more  forbearance,  we  might  have  been 
happy.  I  wished,  when  I  was  first  married, 
to  have  remained  in  tbe  country,  particularly 
till  my  p^uniary  embarrassments  were  over. 
1  knew  the  society  Of  London ;  I  knew  tbe 
characters  of  many  of  tliose  who  are  called 
ladies,  with  whom  Lady  Byron  would  neces- 
sarily have  to  associate,  and  I  dreaded  her 
contact  with  them.  But  I  have  too  much  o( 
my  mother  about  me  to  be  dictated  to :  I  like 
freedom  from  constraint;  I  hale  artificial  regu- 
lations ;  my  conduct  has  always  been  dictated 
by  my  own  feelings,  and  Lady  Byron  was 
quite  the  creature  of  rules.  She  was  not  per- 
mitted either  to  ride,  or  run,  or  walk,  but  as 
the  physician  prescribed.  She  was  not  suf- 
fered to  go  out  when  I  wished  to  go ;  and  then 
the  old  Tiouse  was  a  mere  ghost-house;  1 
dreamed  of  ghosts, and  thought  of  them  waking. 
~:  was  an  existence  I  could  not  support." 
lore  Lord  Byron  broke  off  a|iruptly,  saying, 
I  hale  to  speak  of  my  family  affairs ;  though 
have  been  compelled  to  talk  nonsense  con 
corning  them  to  some  of  my  hutterfly  visitors, 
glad  on  any  terms  to  get  rid  of  their  Jm|>orlu- 
nilies.  I  long  to  be  again  on  the  mountains.  I 
am  fond  of  solitude,  andshould  never  talk  non- 
sense if  I  always  found  plain  men  to  talk  to." 
In  the  spring  of  1816,  Lord  Byron  quitted 
England,  to  return  to  it  no  more.  He  crossed 
over  to  France,  through  which  ha  passed 
rapidly  to  Brussels,  takinc  in  his  way  a  sur- 
vey of  the  field  of  Waterloo..  He  then  pro- 
ceeded to  Coblentz,  and  up  the  Bhinc  to 
Basle.  He  passed  the  summer  on  the  banks 
of  the  lake  of  Geneva.  With  ivhat  enthusi- 
asm he  enjoyed,  and  with  what  contemplations 
be  dwelt  among  its  scenery,  bis  own  poetry 
soon  exhibited  to  tbe  world.  His  third  canCoof 
Childe  Harolil  nis  Manfred,  and  his  Prisoner 
of  Chillon-  ■■  ere  composed  at  the  Campiigrui. 
Diodati  M  Coligny.  a  mile  ftvm  Geneva 
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These  producfiooa  evidently  proved,  that 
the  unfortunate  events  which  had  induced 
Lord  Byron  to  become  a  voluntary  exile  from 
his  native  land,  however  they  might  have  ex- 
acerbated his  feelings,  had  in  no  measure  chill- 
ed his  poetical  fire. 

The  anecdotes  that  follow  are  given  as  i 
lordship  related  tdem  fo  Captain  Medwin : 

"  Switzerland  is  a  country  I  have  been  sati 
fieil  with  seeing  onee ;  Turkey  I  could  live 
for  ever.  I  never  forget  my  predilections.  I 
was  in  a  wretched  state  of  health,  and  worse 
spirits,  when  I  was  at  Geneva ;  but  quiet  and 
the  lake,  physicians  better  than  Polidori,  soon 
setmeup.  Ineverled  bo  moral  a  life  as  during 
my  reaidence  in  that  country ;  but  I  gained 
no  credit  by  it.  Where  there  is  a  mortiSca- 
tion,  (here  ought  to  be  reward.  On  the  con- 
trary, there  is  no  story  so  absurd  that  they  did 
not  invent  at  my  cost.  I  was  watched  ty 
glasses  on  the  opposite  side  of  ihe  lake,  anc 
by  glasses  too  that  roust  have  had  very  dis- 
torted optics.  1  was  waylaid  in  my  evening 
drives— I  was  accused  of  corruptins  all  the 

Eitetles  in  the  rue  Basse.  I  believe  ftiat  they 
iked  upon  me  as  a  man-monster  t " — 

thepiyueur." 

"  1  knew  very  few  of  the  Genevese.  Hentsh 
was  very  civil  to  me ;  and  I  have  a  great  re- 
spect for  Sismondi.  I  was  forced  to  returr 
the  civiiitieB  of  one  of  their  professors  by  ask- 
ing him,  and  an  old  gentleman,  a  fiienct  of 
Gray's,  to  dine  with  me.  I  had  gone  out 
sail  early  in  the  morning,  and  the  wind  pt 
vented  me  from  returning  in  time  for  dinner. 
I  understand  that  1  offended  them  mortally. 
Polidori  did  the  honours. 

"Among  our  countrymen  I  made  no  new 
acquaintances;  Shelley,  Monk  Lewis,  and 
HohhOHse,  were  almost  the  only  English  peo- 
ple I  saw.  N^wmider ;  I  showed  a  distaste  for 
society  at  that  time,  and  went  little  among  the 
Gerievese;  besides,  I  could  notspealt  French. 
What  is  become  of  my  boatman  and  boat?  1 
suppose  she  is  rotten ;  she  was  never  worth 
much.  When  I  went  the  tour  of  the  lake 
her  with  Shelley  and  Hohhouse,  she  was  nearly 
wrecked  near  the  very  spot  where  Saint- 
Preui  and  Julia  were  in  danger  of  being 
drowned.  It  would  have  been  classical  tc 
have  been  lost  (here,  but  not  so  agreeable. 
Sheiley  was  on  the  lake  much  oftener  than  I. 
at  all  hours  of  the  night  and  day:  he  almost 

lived  on  it;  his  great  rage  is  a  boat     '"^ 

both-  building  now  at  Genoa,  I  a  ; 
he  an  open  boat." 

"  Somebody  possessed  Madame  de  Stael  with 
an  opinion  of  my  immorality.  I  used 
sionally  to  visit  her  at  C'oppet !  and  oni 
invited  me  to  a  &mily-dinner,  and  I  fbu 
room  full  of  strangers,  who  hadcome  to  stare 
at  me  as  at  some  outlandish  beast  in  a  rareor 
show.  One  of  the  ladies  fainted,  and  the  rest 
looked  as  if  his  Satanic  miuesty  bad  been 
among  them.  Madame  de  Slael  took  the 
liberty  to  read  me  a  leciure  before  this  crowd, 
to  which  I  only  made  her  a  low  bow." 

His  lordsliip's  travelling  eijuipage  was 
rather  a  singular  one,  and  afforded  a  strange 
catalogue  for  the  Dogana:   seven '" 


carnages,  nme  horses,  a  monkey,  a  bull- 

and  mastiff,  fwo  cats,  three  nea-lowls,  and 

e  hens,  (I  do  not  know  whether  I  have 

classed  them  in  order  of  rank),  formed  part 

of  his  live  stock;   these,  and  all  his  ' — '- 


it),  together  with  a  vast  quantity  of  furni- 
ture,might  wellbe  termed,  with  Ciesar,  "im- 
pediments." 

From  about  the  commencement  of  the  yea . 
lUn  to  that  of  leao.  Lord  Byron's  principal 
residence  was  Venice.  Here  he  continued  to 
employ  himself  in  poetical  composition  with 
7  still  increasing.    He  wrote  the  La- 

Tasao,  the  fourth  canto  of  Childa 

Harold,  the  dramas  of  Marino  Faliero,  and 
the  Tivo  Foscarl;  Beppo,  Mazeppa,  and  (ho 
earlier  cantos  of  Don  Juan,  etc. 

Considering  these  only  with  regard  to  in- 
tellectual activity  and  force,  there  can  be  no 
difference  of  opinion;  thouM  there  may  be 
as  to  their  degree  of  poeticS  excellence,  the 
class  in  the  scale  of  hterary  merit  to  which 
they  belong,  and  their  moral,  religions,  and 
political  tendencies.  The  Lament  of  Tasso, 
which  in  eiiery  line  abounds  in  the  most  per- 
fect poetry,  is  liable  to  no  countervailing  ob- 
jection on  the  part  of  the  moralist. 

Jn  the  third  canto  of  the  "  Pilgrimage,"  the 
discontented  and  repining  spirit  of  Harold 
had  already  become  much  softened : 
was  not  alnaf  B  absent  fr'oni  his  faoG, 
er  it  in  such  EcenCB  would  sleoJ  wuli  O-anquil 

a  beiag  of  still  gentler  motlld  in  the 


painfully  al 
by  the  bIoi 


He  represented  himself,  from  the  be- 
ginning, as  a  ruin  ;  and  when  we  first  gazed 
upon  Qm,  we  saw  indeed  in  abundance  the 
black  traces  of  recent  tiolenee  and  convul- 
sion. The  edifice  was  not  rebuilt ;  but  its 
hues  were  softened  by  the  passing  wings  of 
Time,  and  the'calm  slow  ivy  tiad  found  leisure 
to  wreath  the  soft  green  of  its  melancholy 
among  the  fragments  of  the  deijay.  In  so  far 
the  pilgrim  became  wiser,  as  he  seemed  to 
think  more  of  others,  and  with  a  greater  spirit 
of  humanity.  There  was  something  fiendish 
in  the  air  with  which  he  surveyed  the  first 
scene  of  his  wanderings ;  and  no  proof  of  the 
strength  of  genius  was  ever  exhibited  so 
strong  and  unquestionable  as  the  sudden  and 
entire  possession  of  the  minds  of  men  by  such 
a  being  as  he  then  appeared  to  be.  He  looked 
upon  a  bull-fight  and  a  field  of  battle  With  no 
variety  of  emotion.  Brutes  and  men  were, 
in  his  eyes,  the  same  blind,  stupid  victims  of 
the  savage  lost  of  power.  He  seemed  (o  shut 
his  eyes  to  every  thing  of  that  citizenship  and 
patriotism  which  ennobles  the  spirit  of  the 
and  to  delight  in  scattering  Ihe  dusi 


T  all  the  n- 


of  his  der 
:red  resting-places  of  the  soul  of  man.    Eveti 
hen,  we  must  allow,  the  original  spirit  ^f  tlir 
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fclnglisbmaa  and  the  poet  broke  friumphantli?, 
3t  times,  through  the  chiUing  mist  in  which  it 
had  been spoDtanepuslyenvefoped,  In  Greece, 
above  all,  the  contemplation  of  ^ctium,  Sa- 
lamie,  Marathon,  Therinopylas,.  and  Platiea, 
subdued  the  prejudices  of  him  who  had  gazed 
unmoved,  orwitii  disdain,  upon  fields  of  mo; 
recent  glOTy.    The  nobility  of  roanhood  a 
peared  to  delight  thia  moody  visitant ;  and  1 
accorded,  without  reluctance,  to  the  shad 
of  long  departed  heroes  that  reverent  homage 
which,  in  the  strange  mixture  of  envy  and 
ecorn  wherewith  the  contemplative  so  often 
regard  active  men,  he  had  refused  to  the  liv- 


:o  Ite  n 
t  there  would 


0  end  of  descanting 


fore  take  leave  of  Childe  Harold  ii 

beautiful  language: 
Farewell !  a  nerd  that  must  he,  and  hath  been- 
A  Bound  which  makes  os  lineer ; — yeC,  farewell  1 
Ye :  who  have  traced  Iho  Pa^nm  lo  the  scene 
Which  13  his  last,  if  in  your  memoriES  dwell 
A  IhDughl  which  oaca  was  his,  if  on  ye  sivoU 

He  wore  his  eandal-ahoon  and  ktallop-shcLl ; 
Farewell!        .**♦** 

Alas !  we  must  now  saj  fereweU  "  tor  euer." 
Manfred  was  the  first  of  Lord  Byron's  c 
matic  poems,  and,  we  think,  the  finest.    The 
spirit  of  ills  genius  seems  there  wrestling  w' 
the  spirit  of  his  nature,  the  struggle  being 
Oippalmof  subUmity.  Manfred  has  always  ap. 

pearedto  naone  of  theraostgenui ''  — 

of  the  noble  bard's  mind.   The  n 


weight  of  his  thoughts;  his  ii ,  ._.,  . 

strongly  at  work  in  it,  and  the  stem  haughti 
ncsa  of  the  principal  charaetei"  is  altogethe 
of  an  intellectual  cast :  the  conception  af  this 
character  is  Milfonio.  The  poet  has  made 
him  worthy  to  abide  amonest  those  "  palaces 
of  nature,"  those  "  icy  halls,"  "  where  forms 
and  taUs  Uie  avalanche."  Manfred  stands  up 
against  the  stupendous  scenery  of  the  poem, 
and  is  as  lofty,  towering,  and  grand  as  the 
mountains ;  when  we  picture  him  in  imagina- 
tion, he  assumes  a  shape  of  height  and  inde- 
pendent dignity,  shining  in  its  own  splendour 
amongst  the  snowy  summitswhich  be  w;as  ac- 
customed to  climb.  The  passion,  too,  in  this 
composition,  is  fervid  and  impetnous,  but  a1 
the. same  time  deep  and  full,  which  is  not  al- 
ways the  case  in  Byron's  productions;  it  i) 
serious  and  sincere  throughout.  The  musit 
of  the  language  is  as  solemn  and  as  touching 
as  that  of  the  wind  coming  through  the  ben<f 
injr ranks  of  the  inaccessible  Alpine  forests; 
•tni  the  mists  and  vapours  rolling  down  th< 
gu^ies  and  ravines ^that  yawn  horribly  on  the 
eye,  are  not  rnoi*  wild  and  striking  in  their 
appearance  than  are  the  supernatural  crea- 
1  ions  of  the  poet's  foncy,  whose  magical  agen- 
'jv  is  of  mighty  impoi^,  but  is  nevertheless 
iiontmually  surmounted  by  the  high  intellec- 
'.<ial  power,  invincible  will,  and  inU-epid  phi- 
Ipisophy  of  Manfred. 


The  first  idea  of  the  descriptive  passages  of 
this  beautiful  poem  will  be  easily  recognised 
in  the  following  extract  from  Lord  Byron  s 
travelling  memorandum. book ; 

"Sept.   22,  1816.    Left   Thun  in  a  boat, 

which  carried  us  the  length  of  this  lake  in 

■ee  hours.    The  lake  small,  but  the  banks 

e — rocks  down  to  the  water's  edgc^landed 

Newhouse.    Passed  Interlacben — entered 

on  a  range  of  scenes  b^ond  all  description 

previous  conception.   Passed  a  rock  bear- 

J  an  inscription— two  brothers — one  mur- 

dwed  the  other— just  the  place  for  it.    After 

a  variety  of  windings,  came  to  an  enormous 

rock — arrived  at  the  fool  of  the  mountain  (the 

JungfrawJ^ — glaciers — torrents — one  of  these 

900  feet  visible  descent— lodge  at  the  curate's 

— set  OH  t  to  see  the  valley — heard  an  avalanche 

fall,  like  thunder  J — glaciers  enormoys— storm 

on — thunder  and  lightning, and  hail! 

perfection  and  beautiful.    The  torrent 
hape,  curving  over  the  rock,  like  the 
tail  of  the  white  horse  streammg  in  the  wind 
-just  as  might  be  conceived  would  be  that  of 
the  '  Pale  Horse,'  on  which  Death  is  mounted 
the  Apocalypse.   It  is  neither  mist  nor  wa- 
r,  but  a  something  between  both ;  its  im- 
!nse  height  gives  it  a  wave,  a  curve,  a 
spreading  here,  a  condension  there—wonder- 
ful—indescribable. 

_  S3.,  Ascent  of  the  Wingren,  the 

Denl  a'argeni  fining  like  truth  on  one  side, 
"~i  the  other  the  clouds  rose  from  the  opposite 
illey,  curling  up  perpendicular  precipices, 
like  ike  foam  of  the  ocean  of  hell  duraig  a 
spring  tide !  It  was  while  and  sulphury,  and 
immeasurably  deep  in  appearance.  The  side 
—  ascended  was  of  conre^  not  of  so  precipi- 

looked  down  on  the  other  side  upon  a  boil- 
sea  of  cloud,  dashing  against  the  crag  on 
ich  we  stood.  Arrived  at  the  Greender- 
wrfd ;  mounted  and  rode  to  the  higher  glacier 
— twilight,  but  distinct— very  fine — giaciei 
like  a  frozen  hurricane — starlight  beautiful — 
the  whole  of  the  day  was  fine,  and,  in  point 
of  weather,  as  the  day  in  which  Paradise  w  as 
made.  Passed  ivhole  woods  of  withered  pines 
— all  withered — trunks  stripped,  and  lifeless — 
done  by  a  single  winter." 

Of  Lord  Byron's  tragedies  we  shall  merely 
remark,  with  reference  to  the  particular  na- 
ture of  their  tragic  character,  that  the  effect 
of  them  all  is  rather  grand,  terrible,  and  ter- 
rific, than  mollifying,  subduing,  or  pathetic. 
As  dramatic  poems,  they  possess  much  beauty 
and  originality. 

The  style  and  nature  of  the  poem  of  Doii 
Juan  forms  a  singularly  felicitous  mixture  of 
burlesque  and  pathos,  of  humorous  observa 
lion,  and  the  higher  elements  of  poetical  com 
position.  Never  was  the  English  language 
festooned  inlo  more  luxurious  stanzas  than  m 
Don  Juan  :  like  the  dolphin  sporting  in  its  na 
five  waves,  at  every  turn,  however  grotesque 
displaying  a  new  hue  and  a  new  beauty,  so 


ible  author  (here  shows  ai 

ver  his  means,  and  at  every  cadence, 
e,  or  construction,  hoivever  whimsical 
its  us  with  novel  and  magical  assocjo 
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tions.  We  wish,  we  heartily  wish,  (hat  the 
fine  poetry  wliich  is  so  richly  scattered  through 
the  sixteen  cantos  of  this  most  original  and 
most  astonishiDg:  production,  had  not  heeo 
mixednp  with  TCry  much  that  is  equally  frivo- 
lous as  foolish;  and  sincerely  do  we  regret, 
that  the  alloying  droM  of  sensuality  should  nin 
to  freely  thrmigh  liie  otherwise  rich  vein  of 
the  author's  verse. 

Whilst  at  Venice,  Byron  displayed  a  most 
noble  instance  of  aenerosity.    The  house  of 
shoemaker,  near  his  lordship's  residence  i 
St.  Samuel,  was  burnt  to  tlie  gronnd,  with 
every  article  it  contained,  and  the  proprietor 
reduced,  with  a  large  family,  to  the  greatest 
indigence  and  want.    When  Lord  Byron  as- 
ceruiined  the  afflicting  circumstances  of  that 
calamity,  he  pot  only  ordered  a  new  and 
pei'ior  habitation  to  be  immediately  built 
(he  suffererj  the  whole  expense  of  which  i 
borne  by  h;s  lordship,  but  also  presented  the 
unfortunate  tradeem^i  with  a  sum  equal  in 
value  to  the  whole  of  his  lost  stock  in  trade 
and  ftimitilre. 

Lord  Byron  avoided,  as  much  a;  , 
any  intercourse  with  his  countrymen  at  Ven- 
ice ;  this  seems  to  have  been  in  a  great  mea- 
sure necessary,  in  order  te  prevent  the  intru- 
sion of  impertinent  curiosity.  In  an  appendix 
to  one  of  his  poems,  written  with  reference  to 
a  book  of  travels,, the  author  of  which  dis- 
claimed any  wish  to  be  introduced  to  the  no- 
ble loid,  he  loftily  and  sarcastically  chastises 
the  incivility  of  such  a  gratuitous  declaration, 
expresses  his  "  utter  abhorrence  of  any^con- 
tact  with  the  travelling  English;"  and  thus 
concludes;  "Eacept  Lords  Lansdowne,  Jer- 
sey, and  Lauderdale,  Messrs.  Scott,  Ham- 
mnnd,  Sir  Humphrey  Davy,  the  late  Mr. 
Lewis,  W.  Bankesj  M.  Hoppner,  Thomas 
Moore,  Lojrd  Kinnaird,  his  brother,  Mr.  Joy, 
and  Mr.  Hobl^JiiseTI™  not  recollect  to  have 
exchanged  a  word  with  another  Englishman 
since  I  left  their  country,  and  almos'   "  "  ■ 

I  had  known  before.    The  others, 

knows  there  were  some  hundreds,  who  bored 
luewiih  letters  or  visits,  I  refused  to  have 
communication  with ;  and  shall  be  proud  and 
happy  when  that  wish  becomes  mutual." 

After  a  residence  of  three  years  at  Venice; 
Lord  Byron  removed  to  Ravenna,  toward*  the 
clcse  of  the  year  1819.  Here  he  wrote  the 
Prophecy  of  Dante,  which  exhibited  a  new 
specimen  of  the  astonishing  variety  of  strength 
and  expulsion  of  faculties  he  possessed  and 
exercised.  About  the  same  time  he  wroti 
Sardanapalus,  a  tragedy;  Cain,  a  mystery, 
and  Heaven  and  Earth,  a  mystery.  Though 
there  are  some  obvious  reasons  which  rendoi 
Sardanapalus  unfit  for  the  English  9ta£,e,  it  is 
on  the  whole,  the  most  splendid  spetimen 
which  our  language  affords  of  that  species  of 
tragedy  which  was  the  exclusive  object  of 
Lord  Byron's  admiration.  Cain  is  one  of  the 
productions  which  has  subjected  its  noble 
thor  to  the  severest  denunciations,  on  acco 
of  the  crime  of  impiety  alleged  against  it ;  as 
it  seems  to  have  a  tendency  to  call  in  question 
the  benevolence  of  Providence.  In  answ 
to  the  loi'd  and  general  outcry  which  this  pi 


..._ ,   Paradise  Lost'  is  blasphemous,  and 

the  words  of  the  Oxford  gentleman,  '  Evil,  be 
thou  ray  good,'  are  from  that  very  poem  from 
"  "  "looth  of  Satan;  and  ia  there  any  thiufj 
in  that  of  Lucifer  in  the  mystery? 
i'  is  nothing  mure  than  a  drama,  not  a 
piece  of  argument:  if  Lucifer  and  Cain  speak 


personages  talk  also  according  to  tlieir  char- 
"   ters;  and  the  sironger  passions  have  ever 

Hn  permitted  to  the  drama.   I  have  avoided 

reducing  the  Deity  as  in  Scripture,  though 
Milton  does,  and  not  very  wisely  either:  but 

ie  adopted  his  angel  as  sent  to  Cain  instead, 
. ..  purpose  to  avoid  shocking  any  feelings  on 
the  subject,  by  falling  short  of  what  all  unin- 
spired men  must  fall  short  in,  viz.  giving  an 
adequate  notion  of  the  effect  of  the  presence 
of  Jehovah.  The  old  mysteries  introduced 
him  liberally  enough,  and  all  this  I  avoided  in 
the  new  one." 

An  event  occurred  at  Ravenna  during  his 
lordship's  slay  there,  which  made  a  deep  im- 
pression on  bim,  and  to  which  he  alludes  in 
the  fifth  canUD  of  Don  Juan.  The  military 
commandant  of  the  place,  who,  thougli  sus- 

"ted  of  being  secretly  a  Carbonaro,  was 
.. .  powerful  a  man  to  be  arrested,  was  assas- 
sinated opposite  to  Lord  Byrona  palace.  His 
lordship  had  his  foot  in  the  stirrup  at  (he  usual 
hour  of  exercise,  when  his  horse  started  at 
the  report  of  a  gun ;  on  looking  up.  Lord  By- 
perceived  a  man  throw  down  a  carbine 
run  away  at  iiill  speed,  and  another  man 
stretched  upon  the  pavement  a  few  yards  from 
himself;  it  was  the  unhappy  commandant.  A 
crowd  was  soon  collected,  but  noone  ventured 

offer  the  least'  assistance.  Lord  Byron  di- 
.  .Gted  his  servant  to  lift  up  the  bleeding  body, 
and  carry  it  into  his  palace ;  though  it  was 
represented  to  him  that  by  dijing  so  he  would 
confirm  the  suspicion,  which  was  alreadj'  en- 
tertained, of  his  belonging  to  (he  sameparty. 
Such  an  apprehension  could  have  no  effect  on 
Byron's  mind,  when  an  act  of  humanity  was 
to  be  performed  ;  he  assisted  in  bearing  the 
victim  of  assassination  into  the  house,  and 
putting  him  on  a  bed.  He  was  already  dead 
from  several  wounds:  "he  appeared  to  have 
breathed  his  last  without  a  struggle,"  said  his 
lordship,  when  afterwards  recounting  the  af- 
fair. "  I  fiever  saw  a  countenance  so  calm. 
His  adjutant  followed  the  corpse  into  the  hous^ 
I  remember  his  lamentation  over  him:— - 
'  Povero  diavolo !  non  aveva  fatta  male,  anche 
ad  un  cane.' "  The  following  were  the  noble 
writer's  poetical  reflections  jm  Don  Juan)  31) 
viewing  the  dead  bod.' . 

. "  I  gazed  (as  oft  I  gazed  the  same) 

To  Irv  if  I  coilld  wrench  Ru^t  out  of  death, 
Whieh  should  co^Arm.  or  sl^ake,  or  make  a  Taiiti 
But  it  was  aJ]  a  myGtcry  ;— here  ^e  a^e, 

Or  three,  or  t*o,  or  one,  aeirf  very  far. 
And  is  this  blood,  then,  form'd  hullo  be  alieii  ' 


b,  Google 


imprehend  all  things  1 — No  tni 


We  who3( 

But  lot  us  to  the  sl«y  as 

That  a  being  of  such  glorious  capabilities 
should  abstractedly,  and  without  an  attempt 
to  throw  the  responsibility  on  a  fictitlotw  per- 
tooage,  have  avowed  such  startling  doubts, 
iFas  a  daring  which,  whatever  might  then  have 
been  hia  pnvate  opinion,  he  ought  not  to  have 
hazarded. 

"  It  is  difficult,"  observes  Captain  Medwin, 
"to  judge,  from  the  contradictory  nature  of 
his  writings,  what  the  religious  opinions  of 
Lord  Byron  reallv  were  From  the  conver- 
sations I  held  with  him,  on  the  whole,  I  am 
inclined  to  think,  that  if  be  were  occasionally 
*-~al,  and  thought  it,  as  he  says  "     " 


'  A  pleasant  soyage,  perhapa,  to  float 

Idks  Pfrrho,  in  a  ^a  of  specuiadon,^ 
yet  his  wavering  never  amotinted  to  a  disbe- 
lief in  the  divine  Founder  of  Christianity. 

"  Calling  on  him  one  day,"  continues  the 
Captain,  "we  found  him,  aa  was  sometimes 
t^je  case,  silent,  dull,  and  sombre.    At  length 
he  said :  '  Here  ia  a  little  book  somebody 
sent  me  about  Chriatianily,  that  has  made 
very  uncomfortable;  the  reasoning  seem 
me  very  strong,  the  proofe  are  very  stagger- 
ins.   I  don't  think  you  can  answer  it,  Shelley, 
at  least  I  am  sure  I  can't,  and  what  is  more,  I 

"Speaking  of  Cibbon,  Lord  Byron  said; 

'  L —  B thought  the  question  set  at  rest 

in  the"  History  of  the  Decline  and  Fall,  but  I 
am  not  so  easily  convinced.  It  is  not  a  matter 
of  volition  to  nnbelieve.  Who  likes  to  own 
that  he  has  been  afool  all  his  life,— to  unlearn 
all  that  he  has  been  taught  in  his  youth,  or 
can  think  that  some  of  the  beat  men  that  ever 
lived  have  been  fools?  I  don't  know  why  I  am 
considered  an  unbeliever.  I  disowned,  the 
other  day,  that  I  was  of  Shelley's  school  in 
raetaphj^ica,  though  I  admired  his  poetry; 
not  but  what  he  has  changed  bis  mode  of 
thinking  very  much  since  be  wrote  the  notes 
to  "Queen  Mab,"  which  I  was  accused  of 
having  a  hand  in.  I  know,  however,  that  / 
am  considered  an  infidel.  My  wife  and  sister, 
when  they  joined  parties,  aent  me  prayer-' 
hooka.  There  was  a  Mr.  Mulock,  who  went 
about  the  continent  preaching  orthodoxy  in 
politics  and  religion,  a  writer  of  bad  sonnets, 
and  a  lecturer  in  worse  prose,— he  tried  to 
convert  me  to  some  new  sect  of  Christianity. 
1  le  was  a  great  anti-materialist,  and  abused 

"  On  anoftiei  occasion  he  said :  '  I  have  just 
received  a  letter  from  a  Mr.  Sheppard,  in- 
filoung  a  prayer  made  for  my  welKire  by  his 
wife,  a  few^ays  before  her  death.  The  letter 
slates  that  he  has  had  the  misfortune  to  lose 
'his  amiable  woman,  who  had  seen  nie  at 
llafnsfiaie,  many  years  ago,  rambling  among 


Id  chDs :  that  she  haii  been  ir 


of  ray  irrelufion  from  the  tenoi-  of  "my 
^nd  had  often  prayed  fervently  for  mv 
ion,  particularly 


works,  and  had 


The  nrayer  m  beaulifiilly  n 


n  in  women.  She  must  have  been  a  oi 
.  .  creature.  1  pity  the  man  who  has  los', 
her !  I  shall  write  to  him  by  return  of  Iha 
courier,  to  condole  with  him,  and  tell  him  that 
Mrs.  S.  need  not  have  entertained  any  con- 
cern for  my  spiritual  affairs,  for  that  no  mat, 
ii  more  of  a  C/iridtan  t/ttm  I  am,  whaterei 
my  writings  may  have  led  her  and  others  to 

e  have  given  the  above  extracts  Irom  a 
!  of  justice  tb  the  memory  of  Lord  By- 
,  they  are  redeeming  and  consolatory  evi- 
dences that  his  heart  was  far  from  being 
sheathed  in  unassailable  scepticism,  and,  as 
such,  ought  not  to  be  omitted  in  a  preface  to 
his  works. 

In  the  autumn  of  IB21,  the  noble  bard  re- 
moved to  Pisa,  in  Tuscany.  He  took  up  hia 
residence  there  in  the  Lanfranchi  palace,  and 
engaged  in  an  intrigue  with  the  beautiful 
Guiccioli,  wife  of  the  count  of  that  name, 
which  connexion,  with  more  than  his  usual 
constancy,  he  maintained  for  nearly  three 
years,  during  which  period  the  countess  was 
separated  from  her  husband,  on  an  applica- 
'---  from  the  latter  to  the  Pope. 

_  he  following  is  a  sketch  of  this  "  fair  en- 
chantress," as  taken  at  the  tune  the  liaisrm 
formed  between  her  and  Byron.  "The 
ileas  is  twenty-three  years  of  age,  though 
appears  no  more  than  sev.enteen  or  eigh- 
I.  Unlike  most  of  tl^e  Italian  women,  fier 
complexion  is  delicatel}^  fair.  Her  eyes, 
large,  dark,  and  languishing,  are  shaded  by 
the  longest  eyelashes  in  the  world,  and  her 
'  "  which  is  ungatbered  on  her  head,  plays 
-  -  her  falling  shoulders  in  a  proflision  of 
natural  ringlets  of  the  darkest  anbum.  Her 
figure  ia,  perhapa,  (oo  much  embonpoint  for 
her  height;  but  her  bust  is  perfect.  Her 
features  want  little  of  possessing  a  Grecian 
regularity  of  outline;  and  she  baa  the  most 
beautiful  month  and  teeth  imaginable.  It  ia 
impossible  to  see  without  admiring — to  hear 
the  Guiccioli  speak  without  being  fascinated. 
Her  amiability  and  gentleness  show  them- 
selves in  every  intonation  of  her  voice,  which, 
and  the  music  of  her  perfect  Italian,  gii'es  a 
charm  to  every  thing  she  utters. 
.  .  _  _jd  elegance  seem  component  parts 
of  her  nature.  Notwithstanding  that  she 
adores  Lord  Byron,  it  is  evident  that  the  ex- 
ile and  poverty  of  her  aged  litther  sometimes 
affect  her  spirits,  and  throw  a  shade  of  melan- 
choly on  her  countenance,  which  adds  to  the 
deep  interest  this  lovely  woman  creates.  Her 
conversation  is  lively  without  being  learned  j 
she  has  read  all  the  best  aiithors  of  her  own 
nd  the  French  language..  She  often  conceals 
hatsheknows,  from  the  fear  of  being  thought 
to  know  too  much,  possibly  frombeing  aware 
that  Lord  Byron  was  not  fond  of  blva.  He 
is  certainly  very  much  attached  to  her,  with- 
out being  actually  ip  love.  His  description 
of  the  Georgioni  in-  the  Manfrini  palace  al 
Venice,  is  meant  for  the  countess.  The  beau- 
tiful sonnet  prefixed  to  tlie  'Prophecy  of 
Dante'  was  addressed  to  her." 
The  annexed  hnes,  written  by  Byron  when 
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LIFE  OF  LORD  BYRCIn. 


Whare  dweBs  the  lady  of  my  low 

Walks  by  Uie  brink,  and  Uiere  perd 

A  faint  and  fleeting  memory  of  m 


recalls 


iVhat  if  thy  deep  and  ample  stream  should  be 

le  thousand  thoughts  I  now  betray  to  thee, 
Wild  as  thy  wave,  and  headlong  as  thy  speed  T 
What  do  I  say— a  mirror  of  iny  heart  7 
Are  not  thy  waters  sweeping,  dark,  aiid  strong  7 


And  such  as  ihou  art,  were  my  passi 
"  Tm.K  may  have  somewhat  tamed  then 

Thou  overBow'stthy  hanks  ;  and  nc 
Thy  bosom  ov*rb<ilB,  congenial  river 

Thy  floods  suhnde,  and  muie  have : 
"  Bnl  lefl  lone  wrecks  behuid  them,  ai 

Borne  on  our  old  unchanaed  career. 
Thou  tendesl  wildly  onward  to  (he  mai 

And  I  to  loving  one  I  should  not  1ov< 
"  The  current  I  behold  wiU  sweep  ben 

Her  eyes-will  look  on  Ihee,  when  she  s 
ITio  twaight  air,  onharm'd  by  siimm 


that  whieh  keeoeth  us  apart 


otforff 


It  whieh  keepet 


IS  as  the  climates  of  out  birth. 


.eforgo^ 
eastoflfieo. 


And  then  at  least  my  heart  can  ne'er  be  moved." 

It  is  impossible  to  conceive  a  more  unvaried 
life  Ihea  Lord  Byron  led  at  this  period  ii 

society  of  a  few  select  friends.  Billiards, 

yersation,  or  reading,  filled  u{)  the  intervals 
tilEitwas  time  to  take  tiie  efciiiag-drive,rid 
and  pistol-practice. 

He  dined  at  half  an  bour  after  sunset,  thf 
drove  to  Count  Gamba's,  the  Countess  Giii 
cioli's  father,  passed  several  hours  in  her  s 
ciet)*,  returned  lo  his  palace,  and  either  read 
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wrote  till  two  or  three  in  the  morniagi 
casionally  drinking  spirits  dihtted  with  wa- 
r  as  a  medicine,  from  a  dread  of  a  nephritic 
implaint,  to  which  he  was,  or  fancied  him- 
8ell\  suhject. 
While  Lord  Byron  resided  at  Pisa,  a  sen 
18  affray  occurred,  in  which  he  was  person- 
ally concerned.  Taking  his  usual  ride,  witll 
some  friends,oneof  them  was  violently  jostled 
iiy  a  ae'rjeant-major  of  hussars,  who  dashed, 
at  full  speed,  through  the  midst  of  the  party. 
They  pursued  and  overlook  him  near  the 
Piaggiagate;  but  their  remonstrances  were 
answered  only  by  abuse  and  menace,  and  an 
attempt,  on  the  part  of  the  guard  at  the  gate, 
to  arrest  them.  This  occasioned  a  severe 
scuffle,  in  which  several  of  Lord  Byron's  party 
were  wounded,  as  was  also  the  hnssar.  The 
consequence  was,  that  all  Lord  Byron's  ser- 
vants (who  were  warmly  attached  to  him,  and 
had  shown  great  ardour  in  his  defence),  were 
banished  from  Pisa ;  and  with  them  the  Counts 
Gamha,  father  and  son.  Lord  Byron  was  him- 
self advised  to  leave  it;  and  as  the  countess 
accompanied  her  father,  he  soon  after  joined 
them  at  Leghorn^  and  passed  six  weeks  at 
Monte  Nero.  His  return  to  Pisa  was  occa- 
sioned by  a  new  persecution  of  the  Counts 
Gamha.  An  order  was  issued  for  them  to 
leave  the  Tuscan  states  in  four  days;  ano 
after  their  embarkation  for  Genoa,  the  count- 
ess and  Lord  Byron  openly  lived  together,  a* 
the  Lanfrancbi  palace. 

It  was  at  Pisa  that  Byron  wi-ote  "  Werner," 
a  tragedy;  the  "Deformed  Transformed," 
and  continued  his  "  Don  Juan"  to  the  end  of 
the  sixteenth  canto.  We  venture  to  intro- 
duce here  the  following  critical  summary  of 
this  wonderful  production  of  genius. 

The  poem  of  Don  Juan  has  all  sorts  of 
feults,  many  of  which  cannot  be  defended, 
and  some  of  which  are  disgusting;  but  it  has, 
also,  almost  every  sort  of  poeticaimerit ;  there 
are  in  it  some  of  the  finest  passages  Lord  By- 
ron ever  wrote;  there  is  amazing  knowledge 
of  human  naturfi  in  it ;  there  is  exquisite  hu- 
mour; there  is  freedom,  and  bound,  and  vig- 
our of  narrative,  imagery ,  sentiment,  and  styfe, 
which  are  admu-able';  diere  is  a  vast  fertility 
of  deep,  extensive,  and  original  thought;  and 
at  the  same  time,  there  is  the  proflision  of  a 
prompt  and  most  richly-stored  memory.  The 
invention  is, lively  and  poetical;  the  descrip- 
tions are  brilliant  and  glowing,  yet  not  over- 
wrought, but  fresh  from  nature,  and  feithful 
to  her  colours;  and  the  prevalent  character 
of  the  whole,  (bating  too  many  dark  spots), 
not  dispiriting,  though  gloomy,  not  misan- 
thropic, though  bitter;  and  not  lepnlsive  to 
the  visions  (U  poetical  enthusiasm,  though 
indignant  and  rtrsentful. 

Lord  Byron's  acquaintance  with  Leign 
Hunt,  the  late  editor  of  the  Examinei',  origin- 
ated in  his  grateful  feeling  for  the  manner  lu 
which  Mr.  Hunt  stood  forward  in  his  justifi 
cation,  at  a  time  when  the  current  of  public 
opinion  ran  strongly  against  him.  This  feel- 
ing induced  him  to  invite  Mr.  Hunt  to  the 
Lanfrancbi  palace,  where  a  Suite  of  aparr- 
meuls  were  fitted  up  for  him.    On  his  airin' 
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le  si>ring  of  1822,  a  periodical  poblioation 
_.  projected,  under  the  title  of  ''  The  Lib- 
eral, ojf  which  HuQf  was  to  be  the  editor, 
aod'to  which  Lord  Byron  and  Percy  SheUey 
[who  had  been  residinc  for  some  time  ^n  terms 
of  great  intimacy  wilh  his  lordshjpl  Were  to 
contribute.  Three  numbers  of  the  'Liberal" 
ivere  published  in  London,  when,  in  conse- 

?uenoe  of  the  unhappy  fete  of  Mr.  Shelley, 
who  perished  in  the  Mediterranean  by  the 
upaettmgof  a  hoat),and  of  other  discouraging 
circumstances,  it  was  discontinued- 
Byron  attended  the  funeral  of  his  poet- 
friend;  the  following  description  of  wliich, 
by  a  person  who  was  present,  is  not  without 
interest: — 

"  18th  August,  (822.— On  the  occasion  of 
Shelley's  melancholy  fete,  I  revisited  Pisa, 
and  on  (he  day  of  my  arrival,  learnt  that  Lord 
Byron  was  gone  to  the  sea-shore,  to  assist  in 
performing  the  last  offices  to  his  friend.  We 
came  to  a  spot  marked  by  an  old  and  withered 
trunk  of  a  fir-tree,  and  near  it,  on  the  beach, 
stood  a  solitary  hut  covered  with  reeds.    The 

situation  was  well  calculated  for  a  poet's 

A  few  weeks  bpfore,  I  had  ridden  wi 
and  Lord  Byron  to  this  very  spot,  which  1  af- 
terwards visited  more  than  once.  In  front 
was  a  magnificent  extent  of  the  blue  and 
windless  iVlediterranean,  wifli  the  isles  of  Elba 
and  Guyai|S., — Lord  Byron's  yacht  at  anchor 
-.n  the  otSng;  on  the  other  side  an  almost 
boundless  extent  of  sandy  wilderneas,  uncul- 
tivated and  uninhabited,  here  and  there  inter- 
spersoi  in  tufts  with  underwood  curved  by 
the  sea-breeze,  and  stunted  by  theibanen  and 
dry  nature  of  the  soil  in  which  it  grew.  At 
equal  distances  along  the  coast  stood  hifrli 
»q  Pare  towers,  for  tl 
ing  the  coast  from 

thequirantine  laws.    

by  an  immense  extent  of  the  Italian  Alps, 
which  are  here  particularly  picturesque  from 
their  yolcanic  tind  manifold  appearances,  and 
which,  being  composed  of  white  marble,  eive 
their  summits  the  appearance  of  snow.  As  a 
foreground  to  this  picture  appeared  as  extra- 
ordinary a  group.  Lord  Byron  and  Trelawney 
were.seen  standing  over  the  burning  pile,  with 
some  of  the  soldiers  of  the  guard ;  and  Leigh 
Hunt,  whose  feelinss  and  nerves  could  not 
carry  him  through  the  scene  of  horror.lying 
back  in  the  carriage,— the  four  post-horses 
ready  to  di-op  with  the  intensity  of  the  noon- 
day sun.  Tne  stillness  of  all  around  was  yet 
moie  felt  by  the  shrill  scream  of  a  solitary 
cnrlew,  which,  perhaps  attracted  by  the  body, 
wheeled  in  such  narrow,  circles  rounfl  the 
■pile,  that  it  might  have  been  struck  with  the 
liand,  and  was  so  fearless  that  it  coubi  not  he 
driven  away.  Looking  at  fhe  corpse.  Lord 
Byron  said : — '  Why,  that  old  black  silk  hand- 
kerchief retains  its  form  better  than  that  hu- 
man body !'  Scarcely  was  the  ceremony  con- 
cluded, when  Lord  Byron,  agitated  by  the 
Bjtcctacle  he  bad  witnessed,  tried  to  dissipate 
in  some  degree  the  impression  of  it  by  liis  fa- 
vourite recreation,  lie  took  o(f  liis  ciolhes, 
fiierefine.  and  swam  to  the  yacht,  which  was 


B,  for  the  double  purpose  of  guard- 
t  from  smuggling,  and  enforcing 
le  laws.   Tills  view  was  bouoded 


riding  a  few  miles  distant.  The  licatof  the 
sun  and  checked  perspiration  threw  him  into 
a  fever,  which  he  felt  coming  on  before  he  left 
the  water,  and  which  became  more  violent 
before  he  reached  Pisa.  On  his  return,  he 
immediately  took  a  warm  bath,  and  the  next 
morning  was  perfectly  recovered." 

The  enmity  between  Byron  and  Southey, 
the  poet-laureate,  is  as  well  known  as  that  be- 
tween Pope  and  Colley  Gibber.  Their  poli- 
tics were  diametrically  opposite,  and  the  noble 
bard  regarded  the  bard  of  royalty  as  a  rene- 

fado  from  his  early  principles.  It  was  not, 
owever,  so  much  on  account  of  political 
principles  that  the  enmity  between  Byron  and 
Southey  was  kept  up.  The  peer,  in  his  satire, 
had  handled  the  epics  of  the  feureale  "  loo 
roughly,"  and  this  Ihelatter  deeply  resented. 
Whilst  travelling  on  flie  contiuent.  Soufhey 
observed  Shelley's  name  in  the  Album,  at 
Mont  Anvert.with  "Afltof"  written  after  it, 
and  an  indignant  comment  in  the  same  lan- 
guage wriiten  under  it;  also  the  names  of  some 
of  Byron's  other  friends.  The  laureate,  it  is 
*iid,  copied  tlie  names  and  the  comment,  and, 
-.1  Ins  return  to  England,  reported  the  whole 
circumstances,  and  nesitated  not  to  conclude 
Byron  of  the  same  principles  as  his  friends. 
In  a  poem  he  subsequently  wrote,  called  t!ie 
'■  Vision  of  Judgment,"  he  stigmatized  Lord 
" — n  as  the  fetber  of  the  "  Satanic  School 
jetry."  His  lordship,  in  a  note  appended 
e  "  Tivo  Poscari,"  retorted  in  a  very  se- 
...  manner,  and  even  permitted  himself  to 
ridicule  Southey's  wife,  the  sister  of  Cole- 
ridge's wife,  tb^  having  been  at  one  lime 
"two  milliners  of  Bath."  The  laureate  wrote 
an  answer  to  this  note  in  the  Courier  news- 
paper, which,  when  Byron  saw;  it.  enraged 
him  so  much,  that  he  consulted  with  his  frieoda 
whether  or  not  he  ought  to  go  to  England  to 
answer  it  persooally.  In  cooler  moments, 
however,  he  resolved  merely  to  write  ku 
"Vision  of  Judgment,"  which  was  a  parody 
on  Southey's.and  appeared  in  one  of  the  num- 
bers of  the  "  Liberal,"  for  which  Hunt,  the 
publisher,  was  prosecuted  by  the  "  Constitu- 
tional Association,"  and  found  guilty. 

As  some  of  our  readers  may  bp  curious  to 
know  the  rate  at  which  Lord  Byron  was  paid 
for  his  productions,  we  annex  the  followjiic 
statement,  by  Mr.  Murray,  the  bookseller,  of 
the  sums  given  by  him  for  the  copy-rights  ot 
most  of  his  lordship's  works : 

Childe  Harold,  1. 11 mOI. 

,  III (,675 

,  IV.'     2,1(10 

Giaour 625 

Bride  of  Abyiios 52fi 

Corsair   .  ." SSS 

Lara 700 

Sieje  of  Coiiith 635 

Parisina 625 

Lament  of  Tasso 315 

Manfred 31^ 

Beppo BUS 

Don  Jiuiii,  1.  n 1,625 

,  111.  (V.  V 1,5^ 

Doge  of  VenicR 1,050 
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8:iTr1anapa]u3,  Cain,  aiti  Foecari,     .  .  1,1001. 

Mazcnpa 525 

Prisoner  of  ChiUoD 5£5 

Sundries 450 

Total     15,456;. 

As  is  the  esse  willi  many  men  in  affluent 
cii  cumstances,  Byron  wait  at  times  more  than 
generous;  and  again,  at  otlier  limes,  what 
might  be  called  m^an.  He  once  borrowed 
SOW.  in  order  (o  give  it  to  the  vridow  ofone 
who  had  been  his  friend ;  he  frequently  dined 
on  iive  Pauls,  and  once  gave  bis  bills  to  a  lady 
to  be  examined,  because  he  thought  be  was 
(ihoated.  He  gave  lOOOi.  for  a  yacht,  which 
he  sold  again  for  300/.,  and  refused  to  give  the 

'sailors  their  jackets.  It  ought,  however,  to  be 
observed,  that  generosity  was  natural  to  him, 
and  that  his  avarice,  if  it  can  be  bo  termed, 
was  a  mere  whim  or  caprice  of  (he  moment — 
a  rdte  he  could  not  long  sustain.  He  once 
borrowed  lOOi.  to  give  to  the  brother-in-law 
of  Soiithes;,  Coleridge,  the  poet,  when' the 
tatter  was  in  distress.  In  his  quarrel  with  the 
laureate,  be  was  provoked  to  aiiude  to  this 
circumstance,  which  certainly  he  ought  — ' 
to  have  done. 

ByroQ  was  a  great  admirer  of  the  Waverley 
novels,  and  necer  travelled  wilhout  them. 
"  They  are,"  said  he  to  Captain  Medwin  one 
day,  "  a  library  in  tliemselves, — a  perfect  lite- 
rary treasure.  I  could  read  Uiem  once  a-year 
with  new  pleasure."  During  that  morning, 
he  had  been  reading  one  of  Sir  Walter's  nov- 
els, and  delivered,  according  to  Medwin,  the 
folJowine  criticism:  "How  difficult  it  is  to 
Bay  any  thing  new !  Who  was  that  voluptuary 
of  antiquity,  who  offered  a  reward  for  a  new 
pleasured  Perhaps  all  nature  and  art  could 
not  supply  a  new  idea." 

The  anxious  and  paternal  tenderness  Lord 
Byron  felt  for  his  daughter,  is  expressed  with 
unequalled  beauty  and  pathos  in  the  first 
stan:^a  of  the  third  canto  of  Childe  Harold. 
"What  do  you  think  of  Ada?"  said  he  to  Med- 
win, looking  earnestly  al  his  daufthter's  minia- 
ture, that  hung  by  the  side  of  his  writing-ta- 
ble. "  They  tell  me  she  is  like  me— but  she 
has  her  mother's  eyes.  It  is  very  odd  that  my 
motherwas  an  only  child; — I  am  an  only  child; 
m^  wife  is  an  only  child ;  and  Ada  is  an  only 
cliild.  It  IS  a  singular  coincidence;  that  is 
the  least  that  can  be  said  of  it.  I  can't  help 
thinkmg  it  was  destined  to  be  so;  and  perhaps 
it  is  best.  I  was  oaceanxiouaforason;  but, 
after  our  separation,  was  glad  to  have  liad  a 
daughter ;  for  it  would  have  distressed  me  too 
much  to  have  taken  him  away  from  Lady  By- 
roh,  and  I  could  not  have  trusted  her  with  a 
son's  education.  I  have  no  idea  of  boys  beine 
brought  up  by  motliers.  I  suffered  too  much 
from  that  myself:  and  then,  wandering  about 
the  world  as  I  do,I  couTd  not  take  proper 

of  achild;  otherwise  I  should  not  have 

AUegra,  poor  little  thing!  at  Ravenna.    ^h€; 

.has  been  a  great  resource  to  me,  though  I 
not  so  fond  of  her  as  of  Ada  ;  and  yet  I  mi 
to  make  their  fortunes  equal — there  will  be 
enoush  for  them  both.    1  have  desired  in  my 
will  that  Alle^ra  shall  not  marry  an  English- 


nan.  The  Irish  and  Scotch  make  better  hus- 
lands  than  we  do.  You  will  think  it  was  an 
odd  fancy ;  but  I  was  not  in  the  best  of  hu- 
mours with  my  countrymen  at  that  mor.icnl 
—you  know  the  reason.  I  am  told  that  Ada 
is  a  little  termagant;  I  hope  not.  Ishallwiite 
to  my  sister  to  know  if  this  is  the  case :  per- 
haps I  am  wrong  in  letting  Lady  Byron  have 
entii'ely  her  own  ws.y  in  her  education.  I  hear 
that  my  name  is  not  mentioned  in  her  pres- 
ence ;  that  a  green  curtain  is  always  Itept 
over  my  portrait,  as  over  somethingforbiddeu ; 
and  that  she  is  not  to  know  that  she  has  a 
father  till  she  comes  of  age.  Of  course  she 
will  be  taught  to  hate  me ;  she  will  be  brought 
up  to  it.  Lady  Byron  is  conscious  of  all  this, 
and  is  afraid  that  I  shall  some  day  carry  off 
her  daughter  by  stealth  or  force.  I  mi";!!! 
claim  her  of  the  Chancellor,  without  having 
recourse  to  either  one  or  the  other;  hut  I  had 
rather  be  unhappy  myself  thin  malce  her 
mother  so ;  probably  I  shall  never  see  her 
again."  Here  he  opened  his  writing-desk 
and  showed  Captain  Medwin  some  hair,  which 
he  fold  him  was  his  child's. 

Several  years  aeo.  Lord  Byron  presented 
his  friend,  Mr.  Thomas  Moore,  with  his 
"  Memoirs,"  written  by  himself,  with  an  un- 
derstanding that  they  were  not  to  be  fiublish- 
ed  until  after  bis  death.  Mr.  Moore,  with  the 
consent,  and  at  the  desire  of  Lord  Byron,  sold 
the  manuscript  to  Mr.  Murray,  the  bookseller, 
for  the  sum  of  two  thousand  guineas.  The 
following  statement  by  Mr.  Moore,  will  how- 
ever show  its  fate;'"  Without  entering  into 
the  respective  claims  of  Mr.  Murray  and  my- 
self to  the  properly  in  these  memoirs,  (a 
question  which  now  that  uiey  are  destroyed 
can  be  but  of  little  moment  to  any  one),  Jt  h 
sufficient  to  say,  that,  believing  the  manuscript 
still  to  be  mine,  T  placed  it  at  the  disposal  of 
Lord  Byron's  sister,  Mrs.  Leigh,  with  the  sole 
reservation  of  a  protest  against  its  tola)  de 
struclion;  at  least,  without  previouspcnisal 
and  consultation  among  the  parties.  The  ma- 
jorily  of  the  person?  present  disagreed  with 
this  opinion,  and  it  was  the  oniy  pmnt  upon 
which  there  did  exist  any  difference  between 
us.  The  manuscript  was  accordingly  torn 
and  burnt  before  our  eyes,  and  I  immediately 
paid  to  Mr.  Murray,  in  the  presence  of  the 
gentlemen  assembled,  two  thousand  guineas, 
with  interest,  etc.,  being  the  amount  of  what 
I  owed  him  upon  the  security  of  my  bond, 
and  for  which  1  now  stand  indebted  to  my 
ilishers,  Messrs.  Longman  and  Co. 
Since  theUj  the  family  of  Lord  Byron  have, 
in  a  manner  highly  honourable  to  themselves, 
proposed  an  aiTangement,  by  which  the  sum 
thus  paid  to  Mr.  Murray  might  be  reimburr 


;  but  from  feellnOT  and  ci 

'hich  it  is  unnecessary  here  to  explain,  I  hav 
39pectftilly,  but  peremptorDy,  declined  tlicJ 


lowing  drinking-song : 
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Attheai 


In  ihe  goblel  alone  no  deceptioo  is  founc 
■'  1  have  triei),  in  its  tum,  aU  thai  life  ca 
I  have  baslt'd  in  the  beams  of  a  dark  n 
I  have  loved— who  has  not?  hut  wha 

declare 
That  pleasure  exieted  wlule  passion  wai 
"In  the  days  of  our  youth,  when  the  1 

And  K^™  thai  afl'ecrion  can  never  ti 
I  had  friends— who  has  not  ?  but  what 


That  friends,  rosy  wine, 
"  The  breast  of  a  niiatrei 
Friendship  Ehifts  with  thi 

change ; 
Thon  grow'st  old — Viho 


"  Yet  if  blest  lo  the  utmost  (hat  love  ca 
Should  a  rival  bow  down  to  our  idol  be 
:e  jealous — who' 


ID  faithful  as  thou? 


For  the 

more  thai 

enjoy 

hee,them: 

tetheyenj 

"When  the  sejsoi 
For  refuge  we  fly 
Then  we  find-™ 
That  trulh,  as  of 

of  youth  and  its 
o  the  goblet  at  la 
odoes  not?  in  th 
ore,  is  confined  to 

oMy'apas 

e'flow  of  tb 
thebowL 

AmlM 
Hopow 
AndcQ 

the  bm  of  Pandora  was  opened  on  eart 
■Toocv's  (riumph  oominenoed  over  Mirth 
asleil-wasshenot?  but  the  gebletwe 
re  not  for  Hc^,  «>ha  are  certain  of  bliss 

**  Long  life  lo  the  grape  1  and  when  summer  is  Howo, 
The  age  of  our  nectar  shall  gladden  my  own. 
Wemustdie — whodoHsnot?  majoursinsbefbrpven 
And  Hebe  shall  never  be  idle  m  heaven." 

e  close  tbe  dela.Lls  of  what  may  be 


connected  with  the  last  and  noWest  part  he 
peiformed  in  his  brilliant  but  brief  career- 
we  beg  leare  to  introduce  the  following  eurn 
mary  of  his  character ; 

There  seems  to  have  been  something  of 
magical  antidote  in  Lord  Byron's  gemua  t. 
the  strange  propensities  lo  evil  arising  both 
from  his  natural  passions  and  temper,  and  the 
accidental  unpropitious  circumstances  of  his 
life.  In  no  man  were  good  and  evil  mingled 
in  such  strange  intimacy,  aod  in  such  strange 
proportions.  His  passions  were  estraordina- 
rily  violent  and  fierce ;  and  his  temper,  un- 
easy, bitter,  and  capricious.  His  pride  was 
deep  ;tnd  gloomy,  and  his  ambition  ardent  and 
unconlrollable.  All  these  were  exactly  snch 
as  the  fortuitous  position  of  his  infancy,  boy- 
hood, and  first  manhood,  tended  to  aggravate 
by  discouragements,  crosses,  and  mortifica' 
tiona,  Hewas directly andimmediatelysprung 
fj-om  a  slock  of  old  nobility,  of  .a  historic 
Qjme,  of  venerable  antiquity.    All  hi 

ances,  mclnding  his  father,  had  moved  i „_ 

bocietv.  But  this  gay  father  died,  improvident 
or  reckless  of  the  future,  and  left  him  lo  waste 
ti'n  childhood  in  poverty  and  dereliction,  in 
Jie  remote  town  of  Aberdeen,  among  the  few 
iiaternal  relations  who  yet  would  not  utterly 
jtiandoh  his  mother's  shipwrecked  fortunes. 


of  six  years  he  became  presump- 
the  family  peerage,  and  at  the  age 
leerage  devolved  on  him.  He  tlieil 
the  public  school  of  Harrow ;  but 
neither  his  person,  his  acquired  habits,  his 
scholarship,  nor  his  temper,  fitted  him  for  this 
strange  arena.    A  peer,  not  immediately  is- 
suing from  the  fashionable  circles,  and  not  as 
rich  as  foolish  boys  suppose  a  peer  ought  lo 
be,  must  have  awouderfal  tact;  of  society,  and 
a  managing,  bending,  intriguing  temper,  lo 
play  his  ps^  with  eclat,  or  with  comfort,  or 
even  without  degradation.    All  the  treatment 
which  Lord  Byron  now  received,  confirmed 
the  bitterness  of  a  disposition  and  feelings 
naturally  sour,  and  already  augmented  by 
chilling  solitude,  or  an  uncongeiual  sphere  of 
-Tciety. 
To  a  mind  endowed  with  intense  sensibility 
id  unextinguishable  ambition,  these  circum- 
ances  operated  in  cherishing  melancholy, 
id  even  misanthropy.  They  bred  an  intract- 
^ility  lo  the  light  humours,  the  heartless 
cheerfulness,  and  all  the  artillery  of  unthink- 
ing emptiness  by  which  the  enei^es  of  the 
bosom  are  damped  and  broken.    There  were 
danted  within  him  tlie  seeds  of  profound 
.-.ectioo  and  emotion,  which  grew  in  him  to 
such  strength,  that  the  lameness,  the  petty 
passions,  and  frivolous  desires  of  mankind  in 
their  ordinary  intercourses  of  pleasure  and 
dissipation,  could  never  long  retain  him  in 
their  chabs  without  weariness  and  disgust, 
even  when  they  courted,  dandled,  flattered, 
and  admired  him.    He  was  unskiDed  in  their 
pitiful  accomplishments,  and  disdained  the 
trifling  aims  of  their  vanity,  and  the  tests  of 
escelfence  by  which  they  were  actuated,  and 
by  which  tbey  iiid^d.    He  never,  therefore, 
enjoyed  their  blandishments,  and,  ere  long, 
broke  hke  a  giant  from  their  bonds. 
There  can  be  no  doubt,  that  disappoint- 
ents,  working  on  a  sombre  temper,  and  the 
consequent  melancholy  and  sensitiveness,  aid- 
ing, and  aided  by,  the  spells  of  the  muse,  were 
Lord  Byron's  preservatives ;  at  least,  that  Ihey 
produced  redeeming  splendours,  and  moments 
of  pure  and  nntainled  intellect,  and  exalting 
ebullitions  of  grand  or  tender  sentiment,  or 
noble  passion,  which,  by  fits  at  least,  if  nb( 
always,  adorned  his  compositions,  and  will  for 
'er  electrify  and  elevate  his  readers. 
Had  Lord  Byron  succeeded  in  the  ordinary 


prosperity  and  e 
nothing  occurred  capable  of  stimulating  tc 
strong  personal  exertions,  Ihe  mighty  seeds 
_;....-_  ^-.._  L^  probably  been  worse  than 
..  ,  had  worked  to  unqualified  mis- 
chief! In  many  cases,  this  is  not  the  effect  of 
prosperity ;  but  Lord  Byron's  qualities  were 
of  a  very  peculiar  cast,  as  well  as  intense  and 
unrivalled  in  degree. 

When,  in  the  spring  of  1816,  Lord  Byron 
quitted  England,  lo  return  to  it  no  more,  he 
had  a  dark,  perilous,  and  appalling  prospect 
before  him.  The  chances  against  the  due  lu- 
ture  use  of  his  miraculous  and  tearfiil  gifts  of 
genius,  poisoned  and  fienzied  astliey  were  by 
blighted  hopes,  and  all  the  evil  incidents  wh<cli 
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XXI  x 


Lad  befallea  him,  _   _. 

calculated  without  averwheltniiig  diamay 
Few  persons,  of  a  seDsibility  a  little  above  the 
common,  would  have  escp.pcd  the  pit  of  black 
and  uorailigated  desjjonflence!  But  Lord  By- 


form  anccs  than  before.     He  passed  the  

mer  upon  the  banks  of  the  ^lie  of  Geneva ! 
With  what  cDthuaiasm  he  enjoyed,  and  with 
what  contemplations  he  dwelt  among  its  scene- 
ry, his  own  poeiry  soon  exhibited  to  the  world ! 
He  has  been  censured  for  his  peculiarities, 
his  unsocial  life,  and  his  disrejrard  of  the  habits, 
the  decorums,  and  the  civilities  of  (he  world, 
and  of  tlie  rank  to  which  he  belonged.  He 
might  have  pleaded,  that  the  world  reieoted 
him,  and  he  Ihe  world ;  but  the  chaise  is  idle 
in  itself,  admitting  it  to  hare  originated  with 
his  oivD  will.  A  man  has  a  right  to  lire  in 
solitude,  if  he  chooses  it;  and,  above  all,  he 
who  sives  such  fruits  of  his  solitude !  . 

in  "the  autumn  of  1822,  Lord  Byron  quitted 
Pisa,  and  went  to  Genoa,  where  he  remained 
throughout  the  winter,  A  letter  written  by 
his  lordship,  while  at  Genoa,  is  singularly 


a  made  since  his  death,  that  be 

could  bear  no  rival  in  fame,  but  instantly  be- 
came animated  with  a  bitter  jealou^  and  ha- 
tred of  any  person  who  attracted  the  public 
attention  from  himself.  If  there  be  a  living 
being  towards  whom,  according  to  that  state- 
meet.  Lord  Byron  would  have  experienced 
such  a  sentiment,  it  must  be  the  presumed 
a  ithor  of  "  Waverley."  And  yet,  m  a  letter 
to  Monsieur  Beyle,  dated  May  29,  1323,  the 
following  are  the  just  and  liberal  CKpressions 
Qsed  by  Lord  Byron,  in  adverting  to  a  pam- 
phlet which  had  been  recently  published  by 
Monsieur  Beyle: 

"  There  is  one  part  of  your  observations  ii 
the  pamphlet  which  I  shall  venture  to  remark 
upon : — it  regards  Walter  Scott.  You  say  that 

his  character  is  little  worthy  of  enthusiasm,' 
at  the  same  time  that  you  mention  his  produc- 
tions in  the  manner  they  deserve.  I  have 
knovrn  Waller  Scott  lone  and  well,  and  in" 
occasional  situations  which  call  forth  the  real 
character,  and  I  can  assure  you  that  his  char- 
acter is  worthy  of  admiration ; — that,  of  all 
men,  he  is  the  most  open,  the  most  honoulv 
able,  the'  most  amiable.  With  his  politics  I 
have  nothing  to  do:  they  differ  from  mine, 
which  renders  it  difficult  for  me  to  apesdc  of 
(hem.  But  he  is  perfectly  sincere  in  them,  and 
sincerity  may  be  humble,  but  she  cannot  be 
servile.  I  pray  you,  therefore,  lo  correct  or 
soften  that  passage.  You  may,  perhaps,  at- 
tribute this  offioiousness  of  mme  to  a  false 
affectation  of  candour,  as  I  happen  to  be  a 
writer  also.  Attribute  it  to  what  motive  yon 
please,  but  believe  the  truth.  1  say  that  Wal- 
ter Scott  is  as  nearly  a  thorough  good  man  as 
man  can  bo,  because  I  know  it  by  experience 
to  be  the  case." 

The  motives  which  ultimately  induced  Lord 
Byron  to  leave  Italy,  and  join  the  Greeks, 

'-'--  ' ■ — '■ —    —  sufficiently 


obvious.  It  was  in  Greece  that  his  high  po- 
etical faculties  had  been  first  fully  devSoped. 
Greece,  a  land  of  the  most  venerable  and  il- 
lustrious history  of  peculiarly  grand  and 
beautiful  scenery,  inhabited  by  various  races 
of  the  moat  wild  and  picluresque  manners, 
was  to  him  the  land  of  excitement,— ^never- 
cloying,  never-wearying,  never-changing  ex- 
citement. It  was  necessarily  the  chosen  and 
favourite  spot  of  a  man  of  powerful  and  orig- 
inal intellect,  of  quick  and  sensible  feelings, 
of  a  restless  and  untsuneable  spirit,  of  various 
information,  and  who,  above  all,  was  satiated 
with  common  enjoyments,  and  disgusted  with 
what  appeared  to  him  to  be  the  fcrmalify,  hy- 
pocrisy, and  sameness  of  daily  life.  Dwelling 
upon  that  country,  as  it  is  clear  from  all  Lord 
Byron's  writings  he  did,  with  the  fondest  so- 
licitude, and  being,  as  be  was  well  known  to 
be,  an  ardent,  though,  perhaps,  not  a  very  sys- 
tematic lover  of  freedom,  he  could  be  no  uii- 
coneemed  spectator  of  ite  recent  revolution  : 
and  as  soon  as  it  seemed  lo  him  that  bis  pres- 
ence might  be  usefiil,  he  prepared  to  visit 
once  more  the  shores  of  Greece.  It  is  not 
improbable,  also,  that  he  had  become  ambi- 
tious of  a  name  as  distinguished  for  deeds  as 
it  was  already  by  his  writings.  A  glorious  and 
novel  career  apparently  presented  itself,  and 
he  determined  to  (ry  the  event. 

Ijord  Byron  embarked  at  Le«hom,  and  ar- 
rived in  Cephalonia  in  the  early  part  of  Au- 
gust, 1823,  attended  by  a  suite  of  six  or  seven 
friends,  in  an  English  vessel,  (the  Hercules 
Captain  Scott),  which  he  had  chartered  foi 
the  express  purpose  of  taking  him  to  Greece. 
His  lordship  had  never  seen  any  of  the  vol- 
canic mountains,  and  for  this  purpose  (heves 
sel  deviated  from  its  r^iilar  course.  In  order 
to  pass  the  island  of  Stromboll,  and  lay  off  thai 
niace  a  whole  night,  in  the  hopes  of  wilness- 
iuK  the  usual  phenomena,  but,  for  the  first  time 
within  the  memory  of  man,  the  volcano  emit- 
ted no  fire.  The  disappointed  poet  was  obliged 
to  proceed,  in  no  good  humour  with  the  fabled 
[orsB  of  Vulcan. 
*  qreeee,  thongh  with  a  fajr  nrnsnect  of  iilti- 


..   ._   _.   .  _ of  distinguished  bi  _ 

cess — her  arms  were  every  where  victorious, 
but  her  councils  were  distracted.  Western 
Greece  was  in  a  ciltical  situation, and  although 
the  heroic  Marco  Botzaris  had  not  fallen  in 
vain,  yet  the  glorious  enterprise  in  which  he 
(leriahed,  only  checked,  and  did  not  prevent 
(he  advance  of  the  Turks  towards  Anatolica 
and  Missolonghi.  This  gallant  chief,  worthy 
of  the  best  days  of  Greece,  hailed  with  trans 

Ct  Lord  Byron's  arrival  in  that  country,  and 
last  act,  before  proceeding  to  the  attack. 
In  which  he  fell,  was  to  write  a  warm  invita- 
tion for  his  lordship  to  come  to  Missolonghi. 
In  his  letter,  which  be  addressed  to  a  &iend  at 
Missolonghi,  Botzaris  alludes  to  almost  tlie 
first  proceeding  of  Lord  Byron  in  Greece, 
which  was  (he  arming  and  provisioning  ot^ 
forty  Suliotes,  whom  he  sent  to  join  in  (he  do- 
fence  of  Missolonghi,  After  the  battle,  I-iord 
Byron  transmitted  bandages  and  roedirlnet 
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■  infant, 
—....my  mqnejtin 
U  take  car  ■■-■'■ 
e,  otherffise  I 
Lu  The  apposition  say  they 
le,  a.nd  the  party  Id  power  say 
o  seduce  me ;  so,  between  the 
two,  I  have  a.  difficult  part  to  play :  however, 
I  will  have  nothing  to  do  with  tbo  feofioas, 

lime  at  the  small  village  of  Metaxata,  in' 
Cephaloaia,  and  despatcned  two  friends,  Mr. 
Trelawney  and  Mr.  Hamilton  Browne,  with 
a  letter  to  the  Greek  government,  in  order '- 
collect  intelligence  as  to  the  real-state  < 
things.  His  lordship's  generosity  waa  almost 
daily  exercised  in  his  new  neighbourhood. 
"    '  "  y,  Italian  iamili^  i^t  diat 

ICOMOtry 

"i&"''tfie'"ineanwh3e^  LonT'Wron's  friends 
proceeded  to  Tripolit7,a,  and  found  Colnco- 
tponi  (the  enemy  of  Mavrocordato,  who  bad 
been  coinpeiled  to  flee  from  tbe  presidency) 
in  great  power:  his  palace  was  filled 
armed  rnen,  like  the  castle  of  some  an 
feudal  chief,  and  a  good  idea  of  his  character 
may  be  formed  from  the  language  he  held.  He 
declared  that  he  had  told  Mavrocordato,  that 
naleas  he  desisted  from  his  intri^Jues,  he  Would 
pnt  him  on  an  aas  and  whip  hn 
Morea,  and  that  be  had  only  b 
from  doing  so  by  the  represenlalion  of  his 
friends,  who  had  said  that  it  would  injure  the 

They  next  proceeded  to  Sal  amis  jwhere  the 
congress  was  sitting,  and  Mr.  Trelawney 
agreed  to  accompany  Odysseus,  ahrave  moun- 
tain chief,  into  Negropont.  At  this  time  the 
Greeks  were  preparing  for  many.  .  _.. 
terprises.  Marco  Botzaris'  brother,  with  his 
Sniiotes  and  Mavrocordato,  were  to  take 
charge  of  Missolonghi,  which,  at  that 
(October,  1823),  was  in  a  very  critical 
being  blockaded  both  by  land  and  sea.  "  There 
have  oeen,"  says  Mr.  Trelaivnay.  "thirty  bat- 
tles fought  and  won  by  the  late  Marco  Bot- 
zaris^ and  his  s^Uant  tribe  of  Suliotca,  who 
a^  shitt.uii  in  Missolonghi.  If  it  fall,  Athens 
will  be  in  danger,  and  thousands  of  throats  cut. 
A  few  thousand  dollars  would  procide  ships 
(o  relieve  it ;  a  portion  of  this  sum  is  raised — 
and  1  would  coin  my  heart  to  save  Ibis  key  of 
Gre«;e!"  A  report  like  thb  was  sufficient  to 
^how'the  point  where  suecour  was  most  need- 
ed, and  Lord  Byron's  determination  to  relieve 
Missolonghi,  was-  stiil  more  decidedly  con- 
firmed bj  a  letter,  which  he  received  from 
Marrocordalo. 


Mavrocordato  was  at  this  time  endeavour 
ing  to  collect  a  fleet  for  the  relief  of  Misso- 
longhi, and  Loi'd  Byron  generously  offered  lo 
^vance  four  hundred  Ibousand  piastres  (aboul 
12,000i.)  to  pay  for  fitting  it  out.  In  a  letter  in 
which  he  announced  this  bis  noble  intention, 
he  alluded  to  tbe  dissensions  m  Greece,  and 
staled,  that  if  Ihese  continued,  alt  hope  of  a 
loan  in  England,  or  of  assistance,  or  even  good 
wdshes  from  abroad,  would  be  at  an  end. 
t'  I  must  frankly  confess,"  he  says  in  his 
letter,  "  (hat  unless  union  and  order  are  con- 
firmed, all  hopes  of  a  loan  will  be  in  vain,  and 


all  the  assistance  which  the  Greeks  could  e: 
'rom  abroad,  an  assistance  which  might 
ther  trifling  nor  worthless,  will  be  sus- 


enemy  to  Greece,  but  seemed  inclined  to 
favour  her  in  consenting  lo  the  establishment 
of  an  independent  power,  will  be  persuaded 
that  the  Greeks  are  unable  to  govern  (hem- 
selves,  and  will,  perhaps,  themselves  under- 
fake  to  arrange  your  disorders  in  such  a  way 
as  to'biast  the  brightest  hopes  you  indulge, 
and  that  are  indulged  by  your  fnends. 

"  And  allow  me  to  add  once  for  all,  I  desire 
(he  jvell-being  of  Greece,  and  nothing  else  ; 
1  will  do  all  r  can  to  secure  it;  but  I  cannot 
consent — I  neverivill  consent  to  the  English 
public,  or  English  individuals  being  deceived 
■  Ihe  real  state  of  Greek  aflairs.  The 
gentlemen,  depends  on  you ;  you  have 
fonght  gloriously;  act  honourably  towards 
your  fellow -citizens,  and  towards  the  world, 
and  then  it  wiU  no  more  be  said,  as  has  been 
aled  for  two  thousand  years,  with  the  1*0- 
hislorian,  that  Philopcemen  was  the  last 
.e  Grecians.  Let  not  calumny  itself  (and 
it  is  difficult  to  gnard  against  it  in  so  difficnll 
a  struggle)  compare  the  Turkish  Pacha  with 
Ihe  patriot  Greek  in  peace,  after  you  have 

. amongihe  Greek  chiefs 

evidently  gave  great  pain  to  Lord  Byron, 
whose  sensibility  was  ireenly  affected  by  the 
slightest  circumstance  which  he  considered 
likely  to  retard  the  deliverance  of  Greece. 
"  For  my  part."  he  observes,  in  another  of  his 
letters,  *'I  will  stick  by  Ihe  cause,  while  a 
plank  remains  which  can  bo  honourably  clung 
to ;  if  I  nuit  it,  it  will  be  bv  the  Greeks'  con- 
duct, and  not  Ihe  Holy  Allies,  or  the  holier 
Mussulmans."  In  a  letter  to  his  banker  at 
Cepha!onia,he  says  r  "  I  hope  things  here  will 
go  well,  some  fime  or  oilier ;  I  wdl  stick  by 
'""e  cause  as  long  as  a  cause  exists." 

Hia  playful  humour  sometimes  broke  out 
amidst  the  deep  anxiety  he  felt  for  (he  sue. 
leas  of  the  Greeks.  He  ridiculed,  with  greal 
ileasantry,  some  of  the  supplies  which  had 
leen  sent  out  fi-om  England  by  the  GrecU 
committee.  To  one  of  his  letters,  also,  after 
alluding  to  his  having  advanced  4,000/.,  anC 
expecting  to  be  called  on  for  AfiOOl.  more,  h? 
says:  "How  can  Irefi!se,if  they  (the  Greeks) 
will  fight,  and  especially  if  I  should  happen 
to  be  in  their  company  ?  I  therefore  request 
and  require  that  you  should  apprise  my  trusty 
and    trustworthy  trustee   and   banker,  and 
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CI  own  and  sheet-anchor,  Dougiaa  Kionaird 
the'  honourable,  that  he  prepare  al!  moneys  of 
mine,  including  the  purchase- money  of  Roch- 
dale manor,  and  mine  income  for  the  year  A. 
D,  IU24,  to  answer  and  anticipate  any  orders 
or  drafts  of  mine,  tor  the  good  canse,  in  good 
and  lawful  money  of  Great  Britain,  etc.  etc. 
etc.  May  you  live  a  thousand  years !  which 
is  nine  hundred  and  ninety-nine  longer  than 
Ihe  Spanish  Cortes  constitution." 

All  beina;  ready,  two  Ionian  vessels  were 
ordered,  and,  embarking  his  horses  and  ef- 
fects, Lord  Byron  sailed  from  Argostoli  on  the 
99th  of  December.  At  Zante,  his  lordship 
look  a  considerate  quantity  of  specie  or 
beard,  and  proceedeij  towards  Missolonghi 
Two  accidents  occurred  in  this  short  passage 
Count  G^nba,  who  had  accompanied  his  lord 
ship  from  Leghorn,  had  been  charged  with 
the  TCssd)  in  wliich  the  horses  and  part  of  the 
money  were  embarked.  \^en  offChiarenza, 
a  point  which  lies  between  Zante  and  the 
place  of  their  "destination,  they  were  surprised 
at  daylight  on  finding  themselves  under  (he 
bows  of  a  Turkish  frigate.  Owing,  however, 
to  Uie  activity  displayed  on  board  Lord  By- 
ron's vessel,  and  her  superior  sailing,  she  es- 
caped, while  the  second  was  fired  at,  brought 
to,      d  '  d  '  t    Patras.    Count  Gamha 

and!  mpin  b  ngtaken before Yusuff 
Pad  a,  ti  Uy  pec  ed  to  share  the  fete  of 
aom        f    t  whom  that  saaguiuary 

i  the  preceding  year  at 
f  ara  would  most  prob- 
I   ed,  had  it  not  been  for 

,    __  d  displayed  by  the  count, 

xvh     ass  mine  an  ai   of  nauteiir  and  indiffer- 
ence.Acciised  the  captain  of  the  frigate  of  a 
Bcaaiialoua  breach  of  neutrality,  in  firing  at 
and  detaining  a  vessel  under  English  colours, 
and  concluded  by  informing  Yusutf,  that  he 
might  eipect  the  vengeance  of  the  British 
government,  in  thus  interrupting  a  nobleman 
who  was  merely  on  his  travels,  and'bound  to 
Calamos.   The  Turkish  chief,  on  recognising 
in  the  master  of  the  vessel  a  person  who  had 
saved  his  life  in  the  Black  Sea  fifteen  years 
hiifore.not  only  consented  to  the  vessel's 
lease,  but  treated  the  whole  of  the  paasenj 
with  the  utmost  attention,  and  even  ur 
them  to  take  a  day's  shooting  in  the  neighbi 

Owing  to  contrary  winds,  Lord  Byron's  ves- 
sel was  obliged  to  take  shelter  at  the  Scribes, 
a  cluster  of  rocka  within  a  few  miles  of  Mis- 
solonghi. While  detained  hei'e,  he  was  in 
considerable  danger  of  being  captured  by 
the  Turks. 

yLiord  Byron  was  received  at  Missolonghi 
with  enthusiastic  demonstrations  of  jov.  No 
mark  of  honour  or  welcome  which  the  Greeks 
coiiid  devise  was  omitted.  The  ships  anchored 
olT  the  fortress,  fired  a  salute  as  he  passed. 
Prince  Mavrocordato,  and  all  the  autboriliea, 
with  the  li-oops  and  the  population,  met  him 
on  his  landing,  and  accompanied  him  to  Ihe 
house  which  had  been  prepai'ed  for  him,  amidst 
the  shoiib  of  the  multitude,  and  the  discharge 

One  of  the  first  objects  to  which  he  turned 
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hia  attention,  was  to  mitigate  the  frrocity  ftith 
which  the  war  had  been  carried  on.  The  vti'y 
day  of  his  lordship's  arrival  was  aignalizod  by 
his  rescuing  a  Turk,  who  had  faifen  into  the 
hands  of  some  Greek  sailors.  The  individual 
thus  saved,  having  been  clothed  by  his  orders, 
was  kept  in  the  house  imtil  an  opportunity 
occurred  of  sending  him  to  Patras.  Nor  had 
bis  lordsliip  been  long  at  Missolohghi,  before 
opportunity  presented  itself  for  showing 
....  sense  of  Tusitff  Pacha's  moderation  in  re- 
leasing Count  Gamha.  Hearing  that  there 
were  four  Turkish  prisoners  in  the  town,  he 
requested  that  they  might  be  placed  in  his 
hands.  This  being  immediately  granted,  he 
-—"them  to  Patras, with  a  letter  addressed 
e  Turkish  chief,  expressing  his  hope  that 
the  prisoners  thenceforward  taken  on  both 
sides,  would  be  treated  with  humanity.  This 
act  was  followed  by  another  e;qually  praise- 
worthy, which  proved  how  anxious  Lord  By- 
ron felt  to  give  a  new  turn  to  the  system  of 
warfare  hitherto  pursued.  A  Greek  cruiser 
having  captured  a  Turkish  boat,  in  which 
tbei-e  was  a  number  of  passengers,  chiefly 
>men  and  children,  they  were  also  i>laced 
the  hands  of  Lord  Byron,  at  his  particular 
request;  uponwhich  a vesselwas  immediately 
hired,  and  the  whole  of  them,  to  tiie  number 
of  twenty-four,were  sent  to  Previaa,  provided 
with  every  requisite  for  their  comfort  during 
the  passage.  The  Turkish  governor  of  Pro- 
visa  thanked  hia  lordship,  and  assured  him, 
that  he  would  take  care  equal  attention  shoula 
be  in  future  shown  to  the  Greeks  who  might 
become  prisoners. 

Another  grand  object  with  Lord  Byron,  and 
one  which  he  never  erased  to  forward  with 
the  most  anxious  solicitude,  was  to  reconcile 
the  quarrels  of  the  native  chieft,  to  maltethem 
friendly  and  confiding  towards  one  another, 
and  soijinissive  to  the  orders  of  the  govern- 
ment. He  had  neither  lime  nor  opportunity 
to  carry  this  point  to  any  CTeat  extent :  much 
good  was,  however,  dbnej 
■  Ijord  Byron  landed  at  Missolonghi  animated 
with  military  ardour.  After  paying  the  fleet, 
which,  indeed,  had  only  come  out  under  the 
expectation  of  receiving  its  arrears  from  the 
loan  which  he  promised  to  make  to  (he  pro- 
visional government,  he  set  al>out  forminc  a 
brigade  of  Suliotes.  Five  hundred  of  these, 
the  bravest  and  most  resolute  of  the  Mldicrs 
of  Greece,  were  taken  into  his  pay  on  the  I  at 
of  .lanuary,  1834.  An  expedition  against  Lc- 
pantq  was  proposed,  of  which  (he  command 
was  given  to  Lord  Byron.  This  eNpedition. 
however,  had  to  experience  delay  and  disap- 
pointment. The  Suliotes, concejvinglhatthej 
had  found  a  patron  whose  wealth  was  inex 
haustible,  and  whose  generosity  waa  bonnd 
less,  determined  lo  make  the  most  of  the  on 
casion,and  proceeded  to  the  most  extravagant 
demands  on  thsir  leader  for  arrears,  and  uti- 
dtr  other  pretencaa.  Theae 
unEameable  in  the  field,  and  u 
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Tioas  autumn  by  the  Turks ;  had  been  driven 
ft  iin  tbeir  abodea ;  and  the  whole  of  their 
ijinilies  were,  at  this  lime,  in  the  town,  des- 
titute of  either  home  or  sufScient  supplies. 
Of  torbulent  and  reckless  character,  they 
kept  the  place  in  awe ;  and  Mavrocordato 
having,  unlike  the  other  captains,  no  sol- 
diers of  his  own,  was  glad  to  find  a  body  of 
Faliant  mercenaries,  especially  if  paid  for  out 
of  the  fonds  of  another;  and,  consequently, 
was  pot  disposed  to  treat  them  with  harshness. 
Within  a  fortnight  after  Lord  Byron's  arrival, 
a  burgher  refusing  to  quarter  some  Suli-'— 
who  riidely  demanded  entrance  into  his  hi 
was  kilted,  and  a  riot  ensued,  in  which  ) 
lives  were  lost.  Lord  Byron's  impatient  spirit 
could  ill  brook  (he  delay  of  a  Tavourite  scheme, 
but  he  saw,  with  llie  utmost  chagrm,  that  the 
slate  of  his  troops  was  such  as  to  render  any 
attempt  to  lead  them  out  at  that  lime  imprac- 
ticablej 

TheWoject  of  proceeding  against  Lepanto 
being  thus  suspended,  at  a  moment  when  Lord 
Byron's  enthusiasm  was  at  its  height ,  and  when 
he  had  fully  calculated  on  striliing  a  blow 
which  CQuld  not  fail  to  be  of  the  utmost  ser- 
vice to  the  Greek  cause,  the  unlooked-for  dis- 
appointment preyed  on  his  spiriU,  and  pro- 
duced a  degree  of  irritability,  which,  if  it  was 
not  the  sofe  cause,  contributed  greatly  to  a 
severe  Gt  of  epilepsy,  with  which  he  was  at' 
tacked  co  the  15th  of  Februaiy.  His  lordship 
was  sitting  in  the  apartment  of  Colonel  Stan- 
hope, talking  in  a  jocular  rnanner  with  Mr. 
Parry,  the  engineer,  when  it  was  observed, 
from  occasional  and  rapid  changes  in  bis  coun- 
tenance, that  he  was  suffering  under  some 
strong  emotion.  On  a  sudden  he  complained 
of  a  weakness  in  one  of  his  legs,  and  rose,  hut 
Ending  himself  unable  to  walk,  he  cried  out 
for  assistance.  He  then  fell  into  a  state  of 
nervous  abd  convulsive  agitation,  and  was 
placed  on  a  bed.  For  some  minutes  his  coun- 
tenance was  much  distorted.  He  however 
quickly  recovered  his  senses,  his  speech  re- 
turned, and  he  soon  appeared  perfectly  well, 
although  enfeebled  and  exhausted  by  (he  vio- 
lence of  the  struggle.  During  the  fit,  he  be- 
Wed  with  his  usual  extraocdinair  firmness, 
and  his  efforts  in  contending  with,  and  at- 
tempting to  master,  the  disease,  are  described 
as  gigantic.  In  the  course  of  the  month,  the 
atfok  was  repeated  four  times ;  the  violence 
of  the  disorder,  at  length,  yielded  to  the  reme- 
dies which  his  physicians  advised,  such  as 
bleeding,  cold  bathing,  perfect  relaxation  of 


bis  first  illness,  which  was  ill  calculated  to  aid 
the  efforts  of  his  medical  advisers.  A  Suliote, 
accompanied  by  another  man,  and  the  late 
Marco  Bolzaris'  little  boy,  walked  .into  thi 
fteragiioj  a  place  which,  before  Lord  Byron' 
arrival,  had  tieen  used  as  a  sort  of  fortress  and 
barrack  forlhe  Suliotes,  and  out  of  which  they 
were  ejected  with  great  difficulty  for  the  re- 
ception of  the  committee-stores,  and  for  the 
occupation  of  the  engineers,  who  required  it 
for  a  laboi'atory.  The  sentinel  on  guard  ■ 
dereJ  tlie  Suliote  to  retire,  which  bemg  a  s] 


L  to  which  Suliotes  are  not  ac 
customed,  the  man  carelessly  advanced;  upon 
which  the  seijeant  of  the  guard  (a  German) 
demanded  his  business,  and  receiving  no  sat- 
isfactory answer,  pushed  him  back.  These 
wild  warriors,  who  will  dream  for  years  of  s 
How  if  revenge  is  out  of  their  power,  are  not 
slow  to  resent  even  a  push.  The  Suliote  struck 
again,  the  Serjeant  and  he  closed  and  strug- 

fled,  when  the  Suiiote  drew  a  pistol  from  his 
elt ;  the  Serjeant  wrenched  it  out  of  his  hand, 
and  blew  the  powder  out  of  the  pan.  At  this 
moment,  Captain  Sass,  a  Swede,  seeing  the 
fray,  came  up,  and  ordered  the  man  to  be  la- 
ken  to  the  guard-room.  The  Suliote  was  then 
disposed  to  depart,  and  would  have  done  so  i( 
the  Serjeant  would  have  permitted  him.  Un- 
fortunately, Captain  Sass  did  not  confine  him- 
self to  merely  giving  the  order  for  bis  arrest; 
for  when  the  Suliote  atrugsled  to  get  away. 
Captain  Sass  drew  his  sword,  and  struck  him 
with  the  flat  part  of  it ;  whereupon  the  en- 
raged Greek  fiew  upon  him,  with  a  pistol  in 
one  hand  and  the  sabre  in  the  other,  and  at 
the  same  moment  nearly  cut  off  the  Captain's 
right  arm,  and  shot  him  through  the  head. 
Captain  Sass,  who  was  remarkable  for  his 
mild  and  courageous  character,  expired  in  a 
few  minutes.  The  Suliote  also  was  a  man  of 
distinguished  hraveir.  This  was  a  serious  af- 
fair, and  great  apprehensions  were  entertained 
that  it  would  not  end  here.  The  Suliotes  re- 
ftised  to  surrender  the  man  to  justice,  alleging 
that  he  had  been  struck,  which,  in  Suliote 
law,  justifies  all  the  consequences  which  may 
follow. 

In  a  letter  written  a  few  days  after  Lord 
Byren's  first  attack,  to  a  friend  in  Zantc,  he 
speaks  of  himself  as  rapidly  recovering.  "  ] 
am  a  good  deal  better,"  he  observes,  "  tliough 
of  course  weakly.  The  leeches  took  too  much 
blood  from  my  temples  the  day  after,  and  there 
was  some  difficulty  in  stopping  it;  but  I  have 
been  up  daily,  and  out  in  boats  or  on  horse- 
back. To-day  I  have  taken  a  warm  bath, 
and  live  as  temperately  as  welt  can  be,  with- 
iit  any  liquid  hut  n^ter,  and  without  any  ani- 
ittl  food."  After  adverting  to  some  other 
subjects,  the  letter  thus  concludes ;  "  Matters 
are  here  a  little  embroiled  with  the  Suliotes, 
foreigners,  etc. ;  but  I  still  hope  better  things, 
and  will  stand  by  the  cause  as  long  as  my 
health  and  circumstances  will  permit  me  to 
be  supposed  usetVtL" 

Notwithstanding  Lord  Byron's  improvement 
in  health,  his  friends  felt,  from  the  first,  that 
he  ought  to  try  a  change  of  air.  Missoldnghi 
is  a  fiat,  marshy,  and  pestilential  place,  and. 
except  for  puiposes  of  utility,  never  would 
have  ijeen  selected  for  his  residence.  A  gen- 
tleman of  Zantewrote  to  him  early  in  March, 
to  induce  him  to  return  to  that  island  for  a 
To  his  letter  the  folioiving  answer  was 


tremely  obliged  by  your  offer  of 
your  country-house,  as  for  aU  other  kindness, 
in  case  my  health  should  require  my  removal; 
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LIFE  OP  LORD  BYRON. 


a;iJ  whQe  I  caD  stand  at  all,  I  must  stand  by 
the  canse.  While  I  say  (his,  I  am  aware  of 
the  difliciilties,  and  disseasions,  and  defects  of 
tlie  Greeks  themselves:  but  alloirance  moslj: 
l)e,made  for  them  by  all  reasonable  people.^  i 

Ut  may  be  well  imagined,  after  sc  '"■■'■—  - 
6t  of  illness,  and  that  in  a  great 
brought  on  by  the  conduct  of  the  troops  he 
had  taken  into  hia  pay,  and  treated  with  (he 
utmost  generosity,  that  Lord  Byron  was  in  no 
humour  to  pursue  his  scheme  against  Le- 
panio,  erea  supposing  that  his  state  of  health 
had  been  such  oa  to  bear  the  laf  igue  of  a  cam- 
paign in  Greece.  The  Suliotes,  however, 
showed  some  signs  of  repentance,  and  offered 
to  place  (heinselves  at  his  lordship's  disposal. 
Dut  still  (bey  bad  an  objec(ioa  to  the  oature 
of  the  service  r  "  they  would  not  fight  agains( 
stonewalls!"  It  is  not  surprising  that  the  ex- 
pedition to  Lepanto  was  no  longer  thought  o^ 
In  conformity  with  our  plan,  we  here  add  a 
selection  of  anecdotes,  etc.  conoec(ed  with 
Lord  Byron's  residence  at  Missolon^hi.  They 
are  principally  taken  from  Captain  Parry's 
"Last  Days  of  Lord  Bvroa;"  a  work  which 
seems  to  us,  from  its  plain  and  unvarnished 
style,  to  bear  the  stamp  and  irnpTess  of  truth. 

iln  speaking  of  the  Greek  Committee  on( 
y,  his  lonShip  said — ''  I  conceive  that  I 
have  been  already  grossly  ill-treated  by  the 
committee.  In  Italy,  MJ".  Blaquiere,  their 
agent,  informed  me  that  every  reqnisite  sup- 
ply would  be  forwarded  with  all  despatch.  I 
was  disposed  to  come  to  Greece,  but  I  "-"■ 
tened  my  departure  in  consequence  of  ear 
solicitations.  No  time  was  to  be  lost,  I  ,  „_ 
told,  and"  Mr.  Blaquiere,  instead  of  waiting 
on  me  at  his  return  froiii  Greece,  lett  a  paltry 
note,  which  gave  me  no  information  what- 
ever. If  I  ever  meet  with  htm,  I  shall  not  fail 
to  mention  my  surprise  at  hia  conduct;  but  i( 
has  been  all  of  a-piece.  I  wish  the  acting 
committee  had  had  some  of  the  (rouble  which 
has  fallen  on  me  since  my  arrival  here;  they 
would  have  been  more  prompt  in  (heir  pro- 
ceedings, and  would  have  known  better  what 
the  country  stood  in  need  of.  They  would  n  ' 
have  delayed  the  supplies  a  day,  nor  have  se 
oiit  German  officers,  poor  fellows,  to  starve 
Missoloughij.but  for  my  assistance.  I  am 
plain  man,  and  cannot  comprehend  the  u 
of  printing-presses  to  a  people  who  do  i 
read.  Here  the  committee,  have  sent  suppli 
of  mapsj  I  suppose,  that  I  may  teach  the  young 
mountameers  geography.  Here  are  bugle- 
horns,  without  Du^emen,  and  it  is  a  chance 
if  we  can  find  any  body  in  Greece  to  blow 
them.  Books  are  sent  to  a  people  who  w^nt 
gnaa :  they  ask  for  a  sword,  and  the  commit- 
tee give  tiiem  the  lever  of  a  printing-press. 
Heavens !  one  would  think  the  committee 
meant  to  inculcate  patience  and  mibmieslon^ 
and  to  condemn  resistance.  Some  materials 
for  constructing  fortifications  they  have  sent, 
but  they  have  chosen  their  people  so  ill,  that 
the  work  is  deserted,  and  not  one  para  have 
lliey  sent  tojirocure  other  labourers.  Their 
secretary,  Mr.  Bowring,  was  disposed,  I  be- 
lieve, to  claim  the  privilege  of  an  acquaint- 
ance with  me.    He  wrote  me  a  long  letter 


about  the  classic  latd  of  freedom,  the  birth- 
ilace  of  the  arts,  the  cradle  of  genius,  tlie 
labitation  of  the  gods,  the  heaven  of  poets, 
and  a  great  many  such  fine  things.  1  was 
obliged  to  answer  him,  and  I  scrawled  some 
""'"">"'"''"  reply  to  his  nonsense;  but  I  fancy 


I  shall  get  no  more  such  epistles.  W  hen  I 
came  to  ihe  conclusion  of  the  poetry  part  of 
my  letter,  I  wrote,  '  so  much  for  blarney,  now 
"     business.'    I  have  not  since  heard  in  the 

.le  strain  from  Mr.  Bowring." 

T^  My  future  intentions^"  continued  he,  "  as 

IB  Greece,  may  be'fesplained  in  a  few  words : 

I  will  remain  here  tiU  she  is  secure  against 

the  Turks,  or  till  she  has  fallen  under  their 

power.    All  my  income  shal!  be  spent  in  her 

•vice;  but, unless  driven  by  some  great  ne- 

ssily,  I  wilt  not  touch  a  farthing  of  the  sum 

:ended  for  my  sister's  children.    Whatever 

!an  accomplish  with  my  income,  and  my 

rsonal  exertions,  shall  be  cheerfully  done. 

hen  Greece  is  secure  against  external  cnc- 

es,  I  will  leave  the  Greeks  to  settle  their 

government  as  they  like.  One  service  more, 
and  an  eminent  service  it  will  be,  T  think  I 
may  perform  for  them.  Ton,  Parry,  shall 
have  a  schooner  built  for  me,  or  I  will  buy  a 
vessel;  the  Greeks  shall  invest  me  with  the 
character  of  their  ambassadoror  agent;  I  will 
go  to  the  United  States,  and  procure  that  free 
and  enlightened  government  to  set  the  exam- 
ple of  recognising  the  federation  of  Greece 

independent  state.   This  done,  England 

follow  the  example,  and  then  the  fate  of 
ce  will  be  permanently  fixed,  and  she 

jnter  into  all  her  viehts,  as  a  member  ol 

the  great  commonwealth  of  Christian  Eu- 

"  This,"  observes  Captain  Parg,  in  his  plain 
and  manly  manner,  "  was  Lord  Byron's  fiopc 
and  this  was  to  bo  his  last  project  in  favour  of 
Greece.  Into  it  no  motive  of  personal  ambi- 
tion entered,  more  than  that  just  and  proper 
one,  the  basis  of  all  virtue,  and  the  distin- 
guished characteristic  of  an  honourable  mind 
— the  hope  of  gaining  the  approbation  of  good 
men.  Aa  an  author,  be  had  already  attained 
Ihe  pinnacle  of  popularity  and  of  fame ;  but 
this  did  not  satisfy  his  noble  ambition.  He 
hastened  to  Greece,with  a  devotion  to  liberty, 
and  a  zeal  in  favour  of  the  oppressed,  as  pure 
as  ever  shone  in  the  bosom  of  a  knight  in  the 
purest  days  of  chivalry,  to  gain  the  reputation 
of  an  unsullied  warrior,  and  of  a  disinterested 
statesman.  He  was  by  her  unpaid,  but  the 
blessings  of  all  Greece,  and  the  high  honours 
his  own  countr)Tnen  bestow  on  his  memory 
bearing  him  in  fheir  hearts,  proViSttliat  he  was 
not  her  unrewarded  champion. "-J 

Lord  Byron's  address  was  the  most  affable 
and  courteous  perhaps  ever  seen;  his  man- 
ners, when  in  a  good  humour,  and  desirous  of 
being  well  with  hia  guest,  were  winning,  fas- 
cinating in  the  extreme,  and  though  bland, 
stiU  spirited,  and  witban  air  of  frankness  and 
generosity— quahties  in  which  he  was  cer- 
tainly not  deficient.  He  was  open  to  a  fault 
— a  characteristic  probably  the  result  of  hia 
fearlessness,  and  independence  of  the  world , 
but  so  open  was  be,  that  his  friends  wei< 
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oblige*  to  be  upon  their  guard  with  him.  He 
was  the  worst  person  in  the  world  to  confide 
a  secret  to;  and  if  any  charge  against  any 
body  was  mentioned  tohira,  it  was  probably 
the  first  communication  he  made  to  the  pra-- 
Bon  in  i^uestion.  He  hated  scandal  and  tit- 
tle-tattle— loved  the  maniy  straight-tbrward 
course;  he  would  harbour  no  doubts,  and 
never  live  with  another  with  suspicions  m  his 
bosom — out  came  the  accusation,  and  he  called 
upon  the  individual  to  clear,  or  be  ashamed 
of,  himself.  He  detested  a  lie— nothing  en- 
raged him  so  much ;  he  was  by  temperament 
and  education  excessively  irritable,  and  -  '" 

completely  unchained  hira— his  indign 

knew  no  bounds.  He  had  considerable  tact 
in  detecting  untruth;  he  would  smell  it  out 
almost  inetmctively ;  he  avoided  the  timid 
driveller,  and  generally  chose  bis  compani  — 
among  the  lovers  and  pracfiaers  of  since  , 
and  candour.  A  man  tells  a  felsehood  and 
conceals  the  truth,  because  he  is  afraid  that 
the  declaration  of  tbi  thing  as  it  is  will  hurt 
liim.  Lord  Byron  was  above  all  fear  of  thi 
sort ;  he  flinched  from  telling  no  one  what  he 
thought  to  his  face;  from  bis  infancy  he  had 
been  a&aid  of  no  one.  Falsehood  is  not  the 
viae  of  the  powerful':  the  Greek  slave  I 
the  Turkish  tyrant  is  remarkable  for  his  . 
herence  lo  truth.  The  anecdote  that  follows, 
toldb    ~  


pacify  and  ignorance,  and  I  should  bum  with 
■mpatience  to  attempt  the  destrufcliofi  of  those 
ilupid  Turkish  rascals.  The  Greeks  snd 
Turks  are  opponents  worthy,  by  their  imbe- 
cility, of  each  other.'  I  had  scarcely  explain- 
ed myself  folly,  when  his  lordship  ordered  our 
boat  to  be  placed  alongside  the  other,  and  ac- 
tually related  our  whole  conversation  to  the 
prince.  In  doing  it,  however,  he  took  on  him- 
self the  task  of  pacifying  both  the  prince  and 
me,  and  though  I  was  at  first  very  angry,  and 
jhe  prince,  I  believe,  very  much  annoyed,  he 
succeeded.  Mavrooordato  afterwards  showed 
dissatisfactian  with  me,  and  I  prizedXjOrd 
ron's  regard  too  much,  to  remain  Ion?  dis- 
eased tviOi  a  proceeding  which  tv 


ordered  by  Lord  Byron  to  accompany  hira  to 
the  mouth  of  the  harbour  to  inspect  the  forti- 
fications, in  order  to  make  a  report  on  the  state 
they  were  in.  He  and  I  were  in  his  own  punt, 
alitUe  boat  which  he  had, rowed  bya  boy; 
and  in  a  large  boat,  accompanying  us,  were 
Prince  Mavrooordato  and  his  attendants.  As 
I  was  viewing,  on  one  hand,  the  Turkish  fleet 
attentively,  and  reSecting  on  its  powers,  and 
our  means  of  defence;  and  looking,  on  the 
oEher,  at  Prince  Mavrooordato  and  his  attend- 
ants, perfectly  unconcerned,  smoking  their 
pipes,  and  gossiping  as  if  Greece  were  libe- 
rated and  at  peace^  and  Missolongbi  in  a  state 
of  complete  security,  I  could  pot  help  giving 
vent  to  afeelingof  contempt  and  indignation. 
'What  is  the  matter,'  said  his  lordship,  ap- 
pearing to  be  very  serious,  '  whatmakes  you 
BO  anCTy, Parry?'  '  I  am  Dot  angry,'  I  replied, 
'  my  lord,  but  somewhat  indignant.  The 
Turks,  if  they  were  not  the  most  stupid 
wretches  breathing,  might  take  the  fort  of 
V^asaiadi,  by  means  of  two  pinnaces,  any  night 
they  plejised ;  they  have  only  to  approach  it 
with  muffled  oars;  they  will  not  be  heard,  I 
will  answer  for  their  not  being  seen ;  and  they 
may  storm  it  in  a  few  miniitea.  With  eight 
gun-boats,  properly  armed  with  S4-pounders, 
Uiey  might  batter  both  Missolonghi  and  Ana- 
tolica  to  the  ground.  And  there  sits  the  old 
gentlewoman,  Prince  Mavrooordato  and  his 
troop,  lo  whom  I  applied  an  epithet  I  will 
here  repeat,  as  if  they  were  all  perfectly  si 
They  know  their  powers  of  defence  are 
Bdequate,and  they  have  no  means  of  impr. 
ing  (hem.  If  I  were  in  their  place,  1  should 
t>e  in  a  fever  \t  the  thought  of  my  own  i 


id  children  from  slavery,  and  all  its 
accompanying  horrors.  1  was  summoned  to 
attend  him,  and  receive  his  orders,  that  every 
thing  should  be  done  which  might  contribute 
to  their  comfort.  He  was  seated  on  a  cushion 
at  the  upper  end  of  the  room,  the  women  and 
children  were  standing  before  him,  with  their 
steadily  on  him,  and  on  his  right 


One  of  them,  apparently  about  thirty 
years  of  age,  possessing  great  vivacity,  and 
whosemanners  and  dress  J  though  she  was  then 
dirty  and  disfigured,  indicated  that  she  was 
superiot  in  ra^  and  condition  to  her  com- 
panions, was  spokeswoman  for  the  whole.  I 
admired  the  good  order  the  others  preserved, 
never  interfering  with  the  explanation,  or  in- 
terrupting the  single  speaker.  I  also  admired 
the  rapid  tnanner  m  which  the  interpreter  ex- 
plained every  thing  they  said,  so  as  to  make 
''  almost  appear  that  there  was  but  one 
waiter — After  a  short  time,  it  was  evident 
,t  what  l4ird  Byron  was  hearing,  affected 
his  feelings-^hls  countenance  changed,  his 
colour  went  and  came,  and  I  thought  he  was 
ready  to  weep.  But  he  had,  on  all  occasions, 
a  ready  and  peculiar  knack  in  turning  con- 
versation from  any  disagreeable  or  unpleasant 
subject;  and  he  had  recourse  lo  this  expedi- 
ent. He  rose  up  suddenly,  and  turning  round 
on  his  heel,  as  was  his  wont,  he  said  something 
quickly  to  his  interpreter,  who  immediately 
■epeated  it  to  the  women.  All  eyes  were  in- 
tantly  fixed  on  me,  and  one  of  the  party,  a 
young  and  beautiful  woman,  spoke  very 
wamSy.  Lord  Byron  seemed  satisfied,  and 
said  (hey  might  retire.  The  women  all  slip- 
ped off  their  shoes  in  an  instant,  and  going  up 
to  his  lordship,  each  in  succession,  accompa- 
nied hy  their  children,  kissed  his  hand  fer- 
vently, invoked,  in  the  Turkish  manner,  a 
blessing  both  on  his  head  and  heart,  and  then 

Snitled  the  room.  This  was  too  much  for  Lord 
lyron,  and  he  turned  bis  face  away  to  con- 
ceal his  emotion." 

"One  of  Lord  Byron's  household  had  sev- 
eral times  involved  himself  and  his  master  in 
perplexity  and  trouble,  by  his  unresfraincd 
atlaobment  to  women.  In  Greece  this  had 
been  very  annoying,  and  induced  Lord  Eyron 
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to  think  of  a  means  of  curing  il.  A  young 
Siiliote  of  the  guard  was  accordingly  dressed 
up  liice  a  woman,  and  instructed  io  place  him- 
self in  the  way  of  the  amorous  swain.  The 
.  bait  took,  and  after  some  communication,  had 
rather  by  signs  than  fay  words,  for  the  pair  did 
not  underBtand  each  other's  luiguage,  the 
sham  lady  was  carefully  conduoledljy  the  gal- 
lant Co  one  of  Lord  Byron's  apartments.  Here 
the  couple  were  surprised  by  an  enraged  Su- 
iiote,  a  husband  provided  for  the  occasion, 
accompanied  by  half  a  dozen  of  his  comrades, 
whose  presence'  and  threats  terrified  (he  poor 
lacquey  almost  out  of  his  senses.  The  no-— 
of  course  brought  Lord  Byron  to  the  spot, 
laugh  at  the  tricked  serving-man,  and  resc 
him  from  the  effects  of  his  terror." 

"  A  few  days  after  the  earthquake,  which 
took  place  on  the  21st  of  February,  as   -- 
were  all  sitting  at  table  in  the  evening, 
were  suddenly   alarmed  by  a  noise   ani 
shaking  of  the  house,  somewhat  simiiai 
that  which  we  had  experienced  when   the 
earthquake  occurred.    Of  course  ail  started 
from  their  places,  and  there  was  the  same  kind 
of  confusion  as  on  the  former  evening, 
which  Byron,  who  was  present,  laughed  . 
moderately;  we  were  re-assured  by  this,  and 
soon  learnt  that  the  whole  was  a  method  he 
had  adopted  to  sport  with  our  fears." 

"  The  regiment,  or  rather  the  brigade,  we 
formed,  can  be  described  only  as  Byron  him- 
self describes  it.  There  was  a  Greek  tailor, 
who  had  been  in  the  British  servict  '  " 
Ionian  Islands,  where  he  had  married 
ian  woman.  ,  This  lady,  knowing  something 
of  the  military  service,  petitioned  Lord  Byron 
to  appoint  her  husband  master- tailor  of  the 
brigade.  The  suggestion  was  useful,  and  this 
part  of  her  petition  was  immediatelj'  granted; 
At  the  same  time,  however,  she  solicited  that 
she  might  be  permitted  to  raise  a  corps  of 
women,  to  be  placed  under  her  orders,  to  ac- 
company the  regiment.  She  stipulated  for 
free  nuarters  and  rations  for  them,  but  reject- 
ed all  claim  for  pay.  They  were  to  be  free 
of  all  incumbrances,  and  were  to  wash, 
cook,  and  otherwise  provide  for  the  men. 

Siroposition  pleased  Lord  Byron,  and,  strung 
he  matter  to  me,  he  said  he  hoped  I  should 
have  no  objection.  I  had  been  accustomed 
to  see  women  accompany  the  English  army, 
and  I  knew  that,  though  sometimes  an  incum- 
brance, they  were,  on  the  whole,  more  bene- 
ficial than  otherwise.  In  Greece,  there  were 
many  circumstances  which  would  make  their 
services  extremely  valuable,  and  I  gave  my 
consent  to  the  measure.  The  tailor's  wife  did 
accordingly  recruit  a  considerable  number  of 

"""" ibcred  women,  of  almost  all  nations, 

cipally  Greeks,  Italians,  Maltese,  and 
11  egresses.  'I  was  afraid,'  said  Lord  Byron, 
'when  I  mentioned  this  matter  to,  you,  yoii 
would  be  crusty,  and  oppose  it — it  is  the  TeTy 
thing.  Let  me  see,'  my  corps  outdoes  Fal- 
;  there  are  English,  Germans,  French, 


LO  general  hi 
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;r  before  such 


o  whom  he 
ited  on  this 
r  he  spoke 
n  met  with 
1,  -vrho  had 


.us  Apollo! 

"  Lord  Byron  had  a  black  groo 
Greece,  an  American  by  birth,  ti 

as  very  partial.    He  alwavs  L-"- 

an's  calling  him  Maesa,  wheni 
bim.  On  one  occasion,  the  sr 

?o  women  of  his  own  comple;  ,  . 
been  slaves  to  the  Turks  and  liberated,  hut 
had  been  left  almost  to  starve  when  the  Greeks 
had  risen  on  their  tyrants.  Being  of  the  same 
colour  was  a.  bond  of  sympathy  Between  them 
and  the  groom,  and  he  applied  t"  "'"  ""  " 
both  these  women  quarters  in  ttii 

£ 'anted  the  application,  and  me 
ord  Byron,  who  laughed  at  the  gallantry  of 
his  groom,  and  ordered  that  he  should  be 
brought  before  him  at  ten  o'clock  the  next 
day,  to  answer  for  his  presumption  in  making 
such  an  application.  At  ten  o'clock,  accord- 
irsly,heattendedhi8  master  with  great  trem- 
bling and  fear,  hut  stuttered  so  when  he  at- 
tempted to  speak,  that  he  coidd  not  mallte 
himself  understood;  Lord  Byron  endeavour- 
ing, almost  in  vain,  to  preserve  his  gravity, 
reproved  bim  severely  for  his  presumption. 
Blacky  stuttered  a  thousand  excuses,  and  was 
ready  to  do  any  thing  to  appease  his  massa's 
anger.  His  great  yellow  eyes  wide  open,  ha 
trembling  from  head  to  foot_,  his  waoderine 
and  stuttering  excuses,  his  visible  dread — all 
tended  to  provoke  laughter;  and  Lord  By- 
ron, fearing  his  own  dignity  would  he  hove 
overboard,  told  him  to  hold  his  tongue,  and 
listen  to  his  sentence.  I  was  commanded  to 
enter  it  in  his  memorandum-book,  and  then 
he  pronounced,  in  a  solemn  tone  of  voice, 
while  Blacky  stood  i^bast,  expecting  some 
severe  punishment,  the  following  doom ;  '  My 
determination  is,  that  the  children  born  of 
these  black  women,  of  which  you  may  be  (he 
Mher,  shall  be  my  property,  and  I  will  maiu- 
■    them.    What  say  you?   '  Go— Go— God 

3  you,  massa,  may  you  live  great  while,' 

stuttered  out  the  groom,  and  sallied  forth  to 
teil  the  good  news  to  the  two  distressed  wo- 

The  luxury  of  Lord  Byron's  living  at  this 
me,  may  be  seen  (i-om  the  following  order, 
which  he  gave  his  superintendent  of  the  house- 
hold, for  the  daily  expenses  of  his  own  table, 
than  one  piastre. 


Maltese,   Kagusians,   Itsdians,   Neapolitans, 

""- '""""lians,  Russians,  Suliotes,  Mon 

■n  Greeks  in  front,  and,  to  bring  np 
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the  res'",  the  tailor's  wife  and  her  troop.  Glo- 


This  was  his  dinner  ;  his  breakfast  consisted 
of  a  single  dish  of  tea.  without  milk  or  sugar. 

The  circumstances  that  attended  the. death 
df  this  illustrious  and  noble-'ninded  man,  are 
described  in  the  following  plain  and  simple 
manner,  by  his  &ithful  va^t  and  constant  fol 
lower,  Mr.  Fletcher: — 

"My  master,"  says  Mr.  Fletcher,  " cno 
tinued  his  usual  custom  of  riding  dolly,  ivhei 
the  weather  would  permit,  until  the  9!h  oi 
April.    But  on  that  ill-fated  day  he  got  very 
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wet;  and  on  his  return  home,  hia  lordship 
changed  the  whole  of  hia  dress ;  but  he  had 
been  too  lone  in  his  wet  clothes,  and  the  cold, 
of  which  he  had  complained  more  or  less  ever 
since  we  left  Cephaionia,  made  this  attack  be 
more  severely  felt.  Though  rather  feverish 
during  the  night,  his  lordship  slept  pretty  well, 
but  QOmplained  in  the  morning  of  a  pain  in 
his  bones,  and  a  head-ache :  Ihia  did  not,  how- 
ever, prevent  him  from  taking  a,  ride  in  the 
afternoon,  tvhich,  I  grieve  to  say,  was  his  last. 
Oa  his  return,  my  master  said  (hat  the  saddle 
was  not  perfectly  dry,  from  being  so  wet  the 
day  before,  and  observed  that  he  thought  it 
had  made  him  worse.  His  lordship  was  again 
visited  by  the  same  slow  fever,  and  I  was  soriy 
to  perceive,  on  the  next  mornins,  that  his  ill- 
ness appeared  to  be  increasing.  He  was  very 
low,  and  complained  of  not  having  had  a 
sleep  during  the  night.  His  lordship's  ap] 
tite  was  also  quite  gone.  I  prepar^  a  lit 
arrow-root,  of  which  he  took  three  or  ft 
spoonfuls,  Wying  it  was  very  good,  but 
couM  take  no  more.  It  was  not  till  the  third 
day,  the  12th,  that  I  began  to  be  alarmed  _"__ 
my  master,  in  all  hia  former  colds,  he  always 
slept  well,  and  was  never  affected  by  this  slow 
fever.  I  therefore  went  to  Dr.  Bruno  and 
Mr.  Millingenj  the  two  medical  attendants, 
and  inquiredrainulelyiato  every  circumstance 
connected  with  my  master's  present  illness: 
both  replied  that  there  was  no  danger,  and  I 
might  make  myself  perfectly  easy  on  the  sub- 
ject, for  all  would  be  well  in  a  few  days.  This 
was  on  the  13th.  On  the  ibllowing  day,  I  found 
my  master  in  such  a  state,  that  I  could  not 
feel  happy  without  supplicating  that  he  would 
send  to  Zante  for  Dr.  Thomas.  After  ex- 
pressing my  fears  lest  his  lordship  should  get 
worse,,  he  desired  me  to  consult  the  doctors, 
which  I  did,  and  was  told  there  was  no  occa- 
sion for  calhng  in  any  person,  as  they  hoped 
all  would  be  well  in  a  few  days.  Here  1  should 
remark,  that  his  lordship  repeatedly  said,  in 
the  course  of  the  day,  he  was  sure  the  doctors 
did  not  understand  liis  disease ;  to  which  I  an- 
swered, 'Then,  my  lord,  have  other  advice 
b}^  all  means.'  '  They  tell  me,'  said  bis  lord- 
ship, '  that  it  is  only  a  common  cold,  which, 
you  know,  I  have  had  a  thousand  times.'  'Jam 
sure,  my  lord,'  said  ■■■■■-  ■    ■■ 


(hat  my  master  would  be  better 
days.  After  these  confident  as 
not  renew  ray  entreaties  until  n  was  loo  late. 
With  respect  to  the  medicines  that  were  given 
to  my  master,  I  could  not  persuade  myself 
that  those  of  a  strong  purgative  nature  were 
(he  best  adapted  for  his  complaint,  concluding 
(hat,  as  he  had  nothing  on  his  stomach,  the 
only  effect  would  be  to  create  pain;  indeed, 
(his  must  have  been  the  case  with  a  person  in 

frfect  health.  The  whole  nourishment  taken 
iny  master,  for  the  last  eight  days,  consist- 
of  a  small  quantity,  of  hrotli,  at  two  or  three 
different  times,  and  two  spoonfuls  of  arrow- 
fMit  on  the  ISth,  the  day  before  his  death. 


The  first  time  I  heard  of  there  being  any  in- 
on  of  bleeding  his  lordship,  was  on  the 
_.  ...when  it  was  proposed  by  Dr.  Bruno,  but 
objected  to  at  first  by  my  master,  who  asked 
Mr.  Millingen  if  there  was  any  great  reason 
for  taking  blood?  The  latter  replied  that  it 
might  be  of  service,  but  added,  it  might  be 
deterred  till  the  next  day;  and,  accordingly, 
my  master  was  bled  in  tlie  right  arm  on  the 
evening  of  the  ISth,  and  apound  ofbloodwaa 
taken.  T  observed,  at  the  time,  (bat  it  had  a 
most  inflamed  appearance.  Dr.  Bruno  now 
began  to  say,  that  he  had  frequently  urged  my 
master  to  be  bled,  but  that  he  always  refused. 
A  long  dispute  now  arose  about  the  time  that 
had  been  lost,  and  the  necessity  of  sending 
for  medical  aid  to  Zante  ;  upon  which  I  was 
informed,  for  the  first  time,  that  it  would  be 
of  no  use,  as  my  master  would  be  belter,  or 
no  more,  before  (ha  arrival  of  Dr.  Thomas, 
His  lordship  continued  to  get  worse,  but  Dr. 
Bruno  said,  he  (bought  letting  blood  again 


life;  and  I  lost 
ing  my  master  how  nfeeessary 
ply  with  the  doctor's  wishes.    To  this 


to  CI 


,  tell- 


his  arm,  said,  'Here,  take  my  arm,  and  do 
whatever  vou  like.'  His  lordship  contioued 
to  get  weaJier,  and  on  the  nth  he  was  bled 
twice  in  the  morning,  and  at  two  o'clock  in 
the  afternoon;  the  bleeding  at  both  times  was 
fallowed  by  feinting  fits,  and  he  would  have 
fiiUen  down  more  than  once,  had  I  not  caught 
him  in  my  arms.  In  order  to  prevent  such  an 
accident,  1  look  care  not  to  permit  his  lord- 
ship to  stir  without  supporting  him.  On  this 
day  my  master  said  to  me  twice,  '  I  cannot 
sleep,  and  you  well  know  I  have  not  been 
able  to  sleep  for  mora  than  a  week ;  I  know,' 
added  his  lordship,  '  that  a  man  can  only  be 
".  certain  time  without  sleep,  and  then  he  must 
[0  mad,  without  any  one  being  able  to  save 
lim ;  and  1  would  ten  times  sooner  shoot  my- 
self than  be  mad,  for  1  am  not  afraid  of  dying 
am  more  fit  to  die  than  people  think !' 
1  do  not,  however,  believe  that  his  lord- 
ship had  any  apprehension  of  his  fate  till  the 
day  after  the  18th,  when  he  said,  '  I  fear  you 
and  Titawill  be  ill  by  sitting  contmually  night 
and  day.'  1  answered,  '  We  shall  never  leave 
your  lordship  till  you  are  better.'  As  my  mas- 
ter bad  a  slight  fitof  delirium  on  the  1 6th,  I  look 
:  to  remove  the  pistol  and  stiletto,  which 

hitherto  been  kept  at  his  bedside  in  (ho 

night.  On  the  IGtb,  his  lordship  addressed  mc 
frequently,  and  seemed  to  be  very  much  dis- 
satisfied with  his  medical  treatment.  I  then 
said,  '  Do  allow  me  to  send  for  Dr.  Thomas  .'■ 
to  which  he  answered,  '  Do  so,  but  be  quick ; 
I  am  sorry  I  did  not  let  you  do  so  before,  as  1 
am  sure  they  have  mistaken  my  disease. 
Write  yourself,  for  I  know  thCT  wonld  not 
like  Co  see  other  doctors  here.'  1  did  not  lose 
a  moment  in  obeyinK  my  master's  orders;  and 
on  informing  Dr.  Bruno  and  Mr.  Millingeij 
of  if,  (hey  said  it  was  very  right,  as  they  now 
began  to  be  afraid  themselves.  On  returning 
to  my  master's  room,  his  first  words  were 
'  have  you  scot?'—'  I  have,  my  lord.'  was  mi 
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nQSirer;  upon  which  liesaiJ,  'you  have  done 
riglii:,  for  1  shuula  Iikt  \a  \nair  what  is  the 
matter  with  ine.'  Although  hia  lordship  did 
not  appear  to  think  his  dissolution  was  so  near, 
[  could  perceive  he  was  getting  weaker  every 
hour,  and  he  even  hegan  to  have  occasional 
fits  of  delirium.  He  aRerwards  said,  '  I  now 
begin  to  think  T  am  seriously  ill,  and  In  case 
I  should  he  taken  off  suddenly,  I  wish  to  give 
you  several  direcfions,  which  I  hope  yon  will 
be  particular  in  seeing  executed.'  I  answered 
I  would,  in  case  such  an  event  came  to  pass, 
but  expressed  a  hope  that  he  would  live  many 
years  to  execale  them  much  better  himself 
than  1  could.  To  this  my  master  replied,  '  Ko, 
it  is  DOW  nearly  over;'  and  then  added,  'I 
must  tell  you  all,  without  losing  a  moment!'  I 
then  said,  '  Shall  I  go,  my  lord,  and  fetch  pen. 
ink,andpaper?'. — 'Oh,myGod!  no;  youwill 
lose  too  much  time,  and  I  have  it  not  to  spare, 
for  my  lime  is  now  short,'  said  his  lordship, 
and  immediately  after,  '  Now,  pay  attention  ! ' 
His  lordship  commenced  hy  saying,  'Youwill 
be  provided  for.'  I  begged  him,  nowever,  t< 
proceadwilh  thingsof  moveconsequence.  Ht 
then  continued,  '  Oh,  my  poor  dear  child  1  my 
dearAda!  myGfbd!  couldlbuthaveseei  ' 

Give  her  my  blessing — and  my  dear  

Augusta,  and  her  children  ;  and  you  will  go 
to  Lady  Byron,  and  say — fell  her  every  thing, 
— you  are  friends  With  lier.'  His  lordship 
seemed  to  be  greatly  affected  at  this  moment. 
Here  my  master's  voice  foiled  him,  so  that  I 
could  only  catch  a  word  at  intervals ;  but  he 
kept  muttering  Eomething  very  seriously  for 
some  time,  and  would  often  raise  '  '        ' 

and  said,  'Fletcher,  now  if  you  do 

cute  every  order  which  I  have  given  you,  I 
will  torment  you  hereafter,  if  possible.'  Here 
I  told  his  lordship,  in  a  state  of  the  greatest 
perplesih^,  that  I  had  not  understood  a  word 
of  what  he  said;  to  which  he  replied,  (Oh, 
my  God!  thenallislost,for  it  isnowtoolate! 
Can  it  be  possible  vou  have  not  understood 
me  ?'— '  No,  my  lord,'  said  I,  '  but  I  pray  you 
to  try  and  inform  me  once  more.'   ' 

I?'  rejoined  my  master,  'it  is  noH   .__  , 

and  all  is  over!'  I  said,  'Not  our  will,  hut 
God's  be  done !' — and  he  answered,  '  Yes,  not 
mine  be  done  I— hut  I  will  try,'  His  lordship 
did  indeed  make  several  efforts  to  speak,  but 
could  only  speak  two  or  three  words  atatjmf 
— such  as  '  IMy  wife  !  my  child  !  my  sister  !- 
you  know  all — you  must  say  all  —you  knoi 
my  wishes' — the  rest  was  quite  unintelligible 
A  consultation  was  now  held  (about  noon' 
when  it  was  determined  to  administer  som'_ 
Peruvian  bark  and  wine.  My  master  had 
now  been  nine  days  without  aay  sustei 

whatever,  except  what  I  have  already 

tioned.  With  the  exception  of  a  few  words, 
which  can  only  interest  those  (o  whom  they 
were  addressed,  and  which,  if  required,  I  shall 
communicate  to  themselves,  it  was  impossible 
to  understand  any  thing  his  lordship  said  after 
taking  the  bark._  He  expressed  a  wish  to 
sleep.  I  at  one  time  asked  whether  I  should 
call  Mr.  Parry,  to  which  he  replied,  'Tes, 
you  may  call  him.'  Mr.  Pairy  desired  him 
to  compose  himself.    He  shed  tears,  and  ap. 


parently  sunk  into  a  slumher.    Mr.  Parry 

'  away,  expecting  to  find  him  refreshed 

.  .  J  return,— -but  it  was  the  commencement 
of  the  lethargy  preceding  his  death.  The  last 
words  I  heard  my  master  utter,  were  at  six 
o'clock  on  the  evening  of  the  !8lh,  when  he 
said,  'I  must  sleep  now;'  upon  which  he  laid 
down,  never  to  rise  again  I — for  he  did  not 
hand  or  pTat  during  the  foliowina  twen- 
ty-four hours.  His  lordship  appeared,  how- 
ever, to  be  in  a  state  of  suffocation  at  intervals, 
and  had  a  frequent  rattling  in  the  throat ;  on 
these  occasions,  I  called  Tita  fo  assist  me  in 
raising  his  head,  and  I  thought  he  seemed  to 

Siite  stiff.  The  rattling  and  choking  in 
roat  look  place  every  half-hour,  and  we 
continued  to  raise  his  head  whenever  the  fit 
e  on,  1(11  six  o'clock  in  the  evening  of  the 
,  when  I  saw  my  master  open  his  eyes  and 
shut  them,  hut  without  showing  any  symp- 


'Oh! 


my  Gof !'  f  exclaimed  '  I  fear  his  lordship  is 
^nel'  thedoctorsthenfeit  his  pulse,  and  said. 
You  are  right — he  is  gone !' " 

It  would  be  vain  to  attempt  a  description 
of  the  universal  sorrow  that  ensued  at  Misso- 
longhi.  Not  only  Mavrocordato  and  his  im- 
mediate circle,  but  the  whole  city  and  all  its 
inhabitants  were,  as  it  seemed,  shinned  hy  this 
hlow;  it  had  been  so  sudden,  so  unexpected. 
His  ilhiess,  indeed,  had  heen  known,  and  for 
three  days  none  of  his  friends  could 
walk  in  the  streets,  without  anxious  inquiries 
from  every  one, of  "How  is  my  lord?" 

On  the  day  of  (hia  rdelancholy  event.  Prince 
Mavrocordato  issued  a  proclamation  expres- 
of  the  deep  and  unfeigned  erief  felt  by  all 
ses.and  ordering  every  public  demonstra- 
of  respect  and  sorrow  to  be  paid  to  the 
memory  of  the  illustrious  deceased,  by  firing 
minute-guns,  closing  all  the  public  offices  and 
shbps,  suspending  the  usual  Easter  festivities, 
ana  by  a  general  mournine,  and  funeral  pray- 
ers in  all  the  churches.  R  was  resolved  that 
the  body  should  he  embalmed,  and  after  the 
suitable  funeral  honours  had  heen  performed, 
should  he  embarked  for  ZantCj^thence  to  be 
conveyed  to  England.  Aecordingly  the  med- 
ical men  opened  the  body  and  embalmed  it, and 
having  enclosed  the  heart,  and  brain,  and  in- 
testines in  separate  vessels,  they  placed  it  in 
a  chest  lined  with  tin,  as  there  were  no  means 
of  procuring  a  leaden  coffin  capable  of  hold- 
ing the  spirits  necessary  for  its  preservation 
on  the  voyage.  Dr.  Bruno  drew  up  an  ac- 
count of  the  examination  of  the  body,  by 
which  it  appeared  his  lordship's  death  had 
heen  caused  hy  an  inflammatory  fever.  Dr. 
Meyer,  a  Swiss  physician,  who  was  presput, 
and  hail  accidentally  seen  Madame  de  Stael 
after  her  death-,  stated,  (hat  the  formation  of 
the  brain  in  both  these  illustrious  persons  was 
extremely  similar,  hut  that  Iiord  Byron  had 
a  much  greater  quantity. 

On  the  aad  of  April,  1824,  in  the  midst  of 
his  own  brigade,  of  the  troops  of  the  govei  a  ■ 
ment,  and  of  the  whole  population,  on  the 
shoulders  of  the  officers  of  his  corps,  relieved 
occasionally  by  other  Greeks,  the  most  pre- 
cious portion  of  his  honoured  remains  wer* 
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oarriefl  to  the  churcli,  where  lie  the  bodies  of 
Marco  Botearis  and  of  General  NormaDn. 
There  they  were  laid  down ;  the  coffin  was  a 
rude,  ill-constructed  chest  of  w6od;  a  black 
mantle  served  for  a  pall,  and  over  it  were 
placed  a  helmet,  a  sword,  and  a  crown  oflau- 
rel.  But  no  funeral  pomp  could  have  left  the 
impreasLon,  nor  spoken  the  feelings,  of  this 
simple  ceremony.  The  wretchedness  and  deso- 
latiuD  of  the  place  itself;  the  wild  and  half- 
civilized  warriors  present;  their  decp-felf ,  un- 
affected grief;  the  fond  recollections;  thedis- 
appoinled  hopes-,  the  anxieties  and  sad  pre- 
Kentiments  which  might  be  read  on  every 
countenance— all  contributed  to  form  a  scene 
more  moving,  more  truly  affecting,  than  per- 
haps was  ever  before  witnessed  round  the  grave 

When  the  funeral  service  was  over,  the  bier 
was  left  in  the  middle  of  the  church,  where  i 
remaiuad  until  the  evening  of  the  next  day 
and  was  guarded  by  a  detachment  of  his  owi 
hriaade.  The  church  was  incessantly  crowd- 
ed by  those  who  came  to  honour  and  to  regrel 
the  benefactor  of  Greece.  In  the  evening  of 
the  23d,  the  bier  was  privately  carried  back 
by  his  officers  to  his  own  house.  The  coffin 
was  not  closed  till  the  29th  of  the  month. 

Immediately  after  bis  death,  his  countenance 
had  an  air  of  calmness,  mingled  with 
verity,  that  seemed  gradually  to  soften,  and 
the  whole  expression  was  truly  sublime. 

On  May  2d,  the  remains  of  Lord  Byron 
were  embarked,  under  a  salute  from  the  guns 
of  the  fortress.    "  How  ditTerent,"  excfiims 
Count  Gamba,  "  from  that  which  had  wel- 
comeithe,arriv4  of  Bw*Jn_JKily  foUr'  months 
ago !     After  a  passage  o't  tliree  days,  the  ves- 
sel reached  Zante,  and  the_  precious  deposit 
was  placed  in  the  quarantine  house.    Hi 
some  additional  precautions  were  taken  toi 
sure  its  safe  arrival  in  England,  by  providing 
another  case  for  the  body.    On  May  the  10th, 
Colonel  Stanhope  arriv&d  at  Zante,  from  the 
Morea,  and,  as  he  was  on  his  way  back  '- 
England,  be  took  charge  of  Lord  Byron's  i 
mains,  and  embarked  with  them  on  board  I 
Florida.    On  the  25th  of  May  she  sailed  from 
Zante,  on  the  S91b  of  June  entered  the  Downs, 
and  from  thence  proceeded  to  Stangate  creek, 
to  perform  quarantine,  where  she  arrived  on 
Thuraday,  July  1st. 

John  Cam  Hobhouse,  Esq.  and  John  Han- 
gon,  Esq.  Lord  Byron's  executors,  after  hav- 
ing proved  his  will,  claimed  the  body  from  the 
Fforida,  and  under  their  directions  it  was  re- 
Oioved  to  the  house  of  Sir  Edward  Knatch- 
bull,  No.  20,  Great  George-street,  West- 
minster. 

It  was  announced,  from  time  to  time,  thai 
the  body  of  Lord  Byron  was  to  be  exhibited 
in  state,  and  the  progress  of  the  embellisb- 
meuts  of  the  poet's  bier  was  recorded  in  the 
pages  of  a  bundled  publications.    They  —  - 

at  length  completed,  and  to  separate  the 

eaity  of  the  poor  from  the  admiration  of  the 
richj  the  latter  were  indulged  with  tickets  of 
admission,  and  a  day  Was  set  apart  for  them 
to  mo  and  wonder  over  the  decked  room  and 
llie  emblazoned  bier.    Peers  and  peeresses. 


priests,  poets,  and  politicians,  came  in  gilded 
chariots,  and  in  hired  hacks,  to  gaae  upon  tho 
splendour  of  (he  funeral  preparations,  and  to 
sefe^n  how  rich  and  how  vain  a  shroud  the 
body  of  the  immortal  bard  had  been  hid. 
Those  idle  trappings,  in  which  rank  seems  to 
mavk  its  altitude  above  the  vulgar,  belonged 
to  the  state  of  the  peer,  rather  than  to  the  state 
of  the  poet;  genius  required  no  such  attrac- 
tions, and  all  this  magnificence  served  only  to 
distract  our  regard  m>m  the  man,  whose  in' 
spired  tongue  was.  now  silenced  for  ever. 
Who  cared  for  Lord  Byron,  the  peer  and  the 
privy-counsellor,  with  his  coronet,  and  his 
long  descent  from  princes  on  one  side,  and 
from  heroes  on  both  ?  and  who  did  not  care 
for  George  Gordon  Byron,  the  poet,  who  has 
charmed  us,  and  will  charm  our  descendants, 
with  his  deep  and  impassioned  verse?  The 
homage  was  rendered  to  genius,  not  surely  to 
rank — for  lord  can  be  stamped  on  any  clay, 
but  inspiration  can  only  he  impressed  on  the 
finest  metal. 

A  few  select  friends  and  admirers  followed 

Lord  Byron  to  the  grave — his  coronet  was 

borne  before  him,  and  there  were  many  indi- 

of  his  rank ;  but,  save  the  assembled 

multitude,  no  indications  of  his  genius.    In 

iformity  with  a  singular  practice  of  the 

,at,  a  long  train  of  their  empty  carriages 

followed  the  mourning-coaches — mocking  the 

dead  with  idle  state, and  impedingwith  barren 

itry  the  honester  sympathy  of  the  crowd. 

!  were  the  owners  of  those  machines  of 
sloth  and  luxury — where  were  the  men  of 
rank,  among  whose  dark  pedijgrees  Lord  By- 
ron threw  the  light  of  his  genius,  and  lent  the 
brows  of  nobility  a  halo  to  which  they  w — 


mere  difference  in  matters  of  human  belief 
keep  those  fastidiouspersonsaway?  But,above 
all,  where  were  the  friends  with  whom  wed- 
lock had  united  himP  On  his  desolate  corpse 
no  wife  looked,  no  child  shed  a  tear.  We  have 
no  wish  to  set  ourselves  up  as  judges  in  do- 
mestic infelicities,  and  we  are  willing  to  be- 
lieve they  were  separated  in  such  a  way  as  to 
render  conciliation  hopeless  ;  but  who  could 
stand  and  look  on  his  i^le  manly  face,  and  his 
dark  locks,  whLch  early  sorrows  were  making 
thin  and  gray,  without  feeling  that,  gifted  as 
he  was,  with  a  soul  above  the  mark  of  other 
men,  his  domestic  misfortunes  called  for  our 
pity,  as  surely  as  his  genius  called  for  our  ad- 

As  the  cavalcade  proceeded  through  the 
streets  of  London,  a  fine-looking  honest  tar 
was  observed  to  walk  nCar  the  hearaC  uncov- 
ered, throughoat  the  morning,  and  on  being 
asked  bv  a  stranger  whether  he  formed  part 
of  the  funeral  corte^,  he  replied,  he  came 
there  to  pay  his  respects  to  the  deceased,  with 
whom  he  had  served  in  the  Levant,  when  he 
made  the  tour  of  the  Grecian  Islands,  This 
poor  fellow  was  kindly  offered  a  place  by  some 
of  the  servants  who  were  behind  the  carriage, 
but  he  said  he  was  strong,  and  had  rather  walk 
near  the  hearse. 

It  was  not  tiU  Friday,  July  J61h,  that  (he 
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LIFE  OF  LORD  BYRON. 


interment  took  pk.__. _     

in  the  family  vault,  at  the  village  of  Huck- 
nail,  eight  miles  beyond  Nottingham,  and 
within  two  miles  of  the  venerabie  abbey  of 
Newstead.  He  was  accompanied  to  the  ^ave 
by  crowds  of  persons  eager  to  show  this  last 
testimony  of  respect  to  his  memory.  In  one 
of  his  earlier  poems,  he  had  expressed  a  wish 
that  his  dust  might  minsle  with  bis  mother's, 
and,  in  compliance  with  this  wish,  bis  cofGn 
was  placed  in  the  vault  next  to  hers.  It  was 
twenty  minutes  past  fbur  o'clock,  on  Friday, 
July  16th,  1834,  when  tl:e  ceremony  was  con- 
eluded,  when  the  tomb  closed  for  ever  on  By- 
ron, and  when  his  friends  were  relieved  from 
every  care  concerning  him,  save  that  of  doin^ 
justLce  to  his  memory,  and  of  cherishing  his 


of  Rochcble, 
Bum  in  London,! 

Jan,  as,  nss, 

died  St  MisEolonghi, 


An  urn  accompanied  the  coffin,  and  on  it 
'as  inscribed : 

"  Withui  this  urn  are  deported  the  h«ait, 

brain  etc. 

of  Ihe  deoeased  Lord  Byron." 

An  elegant  Grecian  tablet  of  white  marble, 

..asbeen  placed  in  the  chance!  of  the  Hucknall 

church.    We  subjoin  a  copy  of  Ihe  inscnp- 

The  words  are  in  Komon  capitals,  and  di- 
vided into  lines,  as  under: 


GEORGE  GORDON  NOEL  BYRON, 


by  Google 
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COMPLETE  WORKS 


a®S®    BT^®M» 


^ouvn  at  WUntm. 


whiBlled  as  h«  went  for  vianl  of  thought. 


10  THE  RIGHT  HONOTOABLE  FREDERICK,  EABL  OF  CARLISLE 
THESE  FOEmS  ARE  UISORIBED, 

THE  AUTHOR. 


ON  LEAVING  NEWSTBAD  ABBEY. 


■  the  win^ej  dwe 
08SIAN. 


Have  choked  up  the  ro 


Of  the  maa-covcr'd  barons  who,  proudly,  to  battle 

The  escutchsonand  shield,  wWch  with  every  blast  rattle 

Afa  the  only  sad  vestiges  now  that  remajn. 
No  nwre  doih  old  Robert,  with  harp-stringmg  number? 

Raise  a  flame  in  the  breaal,  for  the  wai-laurd'd  wreath 
Near  Askalon'e  Towers  John  of  HoriEtan'  slumbers, 

Unnerved  is  the  band  of  bis  nunsirel  by  death. 
Paul  and  Hubert  too  sleep,  in  the  vaUoy  of  Cressy 

For  the  safety  of  Edward  and  England  they  fell 
My  fathers !  the  tears  of  your  country  redress  ye ; 

How  yori  fought  I  how  you  died !  still  her  annals 


Shades  of  heroes,  farewell  1  your  descendant  depattin  j 

From  the  seat  of  his  ancestors  bids  you  adieu ! 
Abroad  or  at  home,  your  remombrance  imparting 
V  courage,  be  'U  thuik  upon  glory  and  you. 


That  fame,  and  that  memory,  Btil 
He  vows  that  he  ne'er  will  disg 
ike  you  will  be  live,  or  like  you 
When  deeay'd,  may  he  mingle  h 


EPITAPH  ON  A  FRIEND. 


Oh,  Friend!  for  ever  ioved,  lor  ever  dear  I 
What  fruitless  tears  have  bathed  ihy  honour'd  bior ! 
What  sighs  re-echo'd  to  thy  parting  breath, 
While  thou  wast  strugghng  in  the  pangs  ofdeaiJi' 
Could  tears  retard  the  tyrant  in  bis  course ; 
Could  sighs  avertbis  dart's  rdonticss  force, 
Could  youth  and  virtue  claim  a  short  ilelsy, 
auly  charm  the  spectre  Irom  his  prev ; 

Thy  comrade's  honour,  and  thy  friend's  deliglii. 
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BYRON'S  WORKS. 


If,  yet,  thy  genlle  apiril  hover  nigh 
The  spat,  where  now  thy  mouldering  ashes  lie, 
Hcr^  will  tbon  (read,  recorded  on  my  heart, 
A  grief  too  deep  to  trust  the  sculptor^s  art. 
No  marble  marfia  thy  couch  of  lowly  sleep. 
But  living  Atatties  there  are  eeen  to  weep  j 
Affliction's  semhlance  bendB  not  o^er  thy  tomb, 
Affliction's  self  deplores  thy  youlhful  doom. 
What  though  thy  eire  lament  his  fouling  Unei 

Though  none,  like  thee,  his  dyuig  hour  mil  ch^r 
Yet,  other  olTspting  sooth  lus  anguish  here : 
But  who  with  me  shall  hold  thy  fanner  place  7 
Thine  iina^  what  new  hiendship  can  elTace? 


Which  msy 

The  green  sparhl 

The  soldier 

For  a  fanciH 

In  Glory's  romati 

When  in  ha 

And  haihes  ever; 

If,wi 


high-bounding  pride. 


Renouncing  the  gore 
All  his  toils  are 
When,  embracH 

From  her  eyeUd  he  I 


A  FRAGMENT. 
When  Io  thoir  airy  haU  my  fathers'  voice 
Shajl  call  my  spirit,  joyful  in  their  choice ; 
When,  poised  upon  the  gale,  my  form  shall  rii 
Or,  dark  in  mist,  descend  the  mountain's  side 
Oh  1  may  my  shade  behold  no  sculptured  uriL 
To  mark  the  spot  nhere  earth  to  earth  rctumi 

My  epitaph  shall  be  my  name  alons : 
If  thai  with  honour  fail  to  crown  my  clay. 
Oh !  may  nn  other  fame  my  deeds  repay ; 
TTial,  only  that,  shall  single  out  the  spot, 
Br  (hat  remember'd,  or  with  that  forgot. 


THE  TEAR. 


ja  Nymphs,  senilt. 


Wbeh  Friendship  or  I<ove 
Our  sympathies  move ; 
When  Truth  in  a  glance  should  appear ; 
The  lips  may  bogmle. 
With- a  dimple  or  sp- 


Bu 

tiia  teat  of  affection's  a 

Te 

To 
Is 

Too  oft  is  a  smile 

But  the  hypocrite's  wile, 

Give  me  the  soft  sigh, 
Whilst  the  soul-leffing  eye 
mm'd,forathne,withaTe 

MUd  charity's  glow, 
To  us  mortals  below. 

Compassion  will  melt. 


For  a  li 


re  thee, 


CO  seen  through  a  Teai 
Though  my  vows  I  can  pour, 

My  Mary,  to  Love  once  so  dear ; 
In  the  shade  of  her  hower, 
1  remember  tho  hour, 

May  sho  ever  live  blest, 

With  a  sigh  I  resign?"    "'^™' 

What  I  once  thought  was  mme 
And  forgive  her  decei'  nilli  a  Tear. 

Ye  friends--  ..y  heart. 

Ere  from  yuu  I  depart, 
This  hope  to  my  breast  is  most  neai; 

If  agdn  we  shall  meet, 

In  this  rural  retreat. 


When  my  soul  wings 

To  the  regions  of  nig 

id  my  corse  shall  recline 

As  ye  pass  by  the  ton 


Which  the  children  of  va 


'ith  a  Tear. 


AN  OCCASIONAL  PROLOGUE, 

vrti  prgviowi  la  the  performance  of  •■  TIa  Wur- 

of  Farun^  at  a  priuale  theatre. 
IE  the  refinement  of  this  pi^ish'd  ai:e 
Has  swept  immoral  raillery  from  the  slage ; 

WMch  stamp'd  disgrace  on  all  an  author  wm ; 
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Nor  dare  tu  caU  the  blush  from  Beauty's  chee 
OhE  let  (he  modest  Muse  s«ne  pity  daim^ 
And  meet  indulgsnce  thougli  she  lind  not  fiuni 
Btill,  not  for  her  alone  wc  wish  respect. 
Others  appear  more  conscioua  of  defecl ; 
To-night,  no  Veteran  Kosoii  you  behdd, 
rn  all  [he  art?  nf  scenic  action  old; 
No  Cooke,  no  Kehble,  can  aaiute  you  hen 
No  Si  DDOi-a  draw  the  sympathetic  tear ; 
To-night,  you  throng  to 


Here,  then,  oi 


to  the  drami 


Not  on 

poor  tremble 

,only 

fear  betrays, 

Whoh 

pea,  yet  aim 

St  dreads,  lo  meet  your  [ 

Butal: 

Pernr 

Info™ 

of  their  fate. 

Noven 

can  retard. 

Yourg 

encroiM  pla.i>d 

.ursde  reword; 

se,  each  Her 

all  hi 

power  diajJays, 

Each  1 

mid  Heroine 

irmh 

before  your  gaie  .- 

Surely 

the  last  will  a 

-otecilon  hnd, 

thesoltcr^ 

rove  unkind: 

WhibI 

Youth  WB 

autv 

rm  the  female  shi 

d. 

The  si 

air  must  yield. 

retsh 

uld  our  feeble 

edbil 

Should 

after  all,  out 

beste 

dedvoutafiul; 

ON  THE  DEATH  OF  MR  FOX. 
Tito  foUawing   ilUhend   Impnmplu    appiared    i 


These  feebng 


and  Truth  ui 


To  wkieh  the  AuHior  ijf  Ihac  Pieces  «n(  the  fiUoa 

Oh!  factious  riper!  whoae  enrenomM  tooth 
Would  mangle  slLU  the  dead,  perverting  truth  ; 
What,  though  our  "  nation's  foes"  lament  the  fate. 
With  °enerous  feelmg,  of  tbe  good  and  great ; 
Shall  dastard  tongues  essay  to  blael  the  name 

When  Pitt  expired,  in  plenitude  of  power. 


His  friends,  in  tears,  a  last  aad  requiem  gave, 

He  sunk,  an  Atlas,  bending  'nealh  the  weight 
Of  cares  o'erwhebning  our  eonflicling  state ; 
Whenjlo!  a  Hercules,  in  Fox,  appear'd. 
Who,  for  a  time,  (he  ruin'd  fiibric  rear'd ; 
He,  loo,  is  fen'n,  who  Britain's  loss  supplied ; 
With  hun,  our  fast-reviring  hopes  have  died ; 


All£ 


:tulhiu 


cr  gloomy  veL, 
ning  world  must  v 
'd  marble  sleep. 


Fo 

W 

Fo 

hilefrien 
X  shall, 
r  e'en  to 
hicli  En 
r  P.TT, 

ds  and  foes  alike 
nBritaai's  future 

y,  wearing  Cand 
and  Pitt  alone,  h 

1* 
or- 

ttlcntsown 
Is,  shine, 
m  resign 

aredtoas 

STANZAS  TO 

A 

LADT, 

fViik  Ihe  Pcemi 

"f 

CamoBia. 

This 
PeH 

Olive  pledge  of  for 
aps,  devgirU  fo 

de 

thou' 'It  p 

iu]iil  aC  the  prudish  school, 

I  single  sorrow  doomM  to  fade- 

n  read,  dear  girl,  with  feeling  read, 


TO  M***. 

h!  did  those  eyes 

instead  of  fire, 

With  bright,  but  n 

lid  iifeetion  shine,- 

hough  they  might 

indie  less  desire, 

LOrtal,  would  he  tWi 

or  thou  ait  form'd 

0  heavenly  fair. 

Howe'er  those  or 

<  may  wildly  beam, 

'e  must  adnurc,  h 

still  despair: 

That  fatal  glajiee 

orbids  esteem. 

Thaakic 
Therefore, 

She  bade  a 


m  Ibee  for  ■ 


tOgU! 


irdhe 


might  dispute  the  priie, 
irel  lightning  lurk 
w  itnin  uiose  once  celestial  eyes. 
These  might  the  boldest  aylpb  appal. 

When  gleaming  with  niericUan  falau  f 
Thy  beauty  must  enrapture  all. 


re  thint 


said,th 


For,  did  tiiose  eyes  as  planets  roll, 
Thy  sister  Ughts  would  scaioc  a: 

E'en  suns,  which  systems  now  eoi 
Would  twinkle  dimly  through  Ihi 
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1                                                   BYRON'S  WORKS. 

TO  WOMAN. 

Untutor'd  by  science,  a  strangtr  to  foar. 

WouabI  eiperience  mighi  have  lold  me, 

And  rude  as  die  rocks  where  my  infancy  grew, 
No  fcehng,  save  one,  to  my  bosom  was  dear, 

Need  I  say,  my  sweet  Mary,  't  was  centred  in  you? 

Thy  firmest  promiECa  are  ooughl ; 

Yet,  it  could  not  be  Love^  for  I  knew  not  the  name ; 

ilut,  placed  m  aU  th;  charms  hdbre  me, 

What  passion  can  dwell  in  the  heart  of  a  chikl  ? 

All  1  rorget,  hut  to  adore  thee. 

But,  still,  I  percHve  an  emotion  the  same 

Oh!  Memory!  thou  choicest  bles^ng ; 

As  I  felt,  when  a  boy,  on  the  crag-cover'd  wUd : 

When  jota'd  with  hope,  when  stil]  posseasuig ; 

One  image,  alono,  on  my  bosom  imprest, 

Bui  how  mudi  curswl  by  every  lover, 

1  loved  my  bleak  regions,  nor  panted  for  new ; 

When  hope  is  fled,  and  pardon's  over. 

And  few  were  my  wants,  for  my  wdshes  were  blest, 

Woman,  that  fair  and  fond  deceiver, 

And  pure  were  my  thoughts,  for  my  soul  was  with  you. 

How  prompt  are  stnplings  to  believe  her ! 

How  Ihrobs  Ihe  pulae,  when  first  we  view 

The  eye  that  rolls  in  glossy  blue, 

From  mounti^n  to  mountain  I  bounded  along. 

Or  sparltW  black,  or  mildly  lhr™3 

I  breasted  i  die  billows  of  See'i '  rushing  tide. 

A  beam  from  under  hstzel  brows ! 

And  heard  at  a  diMance  the  Highlander's  song : 

llir^  quick  we  credit  every  oalh. 

At  eve,  on  my  heath-covcr-d  couch  of  repose. 

And  hear  her  plight  the  willing  troth ! 

No  dreams,  save  of  Mary,  were  spread  to  my  view 

Fondly  we  hope 't  will  last  for  aye. 

And  warm  to  tho  skies  my  devotions  arose. 

When,lo!  she  changes  m  a  day. 

For  the  first  of  my  prayers  was  a  bicssuig  on  you. 

This  record  will  for  over  stand. 

I  Icil  my  bleak  home,  and  my  viHons  are  gone. 

"Woman!  Ihy  vows  are  traced  in  sand.'" 

The  mountains  are  vanish'd,  my  youth  is  no  more ; 

As  the  last  of  my  race,  I  must  wither  alone. 

And  delight  but  in  days  I  have  wimess'd  before. 

TO  M.  S.  G. 

Ah !  splendour  has  nus'd,  but  embitter'd  my  lot, 

Wheb  I  dream  that  you  bve  me,  you'll  surely  Endive, 

More  dear  were  the  scenes  wMch  my  infancy  knew  ■ 

Eitend  not  your  anger  lo  sleep ; 
For  in  visions  aJone,  your  affection  can  live ; 

Though  my  hopes  may  have  fail'd,yet  they  are  not  forgot, 

Though  cold  is  my  heart,  still  it  Imgers  with  you. 

1  rise,  and  it  leaves  me  to  weep. 

When  I  see  some  dark  hill  pomt  its  crest  to  the  sky. 

Then,  Morpheus !  envelope  my  faculties  fast. 

1  Lhink  of  the  rocks  that  o'ershadow  Colbleen ; 

Shed  o'er  me  your  languor  benign  i 

Should  the  dream  of  to-night  but  resemble  the  last ; 

I  think  of  those  eyes  that  endear'd  the  rude  scene ; 

What  rapture  .elosUttl  is  mine! 

When,  haply,  some  hght  waving  lochs  I  beheld. 

They  tell  us,  that  slumber,  the  sister  of  death, 

Mortality's  emblem  is  given ; 
To  fate  hew  I  long  to  reagn  my  frail  breath. 

1  think  on  the  long  fioiving  ringlets  of  goid. 

The  locks  that  were  sacred  lo  beauty,  and  you. 

If  this  be  a  Ibretasie  of  heavenl 

Yet  the  day  may  arrive,  when  the  mountains,  once  mor^ 

All  I  frown  not,  aweet  Lady,,  unbend  ymr  soil  brow, 

Shall  rise  to  my  ^ht,  in  their  mantles  of  snow : 

Nor  deem  me  too  happy  i^i  this ; 

But  while  these  soar  above  me,  unchaBged  as  before. 

If  I  sin  .n  my  dreun,  I  alone  for  it  now. 

Will  Mary  he  there  to  receive  nw  ?  ah,  no ! 

Thus  doom'd  but  to  gaze  upon  bliss. 

Adieu  1  then,  ye  hilU,  where  my  childhood  ivas  bred. 

Though  in  visions,  sweet  Lady,  perhaps,  you  may  smile, 

Ohi  Ihink  not  my  penance  deficient  i 
Whtv  dreams  of  your  presence  my  slumbers  beguile, 

Thou  su>eet  fiowuig  Dee,  to  thy  waters  adieu  1 
No  home  in  the  forest  shall  shelter  my  head ; 

Ah  r  Mary,  what  home  couM  bo  mine,  hut  wilh  you  f 

Tu  awake  will  be  torture  suiBcicnt. 

• 

TO***. 

SONG. 

Oh  !  yes,  I  will  own  we  were  dear  lo  each  other, 

Wii  EH  I  roved,  eyoimg  Highlander,  o'er  the  dark  heath, 

Andclimb'd  thy  steep  summit,  oh !  Morven  of  Snow,' 

To  guio  on  the  torrent  thai  thunder'd  beneath. 

The  love  which  you  felt  was  the  love  of  a  brother. 

Or  the  mist  of  the  tempest  that  galher'id  helow,^ 

Nor  less  Ilie  affection  1  chetish'd  for  you. 

Like  Love  too,  she  moves  on  a  swifl-waving  pinion, 

aiow."  ii  an  eipreaaion  tiequoMl?  to  be  found  in  IDaaian. 

But  glows  not,  like  Love,  with  unquenchable  fires. 

B  The  Dee  i»  a  beauliful  liver,  whieh  rises  near  Mai  ■^nlgu 

and.  <j<'j;a9iDiuillr.  >Lwnpanied  hr'llglilninii.  wlitia  the  icac^ 

u.foriiie.a:iy  tonka  dews  .m  tho  sioim,  psifecOrHcure  fiom 

3  Colbleen  is  a  lunumsin  ueir  the  yeiee  of  U»  IIiEblandi. 

o..ff«'* 

Dot  fat  tram  the  rains  of  Doe  CsBlle. 
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re  the  ac 


Uut  winler'a  rude  tempesla  are  gathering  i 

No  mora  widi  Affection  shall.Mpmory  blsniling 

Tha  wonted  delighiB  of  our  childhood  retrace ,' 

And  whai  ivould  be  Justice  ap|jears  a  disgrace. 
However,  dear  S ,  fori  still  must  esteem  you, 

Ths  row  whom  1  lore  I  can  never  upbraid, 
The  chance,  ivhid)  has  lost,  tnay  in  Tulure  redeem  pu, 

Repentance  Hill  cancel  the  vow  ; ou  have  made. 
1  will  not  complain,  and  Ihou^  chilled  ia  affection^ 

With  me  no  corroding  reseoUnent  shall  live ; 
My  hoaom  ia  cahnM  by  the  sinkpte  reflecuon. 

That  both  may  be  nrong,  and  that  both  should 

You  knew  that  my  soul,  that  my  heJrt,  my  ejiKtcnoe, 

ir  danger  demanded,  were  ^vhoUy  yuur  own ; 
Voo  knew  me  onalter'd,  bj  yt 


HOURS  OF  IDLENESS. 


jp  alone. 
ly  with  the  vsdn  retrospei^on 


The  bond  oC  affection  no'longer  endures ; 
Too  late  you  maj  droop  o'er  the  fond  recolleclic 

And  Mgh  for  ihe  friend  who  was  formerly  youi 
For  the,  present,  we  part,.»-l  will  hope  not  for  ei 

For  lime  and  regret  will  restore  you  at  last ; 


Toforg. 


ould  ei 


TO  MARY, 
On  reeewipg  herpictTir^ 
rms  fant  resemblance  of  thy  charms, 
Thnit^  strong  as  mortal  art  could  givi 


Reviii 


rtof  fcai 


id  lads  m> 


eoks,  which  spi 


.SwDCl  ao^y  I  Tar  more  dear  to  me, 

Lifeless,  imleeTrng  aa  thou  art. 

Than  aJl  the  living  (bms  could  be, 


Unoonscimis,  that  her  image,  there, 

ITiro'  hours,  thro^  ycara,  thro'  time,  ^t  ^ 
My  hope,  in  gloomy  moments,  raise 


DAM^TAS. 

»la 

«anin 

ant,i  andinyearaab 

iVom  every 

fcnse  of  shame  and  vir 

nli 

lanad 

[.l,ui  deceit  a  liend; 

^ors. 

d  in  hypomsy,  wliile  yet  a  chi 

d,  of  inclinations  wild 

\nn 

)ld 

n  the  world,  Iho'  scarcely  brok 

through  all  the  maze  c 

And  found  tl 

e  goaL  when  olhers  iuf 

ive 

still  confficdng  passions  shake 

irain  the  dregs  of  pleai 

tut. 

,^1'd , 

th  vice,  he  breaks  his 

And 

as  once  hia  bliss,  appe 
TO  MARION. 

Frow 


<becon 


(liriHs  V 


to  thy  breast ; 
He  in  dimpluig  smiles  appears , 
Or  moiuTM  in  Bweelly  linud  tears 
Or  bends  the  languid  eyelid  down 
But  ^luna  the  cold  forbidding  ftoi 
Then  resume  (hy  fcrmer  fire. 
Some  wUI  bve,  and  all  admire ; 
While  that  icy  aspect  chills  us. 
Nought  bat  cool  indifferenc. 
Wouldst  ihou  wandermg  he 
Smile,  at  least,  or  seem  to  t 
Eyes  like  thine  were  never 


She  blushes,  (uMsies,  frowns,— in 
Dreads,  lest  the  subject  ahould  tra 
And  flying  off,  in  search  of  reason 
Bnngs  pmdence  back  in  proper  sc 
AH  I  shall  thereftire  say  (whate'er 

Is  that  such  lips,  of  looks  endearu; 
Wore  form'd  for  better  thiOES  thai 
Of  soothing  complimenTs 


uliou !  oh  I  prithee  slight  iioi 
ing,  though  it  may  delight  m 
ly  precepts  be  displeasing 
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They  feast  upon  liie  muunrain  di^er 

"Hie  Plbrgch  raised  Lts  piatoing  r 

To  gladden  mme  ihar  Highland  cl 


WUrh  bLiKts  us 
To  hail  jou  -juei 


OSCAR  OP  ALVA." 


Hon'  sweelly  shinew^  through  a: 


Where  Alva's  hoary  lurre 

BuLoaenhasyonroOing 

noon 

On  Alva's  casques  of  si 

™  plar'd, 

■lent  noon, 

Her  ehieS  in  gleaming  n 

lail  array'd. 

Arid  on  ino  onmson'd  roc 

Bbencalh, 

WhitJi  scu«l  o'er  ocean 

s  sullen  llov 

Pale  in  the  scatler'd  rani 

of  death, 

Sl^siwiheKasp.ngB' 

rriorlow. 

Hoped  Ihat,  one  day,  Uie  Fihrocli's  stra 
Should  play  before  the  Hero's  child, 

Wlule  ho  should  lead  Ihc  Tartan  train. 
Another  year  is  quickly  past, 
His  natal  daj^  is  like  the  last, 

Taught  by  their  sire  to  hend  the  bow, 

On  Alva's  dusky  hills  of  wind, 
The  hoys  in  childhood  chafed  the  roR^ 

And  IcH  their  hounds  m  speed  behind. 
But,  ere  Iheir  years  of  youth  we  o'er 

They  mingle  in  the  ranks  of  war ; 
They  lightly  wield  the  bright  ela3™ore, 

And  send  the  whistling  arrow  far. 
Dark  was  the  flow  of  Oscar's  hair, 

Wildly  it  streain'd  ahing  the  gale ; 
But  Allan's  locks  were  bright  and  fair. 


But  Oscar's  bosom  know  to  feeU 
While  Allan's  soul  belied  his  form, 

Unworthy  with  such  charms  lo  d? 
Keen  as  the  lightning  of  the  storm, 

On  foes  liis  deadly  vengeai 
From  high  Souihannon's  distant  to 

With  Kenneth's  lands  to  form  her 
Glenalvon's  blue-eyed  daughter 


fell. 


Ai.d,  when  thai  gale  is  fierce  and  high. 
It  rises  hoarsely  through  the  sky, 

Ves,  when  the  eddying  (empeal  sighs, 
it  shakes  the  shield  of  Oscar  brave  ; 

No  more  his  plumes  of  sable  wave, 
l^sir  shone  the  sun  on  Oscar's  birth, 

When  Angus  haiPd  his  eldest  born ; 
f  ho  vassals  round  their  chieflain's  hearth. 

Crowd  lo  applaud  the  hai^yrnoni. 


Hark  •  to  the  Hbroch's  pleasing  no 
Hark !  to  the  swelling  nuptial  son 
In  joyous  strains  the  voices  float, 


Attending  on  their  chieftain's  call. 
It  is  not  war  their  aid  demands, 
The  Pibroch  plays  the  son^  of  pei 

Nor  yel  tho  sounds  of  pleasure  ce 
But  where  is  Oscar?  sure 't  is  late : 

While  thronging  guests  and  ladies  w 
Sor  Oscar  noc  his  brolber  csnia. 


fl  by  Google 


HOURS  OF  IDLENESS. 


\X  length  young  A^hui  joinM  the  bride, 
"  Why  comes  not  Oscar  7"  Angus  sai 
■■Is  he  not  here!"  The  youth  replied, 

"  Perchance,  forgetful  of  the  day. 


She  thought  that  Oscar  bw  vias  laid. 
And  AUan^s  face  was  wondrous  fair ; 

If  Oscar  lived,  some  other  maid 
Had  claim'd  his  fiuihlesa  bosom's  caj 


"Oh!  I 


I"  the  I 


iguish'd  site  re 


Would  he  to  Mora  seem  unkind  1 

Would  aught  to  her  intpede  his  way? 
"Ohl  seatch,  ye  cbie&l  oh,  search  around  1 

Allan,  with  these  ChrouKh  Alva  By, 
Tin  Oscar,  liU  my  son  is  found. 

Haste,  haste,  nor  dare  attempt  reply !" 
All  is  confusioi> — through  the  vale 

The  name  of  Oscar  hoarsely  rings, 

Till  night  expands  her  dusky  wings. 
It  breaks  the  stillness  of  the  night, 

But  echoes  through  her  shades  in  vain  j 
It  sounds  through  morning^s  misty  light, 

But  Oscar  cornea  not  o'er  ihe  plain. 
Three  days,  three  sleepless  nights,  the  chief 


Then  hope  is  lost  in  boundless  grief, 
Hb  locks  in  grey  torn  ringlets  wave 

"Oscar!  myson!— ThouGodof  he 
Restore  the  prop  of  sinking  age ; 

Or,  if  that  hope  no  more  is  given. 
Yield  his  assassin  to  my  rage. 

"Yes,  on 
MyOa 

some  desert  rocky  shore 
ar's  whiten'd  bones  must 
n^thou  God!  I  ask  no  m 
im  his  Irantic  sire  may  die. 

"  Yet,  be  may  Uve — away  despair ; 

Be  calm,  my  soul !  he  yet  may  hv 
T  arraign  my  fate,  my  voice  tbrbear 

0  God,  my  impious  prayer  for^ve. 

"What,  if  he  live  for  me  no  more. 

The  hope  of  Alva's  age  is  o'er ; 
Alast  can  pangs  like  these  be  jus 

Thus  did  the  hapless  parent  mourn, 

-nil  Time,  who  soothes  severest  w 
Had  bade  serenity  return. 

irelong. 


in  thee 


Tbroi 


ateof  Alva's  baS, 
The  sounds  of  mirth  re-echo  loud. 

And  dl  their  former  joy  reoaU. 
But  who  is  he,  whvse  datlien'^  brow 

Glofflns  m  the  midst  of  general  mirthT 
Before  his  eye's  Cu  tiercer  glow 

The  bhie  flames  cunlle  o'er  the  hearth. 


Thou  saw'st  'I  was  duly  drunk  bj 
It  h^l'd  the  nuptials  of  thy  son ; 
Now  wilt  I  claim  a  pledge  Irani  tl 


To  bless  thy  AUan's  hippy  lot; 
Say,  had'st  thou  ne'er  another  boy  ? 

Say  why  shouhl  Oscar  be  forgot?" 
"Alas!"  the  hapless  sire  replied. 

The  big  tear  starting  as  he  spoke ; 
"  When  Oscar  left  my  hall,  or  died, 

This  aged  heart  was  almost  broke. 
"  Thrice  has  Ihe  earth  revolved  her  course 

Since  Oscar's  form  has  blest  my  sight ; 
And  Allan  is  mylast  resource. 

Since  martial  Oscar's  dea-lh  or  flight." 
"  'T  is  well,"  replied  llie  stranger  stem. 

And  fiercely  flaah'd  his  rolling  eya ; 
"  Thj  Oscar's  fate  I  fom  would  learn  i 

Perhaps  the  hero  did  not  die. 

Would  call,  thy  Oscar  might  relin,- 
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Perchance  the  chief  has  only  roved. 
For  him  ihy  Beltane '  yet  may  bun 

"  riU  high  il.«  howl,  ihe  tohle  round, 
We  will  not  claim  the  pledge  by  si 

Pled; 


illh: 


'parted  Oscar^s  health." 
"  Witli  alt  my  soul,"  old  Angus  sud. 
And  fill'd  his  goblet  to  the  brim ; 

I  ne'er  shall  find  a  son  like  him." 
"  Bravely,  old  man,  this  health  has  sped, 
But  why  does  Allan  irembling  staiid  ? 

And  r^so  thy  cup  with  firmer  hand." 
The  crimson  gloir  of  Allan's  face 

Was  tum'd  at  once  to  ghastly  hue ; 
The  drops  of  death  each  other  chase, 

Adown  in  agoni^ng  dew. 
Thrice  &d  ho  raiee  the  goblet  high. 

For  Ihrica  be  caught  llie  elrangor's  eye, 
On  his  wiili  deadly  fury  placed. 

"  And  is  it  thus  a  brother  hails 
A  brother's  fond  rememhrance  here  1 

Ef  thus  affection's  elrength  prevails. 
What  might  wo  not  eipeel  from  fear  ?" 

Butised  by  Ih 


"Wou 


Internal  fear  appall'd  his  soul, 
He  sdd,  and  dash'd  the  cup  te  eanh. 

""I^hel  I  hearmy  murderer's  voice," 
Loud  shrieks  a  daiilj-gleoming  Form ; 

And  deeply  evbcUs  the  hurs^g  storm. 

The  tapers  wink,  the  chieftains  shrink. 

The  stranger  'b  gone,  amidst  the  crew 

And  tall  the  shaide  lerrilic  grew. 
His  waistwaa  bound  with  a  broad  belt  round. 

His  plume  of  sable  stroam'd  on  high; 
But  his  breast  was  bare,  with  the  red  wounds  there, 

And  fis'd  was  the  glare  of  Ids  glassy  eye. 
And  thrice  ho  snaled,  with  his  eye  so  wild. 

On  Angus,  henduig  low  the  knee ; 
And  lIUTce  he  frown'd  on  a  Chief  on  the  ground. 

Whom  shiteiing  crowds  with  horror  see. 
The  bolts  loud  roll,  from  pole  to  pole. 

The  thunders  through  the  welkin  ring ; 
Arid  Ihe  gleaming  Form,  through  the  mist  of  the  storm. 

Cold  mas  Ihe  ieas%  the  revel  ceased ; 

mu>hiH  upon  the  stony  floor? 
Oblivion  prest  old  Angus'  breast, 

Ai  length  his  life-pulse  ihrohs  once  more. 
"  Away,  away,  let  the  leech  essay, 

To  pour  the  light  on  Allan's  ayes !" 
His  sand  is  done, — his  race  is  ran, 


But  Oscar's  breast  is  cold  as  clay, 
His  locks  are  lifted  by  the  gale, 

And  Allan's  barbed  arrow  lay, 
With  him  in  dark  Glentansr's  vs. 


But  no  one  doubts  the  Form  of  Flan 

For  Alva's  sons  knew  Oscar  well. 

Ambition  nerved  young  Allan's  hand, 


While  Envy  waved  h 


rouhd  his  hea 


Whose  streaming  life-blood  stidns  his  side  7 
Dark  Oscar's  sable  crest  is  low. 

The  daji  has  drunk  his  vital  tide. 
And  Mora's  eye  could  Allan  move. 

She  bade  Ids  wounded  pride  rebel: 
Alas!  that  eyes,  which  beam'd  with  love, 

Should  urge  the  soul  to  deeds  of  Hell. 
Lo!  see'st  thou  not  a  lonely  tomb. 

Which  rises  o'er  a  warrior  dead ! 
It  glimmers  through  the  twUight  gloom ; 

Oh  I  that  is  Allan's  nuptial  bed. 
Far,  distant  far,  the  noble  grave. 

Which  hold  his  clan's  great  ashes,  stood ; 
And  o'er  his  corse  no  banners  wave, 

■A  blood. 


Port 


with  ki 


What  minstrel  grey,  what  hoary  bard, 
Shall  Allan's  deeds  on  harp-strings  ra 

The  song  is  gbt/s  chief  reward, 
But  who  can  atnke  a  mtirrferer's  prais 

Unstrung,  untouch'd,  the  harp  must  siaii 


No  lyre  of  fame,  no  haJlow'd  verse, 
Shall  sound  his  gkirice  high  in  air, 

A  dying  other's  bitter  curse, 
A  brother's  death-groan  echoes  tlioi 


TO  THE  DUKE  OP  D. 


— .T 1  whoso  earij  steps  with  mine  have  etray'd, 
Exploring  every  path  of  Ida's  glade, 
Whom,  slill,  afledion  taught  me  lo  defend, 
And  made  me  less  a  tyrant  than  a  friend ; 
Though  the  harsh  custom  of  our  youthful  band 
Badelhee  obey,  and  gavcmr  tocommand;' 


ill  lliei 


coniplcic 
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Renowd'd  in  rank,  not  Tar  beoealh  the  ihror 
Vst,  D~r— [,  let  not  this  Eediioe  thy  soul, 
To  shun  fair  saenco,  or  ovoile  control ; 
Though  passive  lutora,'  fearfid  to  dispraise 
The  titled  child,  ^ho^e  fittiiro  hreajh  may  rai^e^ 
View  ducal  errors  with  Indulgent  oyas, 
Andwinltatlaults  Ibej  Ireinhle  toihmtisp. 

To  wealth,  their  golden  idjl,— not  to  thee ! 
And,  even  hi  fflmpla  bojhocd's  opemng  dawn. 
Some  slaves  are  fbuod  to  Halter  and  to  ^wn: 
When  these  declare,  "  lliat  iiomp  alono  should  wait 
On  one  by  iBrlh  predestinod  to  he  great ; 
That  hooks  were  only  nieanl  lor  drudjinj  fools  j 
That  gallanl  spirits  scorn  IheccHnmon  rolesj" 
Believe  them  not, — thoy  point  the  path  to  shame. 
And  seek  to  blast  ihe  honours  of  tby  nojne : 
Turn  to  tho  few,  in  Ida's  early  throng, 
Whose  souls  disd^  not  to  condwnn  the  wrong  j 
Or  if,  amidst  the  comrades  of  thy  youth, 
None  dare  to  raise  the  sterner  voice  of  tnnh. 

For  loeii  I  know  thai  virtue  tngers  there. 
Tes  I  I  have  mark'd  thee  many  a  passmg  day. 
But  now  nsw  scenea  invite  me  far  away ; 
yesl  ].haveni»rk'd,  within  that  genereua  mind, 
A  soul,  if  well  matured,  to  bless  mankind: 
Ah  I  though  myself  by  natjite  hatigbty,  wild, 
Whom  Indiscretion  hail'dhetfavourite  child, 

And  dooms  my  KiE,  I  lain  would  fall  alone ; 

I  love  the  virUies  which  I  cannot  claim, 
rr  is  not  enough,  ivilh  other  Sons  of  power. 
To  gleam  the  lambent  mateor  of  an  hour, 
To  swell  some  peerage  page  In  feeble  pride. 
With  long-drawn  names,  that  grace  no  page  beside 

In  life  just  gased  at,  in  Ihe  grave  forgot  ; 
While  nought  divides  thee  from  tho  vulgar  dead. 
Except  the  dull  cold  stone  that  hides  thy  head, 
The  mouldormg  'sdutcheoo,  or  the  herald's  roll, 
That  wcll-cmblazon'd,  but  neglected  scroll, 
Wbeie  Lords,  unhonour'd,  in  the  tomb  may  find 
One  spot  to  leave  a  worthless  name  behind ; — 
There  sleep,  unnoticed  as  the  gloomy  vaults 
Tnnt  veil  their  dust,  their  follies,  imd  their  faults ; 
A  race,  with  dd  armorial  lists  o'erEpread, 
In  rocords  destined  never  to  be  read. 
Fain  would  1  view  ihee,  with  prophetic  eyes, 
K?calted  more  among  the  good  and  wiso ; 
A  glorious  and  a  long  caroer  pursue, 
As  first  in  rank,  the  first "       ■ 


11  shower 

T 

m  lo  the  am 

lalsofaf 

rmer  da 

H 

ghtnrethe 

eedsthin 

earfier 

inw 

0 

e,  though  a 

Courtier, 

vedam 

inol 

Not  Fort 


:h  little  meanness  si 
n,  but  her  noblest  s( 


And  call'd, 
Another  view !  not  less  tenown'd  for  Wit, 
Ahke  for  courts,  and  camps,  or  senates  fit 
Bold  in  the  field,  and  fevour'd  by  Ihe  Nine 
In  every  splendid  part  ordain'd  to  shine  j 
Far,  far  dislinguisb'd  from  Che  gStlering  tli 
The  pnde  of  princes,  and  the  boast  of  son 
Such  were  thy  Fathers;  thus  preserve  thi 


Not  h 


draws  nigh,  a  few  brief  days  will  close. 
To  Bie,  this  Utile  ecene  of  joys  and  woes ; 
Each  knoll  of  Time  now  warns  me  to  resign 
Shades,  ivhere  Hope,  Peace,  and  Friendship,  all  wi 

Hope,  that  eoold  vaiy  like  the  rainhow's  hue, 

-Peace,  that  reflection  never  frown'd  away. 
By  dreams  of  ill,  to  deud  some  hiture'day ; 
Friendship,  whose  truth  let  childhood  only  lell — 


To  Hi 


.dinger 


Tho  coming  morrow  from  thy  youthful  mind 
Will  sweep  ray  name,  nor  leave  a  trace  behind. 

Since  chance  bss  thrown  us  in  the  seltsamo  sphere. 

May  one  day  elaun  our  suffrage  for  the  stale. 
We  hence  may  meet,  aitd  pass  each  other  by 
With  ^nt  regard,  or  cold  and  distant  eye. 


Tho  recollection  of  oi 
No  more,  as  once,  in 
Or  hear,  unless  in  crot 
StiU,  if  the  nishe! 
To  veil  tiiose  feel 
If  tiiese,— but  let 


ngs,  whidi,  perchance,  it  ought ; 


igUien'd  56 
breathed  in  vain. 
The  Guardian  Seraph,  who  duvets  tiiy  fate, 
"""  '  .        .    ■  ^g  found  thee  great 


:— S— Bt,  crented  Earl  ui 
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J^canslatiom  srca  3^mita.tiom. 


TRANSLATION  FROM  CATUUA  • 

Ye  GiipidSj  droop  each  Utile  head, 
Nor  let  your  wings  wilh  joy  be  spread ; 
My  Losbia's  favourite  bird  is  dead. 

Whom  dearer  Ihan  her  ayes  she  loved ; 
For  he  was  genlle,  and  so  true, 
Obedienl  lo  her  call  ho  itew. 
No  fear,  no  wild  alarm  he  linew, 

But  li^Uy  o'er  her  bosom  moved; 


Translation. 


But  pallid,  eheerlcsSf  and  ^rlora. 


TRANSLATION  FROM  CATULLUS. 


death,  add  Lesbia's  grie^  I  m. 


FroQi  vhom  no  earthly  power 

For  Uiou  hasl  ta'on  ihc  bird 

From  thee,  my  Lesbia^e  eyes 


Who 

free  from  Jealousy' 

alarms. 

l^n, 

elF  views  thy  matehless  charms ; 

Thai 

cheek,  ■which  ever  d 

'I'hal 

mouth  irom  whence 

uch  music  fl 

To  him,  alike,  are  always 

Beee 

iTed  for  hun,  and  hir 

alone. 

-eslaa!  though  'tis 

lOt  choose  but  lodi  o 

But, 

U  the  sight,  my  sens 

sfly; 

Whi 

t  trembling  with  a  tl 

ousand  fears, 

P-r. 

'd  lo  the  throat,  my 

Mtp 

ulse  lieata  quict,  my 

>realh  heaven 

My 

nbs  deny  their  sligh 

support-. 

lews  my  pallid  face 

Will 

deadly  languor  droo 

s  my  head, 

llifeiiseltisonlhewipg; 


IMITATED  FROM  CATULLUS, 


And  dwell  an  age  on  eveiy  kiss ; 
Nor  then  my  soul  should  saled  be. 
Still  would  I  kiss  and  cUng  lo  thee  i 
Nought  should  my  kiss  from  thuie  dis; 


TRANSLATION  FROM  ANACREON 


He  who,  sublime,  in  Epic  numbers  roffd. 

And  he  who  struck  the  softer  lyre  of  love. 
By  Death's  unequal  liand '  alike  control'd, 


To  deeds  of  fame,  and  notes  of 
To  echo  from  its  rising  swell. 
How  heroes  fought,  and  nations 
When  Aueua'  sons  advanced  to 
Or  Tyrian  Cadmus  Wved  afar; 
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A  hapless  infarit  here  1  roam, 
"       the  wintry  Wast, 


mighty  si 


.ring  fo 


_  roblier  Uogers  here, 
A  wandering  baby  who  can  fear  V 
I  heard  hia  seeming  artless  tale, 
1  heard  his  sigtia  upon  the  gale ; 
My  breast  was  never  pity's  foe, 
But  felt  for  all  the  baby's  woe ; 

Young  Love,  the  infant,  met  my  sigli 

And  thence  his  fela]  quiver  himg, 
(Ah  I  little  did  I  think  the  dart 
Would  rankle  soon  within  my  heart; 
With  care  I  tend  my  weary  gueat, 


Which  droop  with  nightly  sh 


Bviving  from  the  Etortn, 
he  fbU  his  wonted  g)o» 
he  seized  his  slender  bo 


He  cried,  "  if  thi 


ftrength  has  los 
■owiin  midnight  dews, 
their  former  aid  refuse:" 


Then  loud  Iho  joyous  urchui  laugh'd, 
"  My  bow  can  .fll  impel  the  shaft ; 
Tis  firmly  fii'd,  thy  sighs  tavealit; 
Say,  wurteous  iit%  danst  aioo  not  fee!  ill" 
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How  different  now  thy  joyless  fate. 
Since  Rrst  Hesione  thy  bride, 
fhen  pbiced  aloil^in  godlilio  state, 
The  bluEMng  beauty  by  thy  ode. 


THE  EPISODE  OF  NISUS  AND  EURYALUS. 


the  guardian  of  the  portal,  stood, 
o  gild  hia  aiTOs  wiUi  hostile  hbod ; 
Weil  skili'd  in  fighl,  tho  quivoring  lance  to  wield, 
jr  hia  arrows  through  th'  embattled  field , 
ld&  torn,  he  left  his  sylvan  cave, 
ought  a  foreign  home,  a  distajit  grave 
Itch  Ihd  movements'  of  the  Daunian  host. 
With  him,  Euryalus  sustains  the  post ; 

nien  adomM  the  ranks  of  Troy, 
i3  bloom  yet  ^^ed  the  gallant  hoy ; 
Though  few  the  seasons  of  his  youUuH  life, 
■     ■     ■  il  strife, 

itj,  valour's  pfl  lo  share, 


Tliese  bum  wi 
lu  peace,  in  war,  united  still  they  move ; 
Friendship  and  glory  fano  their  joint  reward. 
And  now  combined,  they  hold  the  nightly  guard. 
"What  god,"  eicl^m'd  the  first,  "instils  this 
Or,  in  itself  a  god,  what  great  desire  ? 
My  labouring  soul,  with  anxious  thought  < 


rest, 


withth 


Bord,— 


Be  't  mine  to  seek  for  glory  ivith  m_ 

Where  drunken  slumbers  wrap  each  laiy  liiah? 
Wiiere  eoniidenee  and  ease  the  watch  disdan. 
And  drowsy  Silence  holds  her  sable  reign  7 
Then  hear  my  thought; — In  deep  and  sullen  giie^ 


d  leaden 


Weri 


Meihlnks,  on  e 
Which  past,  I  speed  my  way  to.  Pallas' ' 
And  lead  jEneas  from  Evander's  haJIs.' 
With  equal  ardour  fired,  and  warlike  joy. 
friend  address'd  the  Dardan 


'These  dE 
tlustallth 


lyNisu 


e,  the  peril,  be 


iCoQl^lt 


Am  I  by  Uicc  despised,  and  !ell  sfar, 
As  oae  unRt  la  Ehare  the  toils  of  wsr  7 
NqI  Ihiia  his  son  Ihe  great  Opheltos  taught, 
Not  thus  my  sire  in  Argive  combats  feiight ; 
Not  thus,  when  Tion  fell  by  heavenly  hate, 
I  (rach'd  jEaeas  through  the  wBJka  d  fate ; 
Thou  know'st  my  doeds,  my  breast  devoid  of  fear. 
And  hostile  life-drops  dim  my  goty  spear  j 


Hen 


soul  vrith  hop< 


is  the  s 


Then  Nistia— "  Calm  thy  bosom's  ibnd  aJarms, 
Thy  heart  boats  fiercely  to  the  din  of  arms ; 

I  swear  by  hun  who  fills  Olympus'  throne ! 
So  may  I  triumph,  as  I  speak  the  truth, 
And  dasp  again  the  oomrEde  of  ir^  youth. 
But  should  I  fall,  and  he  who  dares  advance 
Through  hostile  legions  must  abide  by  chance  j 
If  some  £ululian  aim,  widl  advene  blow, 
Should  lay  the  giend  who  ever  loved  thee  low ; 

Thy  buddhig  years  a  lengthen'd  term  deserve ; 
When  humbled  m  the  dust,  let  so 


Whosi 


f  snalchm 


Or,  if  my  destiny  those  last  deny, 
If  in  tho  spoiler's  povrer  my  ashes  lie, 
Thy  pious  caro  may  raise  a  simple  tomb. 
To  mejk  thy  love,  and  signalize  my  doom. 
Why  ^should  thy  doa^g  wretched  mother  weep 
Her  only  boy,  redmed  in  endless  sleep  ? 
Who,  for  thy  sake,  the  tempest's  fury  dared. 
Who,  for  ll^  sake,  war's  deadly  peril  shatod ; 
Who  braved  what  woman  never  braved  before. 
And  left  her  noiiva  for  the  Lilian  shore." 
"  In  vun  you  damp  the  ardour  of  my  soul," 
Replied  Bnryalus,  "  it  scorns  control ; 
Hence,  lei  us  haste."— Their  hrodier  guards  arose, 
Boused  by  thar  call,  nor  court  agdn  roposa ; 
The  par,  buoy'd  up  on  Hope's  eiol&ig  wing, 
I'heir  stations  leave,  and  speed  to  seek  the  king. 
Now,  o'er  the  earth  a  solemn  alilhiesa  ran. 
And  luU'd  sBie  the  cares  of  brute  and  man ; 
Save  where  Iho  Dardan  leaders  nightly  hold 
Alternate  converse,  and  their  plans  unfold ; 
On  one  great  pcunl  the  council  ore  agreed. 
An  instant  message  to  thdr  piince  decreed ; 
Esch  lean'd  upon  the  lanca  he  weit  could  wield. 
And  pivBcd,  with  easy  aim,  his  ancient  shield ; 
When  Nisus  and  his  IMend  theh  leave  request 
To  oUer  something  to  their  high  behest. 
With  aniious  tremors,  yet  unawed  by  fear. 
The  feithful  pair  before  (he  Sirone  appear ; 

The  elder  first  address'd  Iho  hoary  band. 

"With  padence,"" thus  Hyrtatides  began, 
■'  Attend,  nor  jodge  from  youth  our  humble  plan ; 
n  here  yonder  beacons,  half  eiphing,  beam, 
r  slumbering  foes  c 


Norn 


tw'en  the  ocean  imd  the  portal  placed : 

neath  the  covert  of  Ihe  blackening  smoke, 

hcso  Bhoiie  securely  our  design  will  cloak. 


If  you,  yo  chiefs,  and  Fortune  win  allow, 
We  '11  bend  our  course  to  yonder  mountain's  brow , 
3  Pallas'  walla,  at  distance,  meet  the  sight, 
j'er  the  glade,  when  not  obscured  by  night ; 
Then  sliaU  ^neas  in  his  pride  return. 
While  hostile  matrons  raise  their  ofispruig's  urn. 
And  Lallan  spoils,  and  purpled  heaps  of  dead, 
ShaU  mark  the  have      -        ■       ■ 


ur  purposi 


Where  yondt 

Otl  have  we  seen,  when  hunting  by  the 
he  distant  spu'es  above  the  valleys  gleam." 

loved  by  the  speech,  Alathcs  here  cxdaim'd : 
Ye  parent  gods  I  who  rule  tlie  fate  of  Troy, 
Still  dwells  the  Dardan  spirit  in  the  boy ; 

linds  like  these  in  ^iplings  thus  yeiaise^ 
the  godUlte  act,  be  yours  the  praiee ; 
In  gallant  youth  my  faintmg  hopes  revive, 

■  ■■■    "  ■  glories  still  survive." 

Then,  m  his  warm  embrace,  the  boys  lie  press'd, 
Lnd,  quivering,  strain'd  them  to  lus  aged  breast ; 
Vith  tears  the  burning  cheek  of  each  bedew'd, 
lnd,  sobbing,  thus  his  first  discourse  renew'd  :— 
'What  gift,  my  cotuitrymen,  what  martial  prize 

Our  deities  the  first,  best  boon  have  given, 
nternal  virtues  are  the  gift  of  Heaven. 
What  poor  rewards  can  bless  your  deeds  en  earth. 

Doubtless,  await  such  young  eialted  worth ; 
~  fhall  combine 

To  yidd  applause  far,  far  surpasHng  mme." 

lulus  then :  "  By  all  the  powers  above ! 

By  those  Penates*  who  my  country  love ; 

By  hoary  Vesta's  sacred  fene,  I  swear, 

"    '  "■    you,  ye  generous  pair ! 


Mysb 


m  Arisba's  tMtely  d< 
u^dthem 


BS  o'ertluoi- 


:ft5Uohbo 

massy  tripods  also  shall  be  thine. 
Two  talents  polish'd  from  the  glittering  mme ; 
An  ancient  cup  which  Tyrian  Dido  gave, 
WMe  yet  our  vessels  press'd  the  Puidc  wave : 
But,  when  the  hostile  chiefs  at  length  bow  down. 


buckler. 


TS  Hespi 
od  the  fiery  steed, 


When 

The  caique,  Ih 

Which  Turnus  _ 

Are  thine ;  no  envious  lot  shall  then  be  cast, 

1  pledge  my  word,  irrevocably  pass'd  ,■ 

Nay  more,  twelve  slaves  and  twice  six  captive  d 

To  soothe  thy  softer  hours  with  amorous  flames, 

And  all  the  realms  which  now  the  Ijariansi^iy, 

The  labours  of  to-night  shall  web  repay. 

But  thou,  my  generous  youth,  whoffi  tenJer  yea 

Are  near  my  own,  whoso  worth  my  heart  reveri 

Henceforth  affectbn,  sweetly  thus  begun, 

Shall  join  our  bosoms  and  our  souls  in  one  ; 

Without  thy  aid  no  glory  shall  be  mine, 

Without  thy  dear  advice,  no  groat  design ; 

Alike,  through  hfo  esteem'd,  thou  godliiie  hoy, 

In  war  my  bulwark,  and  in  peace  my  joy." 


« IJousduild  Gorii 
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To  him  Euryalua  ^  "  No  any  stiaJl  shame 
The  nsing  giones  which  from  Ihie  I  claim. 
Fortune  may  favour  or  the  skiea  may  frown, 
Jtut  valoirr^  spite  of  fate,  oblsAns  renown. 
Yel,  ere  from  hence  our  eager  steps  depart. 
One  boon  I  beg,  the  nearest  to  my  heart : 
My  mother  sprung  from  Priam's  rojai  line, 
IJke  thine  ennobled,  hardly  less  dlvme ; 
Nor  Troy  nor  King  Acestes'  realms  restrain 
llec  feeblcd  age  Irom  dangers  of  the  m^n  ^ 
Alone  she  came,  all  selfish  fears  above, 
A  bright  example  of  maternal  love. 
Uninoivn,  the  secret  enterprise  I  brave. 
Lest  grief  should  bend  mj  parent  to  the  grave : 
From  this  aiiHie  no  fend  adieus  I  seek. 
No  fiunling  mother's  lips  haTB  presa'd  my  cheek  ; 
By  gloomy  Night,  and  thy  right  hand,  1  vow 
Her  parting  tears  would  shake  my  purpose  now : 
Do  Ihou,  my  pr^ce,  her  failing  age  sustain, 
In  thee  her  TOuch-loved  child  may  bve  again ; 
ller  dying  hours  with  pious  conduct  bless, 
Asaat  her  wanta,  relieve  her  Ibnd  distress ; 
So  dear  a  hope  muBt  all  my  Boul  inflame. 
To  rise  in  glory,  or  to  fall  in  feme." 
Struck  with  a  filial  care,  so  deeply  felt. 
In  tears,  at  once,  the  Trojan  warriors  melt ; 
Faster  thm  all,  lulus'  eyes  o'erflow ; 
Such  love  was  his,  and  such.bad  been  his  woe. 
"AH  thou  hast  ask'd,  recave,"  the  prince  replied, 
"  Nor  this  alone,  but  many  a  gill  beside ; 
To  cbeet  thy  mother's  years  shall  be  my  aim, 
Creusa's '  style  but  wanting  to  the  dame ; 
Fortune  SJi  adverse  waywajj  course  may  run. 
But  bless'd  thy  mother  in  so  dear  a  son. 
Now,  by  my  life,  my  E^'s  most  sacred  oath. 
To  thee  I  pledge  my  full,  my  firmest  IrolJi, 
Ali  the  rewards  which  once  to  thee  were  vow'd. 
If  thou  shouldst  fall,  on  her  shall  be  bestow'd." 
Thus  spoke  the  weeping  prmce,  then  forth  to  view 
A  gleaming  falchion  from  the  sheath  he  drew ; 
Lycaon's  utmost  skill  had  graced  [he  steel. 
For  friends  to  envy  and  for  foes  to  feel. 
A  tawny  hide,  the  Moorish  lion's  spoil. 
Slain  midst  the  forest,  in  the  hunter's  loit, 
Mnestbeua,  to  guard  the  elder  youth,  bestows. 
And  old  Alethes'  casque  defends  his  brows ; 
Arm'd,  thence  Ihey  go,  while  all  the  assembled  train, 
To  aid  thar  cause,  implore  the  gods  in  vaui ; 
More  than  a  boy,  in  wisdoip  and  in  grace, 
lulus  holds  amidst  the  clue^  his  place ; 
His  prayers  he  sends,  but  what  can  prayers  avail. 
Lost  in  the  murmurs  of  the  »ghing  gale  ? 

The  trench  is  paSI,  and,  favour'd  by  the  night. 
Through  slcepmg  foes  they  wheel  thoir  wary  flight. 
When  shall  the  sleep  of  many  a.  foe  be  o'er? 

And  flowing  flasks,  and  scattcr'd  troops  between ; 

Bacchus  and  Mars  lo  rule  the  camp  combine, 

A  tangled  chaos  tins  of  war  and  wine. 

"Now,"  cries  the  first,  "foe deeds  of  blood  prepare, 

With  me  the  conquest  and  the  labour  share ; 

Hero  hes  our  path ;  lest  any  hand  arise, 

Watch  Ihou,  while  many  a  dreaming  chieflain  dies ; 


roriulii 


I  nJEhl  when  I'my  was  utci 


111  carve  our  passage  through  the  heedless  foe. 
And  dear  thy  r™d,  with  many  a  deadly  blow." 

And  pierped  proud  Bhanmes  through  his  panting  breast; 
Stretch'd  at  his  ease,  th'  incautious  king  reposed. 
Debauch,  and  not  fatigue,  bis  eyes  bad  closed ; 
ToTutr  ... 


ralban 


a  skill  ei 


lo  thus  foretold  Ihe  fate  of  ail. 


Expires,  the  steel  hi: 
And,  last,  his  lord  is 


he  long  night  r 
LulI'd  by  the  potent 

nd,  till  Aurora's  da 


severed  neck  divides ; 
lUmber'd  with  tlie  dead, 
flies  the  gasping  head ; 


wn,  hia  skill  dis^ 


te  still,  tiirougb  teeming  herds  he  roams, 
of  gore  the  lordly  tyrant  foams, 
less  the  otJier's  deadly  vengeance  came, 


St  behind  a , 


ikdofem 


^fides: 


His  CO 

And,  V      _ 

Full  in  his  heaJ%  the  f^chion  search'd  hr 

iking  weapon  bears  allemale  stains ; 
Through  wuie  and  blood,  comminghng  as  they  fiow. 
The  foeble  spirit  seeks  the  shades  below. 

Iwelt  they  bend  thar  way, 
Whose  iu-es  emit  a  faint  and  tremblhig  ray ; 
There,  unconfined  behold  each  grazing  si 

Unwateh'd, 

Brave  Nisui 

Too  flush'd  with  carnage,  and  with 

let  UB  haste,  the  dangerous  path  is  pas 
Full  li>es  auugh,  to-night,  bavo  breathed  their  I 

(peed,  nor  tempt  the  rismg  mora." 


mrade's 


;e  feed : 


What  sHver  arms,  with  varioi 

What  bowls  and  mantles,  in  ooi 

They  leave  regardless  I  yet,  on< 

4cts  the  younger  hero's  wai 

gilded  harness  Bhamnes'  c 

The  goms  which  stud  the  monai 

This  from  the.  pallid  corse  was  _ 

Once  by  a  line  of  former  cEuefl^n 

Th'  eiulimg  boy  the  studded  girdli 

sapu^  helm  ius  head,  in  trim 

Then  from  Ihe  tents  ihwr  oautioui 
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IVMs  the  slow  foot  their  Wrdy  march  delay. 
The  knighto,  impatient,  spur  along  the  way : 
Three  hundred  mail-clad  men,  by  Vokeens  led. 
To  Tumus,  with  iheir  moater'B  promise  sped  i 
Kow,  they  approach  the  trench,  and  view  the  walls, 
WheI^  on  the  left,  a  Ught  refleclioa  &Us ; 
The  plimder'd  helmet,  through  the  waning  mgh^ 
Sheds  lorth  s  ralver  radiance,  glancing  bright ; 
Volscena,  with  question  loud,  the  pah  eksais — 

FVom  whence?  to  whoro^"  He  meets  wiUi  no  reply; 

Troetuig  the  tovert  of  the  nighl,  they  fly ; 

The  thicket's  depth,  with  hurried  pace,  they  tread, 

While  rotiod  the  wood  the  hostile  squadroa  spread. 

With  brakes  entangled,  scarce  a  path  between, 

Dreary  and  dark  appears  the  sylvan  scene ; 

Eury^us  his  heavy  spoils  impede, 

The  boughs  and  winding  turns  his  steps  rmslead ; 

To  where  Latmus'  steeds,  m  safety  graze, 
Then  backward  o'er  th^  p]&in  his  eyes  extend. 
On  every  side  Ihey  seek  bis  absent  friend. 
"  O  God !  my  boy,"  he  cries,  "  of  me  bereft, 
In  what  impejiding  perils  art  thou  left!" 

Tumultuous  voices  swell  Uie  pasang  breeze; 

The  war-cry  rises,  thnndermg  hco&  around 

Wake  the  dark  echoes  of  the  ttemHmg  ground ; 

Again  ha  turns — of  footsteps  hears  the  noise. 

The  sound  dates — the  sight  his  hope  destroys ; 

The  hapless  hoy  a  ruffian  trmn  sutround. 

While  leoglheiung  shades  his  weaiy  way  confoimd ; 

Him,  with  loud  shouts,  the  furious  kiughts  pursue, 

Stmggluig  in  van),  a  captive  to  the  crew. 

What  can  his  friend  'gamst  throngmg  numbers  dare! 

Ah !  must  he  rush,  his  comrade's  fate  to  share ! 

What  force,  what  aid,  what  stratagem  essay, 

Back  to  redeem  the  Lalian  spoiler's  prey ! 

Hie  life  a  votive  ransom  nobly  give, 

Oi  die  with  hbn  for  whom  he  wish'd  to  live ! 

f^oi^ng  with  strength  his  lifted  lance  on  high, 

On  Lujia's  crh  he  cast  his  phrenzied  eye : 

'^Goddess  serene,  transcending  every  star! 


When,  as  chaste  Oian,  here  thou  deign'st  to  rove ; 
If  e'or  myself  or  sire  have  sought  to  grace 
Thine  altars  witii  the  produce  of  the  chase ; 
S|>eed,  speed  my  dart  to  pierce  yon  vaunting  crowd, 
To  free  my  fiiend,  and  scatter  fer  the  proud." 
Thus  having  said,  the  hissing  dart  be  flung ; 
Through  parted  shades  the  hurtling  weapon  sung ; 
The  tliirsty  pomt  in  Suhno's  entiMls  lay, 
TVansfis'd  his  heart,  and  etrelch'd  him  on  the  clay  .- 
He  sobs,  he  dies,— the  troop,  in  wild  amaze, 
ITnconsiaouB  whence  the  death,  with  horror  gszo ; 
While  paJe  they  stare,  through  Tagurf  temples  riven, 
A  second  shaft  with  equal  force  is  driven  i 
Rerce  Volscens  rolls  around  his  lowethig  eyes, 
VaPd  Dj  the  night,  secure  the  Trojan  lies. 
iim  nlng  with  wrath,  he  view'd  his  soldiers  &1I ; 
"Thou  youth  accurst!  % hfe  shall pfey for  all." 
Quii'Ji  from  the  sheath  his  flanung  glaive  he  drew, 
Aiid  rasing,  on  ine  Boy  defenceless  (lew. 


no  more  (he  blackening  shade  conceals. 
Forth,  forth  he  starts,  and  all  his  love  reveala ; 
ghast,  confused,  his  fears  to  madness  rise, 
jid  pom  these  accents,  shricluiig  as  he  flies : 
Me,  me,— your  vengeance  hurl  on  me  alone, 
[ere  sheathe  the  steel,  my  blood  is  all  your  own ; 
~e  stariy  Sphere^ !  thou  conscious  Heaven  attest  I 
le  could  noi_wdurstiiot>— lo!  the  guile  confestL 
All,  ail  was  mine— his  early  fate  suspend, 
He  only  loved  too  well  his  hapless  Iriend ; 
"     te,  spare,  ye  chiefs !  from  him  your  rage  remove 
His  fault  was  friendship,  all  his  crime  was  love." 
He  ptay'd  in  vaui,  the  dark  assaasui's  sword 

■.i  the  fair  side,  the  snowy  bosom  gored  j 
Lowly  to  earth  inoljoes  his  plume-olad  a 


l^ajignid  in  death,  expires  beneath  the  share ; 

Declining  gently,  falls  a  fading  flower ; 
Thus,  sweetly  drooping,  bends  hia  lovely  head. 
And  Ungermg  Beauty  hovers  round  the  dead. 
But  fiery  Nisus  stems  the  battle's  tide, 

and  Despair  his  guide ; 

unidst  the  gathering  host. 

Steel,  flashing,  pouts  on  steel,  Ibe  crowds  on  foe, 
Rage  nerves  his  arm.  Fate  gleams  in  every  blow ; 
,  beneath  unnumber'd  wounds  he  bleeds, 
)unds,  nor  death,  distracted  Nisns  heeds ; 
(less  chicles  wheel'd  his  iiilchion  flics. 

Deep'  ui  his  throat  its  end  the  weapon  found, 

The  tyrant's  soul  fled  groanuig  through  the  woimd. 

Dymg,  revenged  the  fate  of  him  he  loved ; 
Then  on  his  bosom,  sought  his  wonted  place, 
And  death  was  heavenly  in  his  friend's  embrace. 

Celestial  pair!  if  aught  my  verse  can  claim, 
Wafted  on  Time's  broad  pinion,  yours  is  fame  J 
Ages  on  ages  shall  your  fate  admire ; 
No  firture  day  shall  see  your  names  expire ; 
"Vhile  stands  the  Capitol,  immortal  dome  I 
Lnd  vauquish'd  millions  hail  their  Empress,  Itome 

trahslation  from  the  medea  of 
euripides. 

Wheh  fierce  conflicting  passions  urge 

The  breast  where  love  is  wont  to  glow, 
What  mind  can  stem  the  stormy  surge, 

Wbich  rolls  the  tide  of  human  woe  1 
The  hope  of  praise,  the  dread  of  tliame. 

Can  rouse  the  tortured  breast  no  morei 
The  wild  dorare,  the  guilty  flame, 

Absorbs  each  wish  it  felt  before. 
But,  if  afiectlon  gently  thrills 

The  soul,  by  purer  dreams  possest, 
The  pleasing  balm  of  mortal  ills. 

In  love  can  soothe  the  aching  breast  i 
If  thus,  thou  comest  m  gentle  guise 

Fair  Venus!  from  thy  native  heaven. 
What  heart,  unfeeling,  would  despise 

The  sweetest  boon  the  gods  have  given  ' 
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But,  liefer  from  Ihy  golden  bow 

Whose  creei>ing  venom,  sure  and  slow, 
Awakes  an  all-consuming  fire  j 

Ye  raoking  doubts !  ye  jealoOH  fears ! 
With  others  wage  etema!  war ; 

Repenlance !  source  of  futur 


Promnu 


nliar. 


May  no  disliao^ng  thoughlB  destroy 

The  holy  calm  of  sacred  love  I 
May  all  the  liouis  be  wing'd  with  joy, 

Which  hover  faithful  hearts  above ! 
Fair  Vdnua !  on  Ihy  myrtle  shrine, 

May  I  with  soma  fond  lover  sigh  1 
Whose  heart  may  mingle  pure  with  mine. 

With  me  lo  hie,  with  me  to  die. 


My 


eaoil!  beloved  before, 
earer,  ss  my  peaceful  hopie, 
o'er  may  I  quit  thy  rocky  shore, 
A  hapless,  banish'd  wretch  10  mam ; 
his  very  day,  this  very  hour. 
May  I  resign  this  fleeting  breath, 
or  quit  my  silent,  humble  bower— 
A  doom,  to  me,  &r  noise  than  deilh. 


all  around  sit  wrapt  in  speechless  gloom. 

Denouncing  dire  reproach  to  luckless  fools, 
DnskilI'd  to  plod  hi  mathematic  rules. 

Happy  the  youth  1  in  Euclid's  axioms  tried, 

hough  Utde  versed  in  any  art  beside ; 
Who,  scarcely  skill'd  an  English  line  to  pen, 

ivil  dacord  piled  the  fields  with  dead ; 
When  mdward  bade  his  conquering  bands  advance^ 

Henry  trampled  on  the  crest  of  F(ance ; 
Thnugh,  marv'ling  at  the  name  of  Magna  Charla, 

Can  tell  what  edicts  sage  Ljcurgus  made, 
Whilo  Blackatona  's  on  the  shelf  neglected  laid  j 
Of  Grecian  dramas  vaunts  the  deathless  lame, 


Of  A 


ai? 


30  the  n: 

is  the  youth,  whose  sdenlifio  pate, 
moms,  medals,  fellowsnips,  await ; 
,  perhaps,  the  declamation  prize, 


icd  silver  cup  within  bis  scope  : 
our  Heads  nnicb  eloquence  require. 
Til'  Athenian's  glowing  style,  or  Tully's  fire. 

We  do  not  try,  by  speaking,  to  convince : 

>ther  orators  of  pleasing  proud, 

sjieai  lo  please  ourselves,  not  move  the  et 
Our  gravity  prefers  the  muttering  tone, 

of  the  squeali  and  groan ; 


To  fair  affection's  truth  unknowi 
Bids  her  he  fondly  loved  depart, 

Unpitjed,  helpless,  and  alone  ^ 
Who  ne'er  unlocks,  with  silver  iej 


FUGITIVE   PIECES. 


THOHGHTS  SUGGESTED  BY  A  COLLEGE 

EXAMINATIOiS. ' 
HiOH  in  the  midst,  surrounded  by  his  peers, 

Placed  on  his  diair  of  state,  he  seems  a  god, 
While  Sophs  and  Freshmen  tremble  at  bis  nod ; 


1  Uedea.  who  accouiDa 
7hlmfijrtbadauehierof 


ivoilabis  function  or  his  oBice:  indeed  in' 


No  Ik 


:eofac 


;  man,  who  hopes  t'  obtain  the  promised  cup. 

Nor  stop,  hot  rattle  over  every  word, 

tJo  matter  what,  so  it  can  not  be  hoard — < 
let  him  hurry  on,  Dor  think  lo  test  I 

Who  speaks  the  fastest 's  sure  to  speak  the  best  ■ 

Who  utters  most  withm  the  iJioiMst  space. 

May  safely  hope  to  win  the  wordy  raoe. 
The  sons  of  science  these,  who,  thus  repaid, 
inger  in  ease  in  Granta's  sluggish  shade ; 

Where,  on  Cam's  sedgy  hanks,  supine  they  lie. 

Dull  as  the  pictures  whidi  adom  then'  halls, 
"■  ly  think  all  learning  iii'd  viitliin  thar  walls; 
In  manners  rude,  in  foohsh  fi^rms  precise, 

Tet  prizing  Bebtlek's,  Bbubck's,  '  or  PoHtnn  6' 

Mora  than  the  versa  on  which  the  critic  KTote , 
Vain  as  their  honours,  heavy  as  their  ale. 
Sad  as  then'  wit,  and  tedious  ai<  their  tale, 
To  Inendship  dead,  though  not  untaught  to  fed. 
When  Self  and  Church  demand  a  Ingot  zeal 
With  eager  haste  they  court  the  lord  of  power, 
Whethet'tiaPiTTorP—TTv  rules  the  hour- ' 


1  Celebtated  or 


DtofegBor  at 
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To  him,  with  suppliant  smiles,  rii^y  bond  the  head, 
While  distant  mitics  to  their  b;cs  ore  spread ; 
Hut  eheuld  a  Btoim  o'erwhelni  him  with  disgrace, 
Thoy  M  Hj  to  seek  Uie  neit  who  ffll'd  his  place. 

Such  IS  th^  practice,  auch  is  their  reward  j 


TO  THE  EARL  OF  * 


VALERIUS  FLACCUa 


iMom 


Ffl.EBDofmjyouth!  wh 
Ijlse  striplings  mutuanylii 

With  Friendship's  pnr 
The  hUss  which  wing'' 
Was  such  as  pleasarE 

Oq  mortfLls  here  Dclow. 
The  recollection  seems,  alone. 
Dearer  than  all  the  jojs  I  've  known. 

When  distant  far  from  you  j 
Though  pan,  't  b  atjll  a  pleasing  pain. 
To  trace  those  days  and  hours  again. 

And  sigh  again,  adieu ! 


wo  streams,  which  from  one  fount  sin  ri 

Together  join'd  in  vain; 
aw  soon,  divergmg  from  their  source, 
ach  mtirmtuing  seeks  anolhei  course, 

Till  mngled  in  the  main. 

tiDugh  near,  alas !  distinctly  llow. 


d  both  et 


Our  souIb,  my  Friend  [  which  once  supplied 
One  wish,  nor  breathed  a  thought  heade. 

Now  flow  in  dlRerenl  channels  j 
Piedaliung  humbler  rural  sports, 
TT  is  yours  to  iinjf  in  polish'd  courts, 

And  shine  in  Fashion's  annals. 
T  is  mine  to  waste  on  lA>Te  n^  time, 
Or  vem  my  reveries  in  thyme. 

Without  the  aid  of  Reason; 
For  Sense  and  Reason  (critics  know  it) 
llaie  quitted  every  amorous  poet. 

Nor  left  a  thought  to  seiie  on. 


Poiff  Little  1  sweet,  melodious  bard 
Ot  late  esteem'd  It  monstrous  hard. 

That  he,  who  sang  before  all ; 
lie,  who  the  love  of  Love  espanded, 
Jty  dire  reviewers  should  be  branded. 

As  void  of  wit  and  moral." 
And  yet,  while  Beauty's  praise  b  thine 


Thy  soothing  lays  may  still  be  read. 
When  Persecution's  arm  is  dead. 

And  critics  are  forgot. 
Still,  1  must  yield  those  worthies  merit. 
Who  chasten,  with  unsparing  spirit. 

Bad  rhymes,  and  those  who  write  them ; 
And  though  myself  mi"  '""  '' 


Bye. 


vert, 


ot  fight  them ;  * 
Perhaps  they  woukl  do  quite  as  wi 
To  break  the  rudely-sounding  shell 

He  who  oBeods  at  pert  rineleen, 

Ere  thirty,  may  become,  I  ween, 

A  very  harden'd  smner. 


Myni 


.right; 


I  think  I  said  't  would  be  your  fat« 
To  add  one  star  to  royal  state ; 

May  regal  smiles  attend  you } " 
And  should  a  noble  Monarch  reign. 
You  will  not  seek  his  smiles  in  vaio. 

If  worth  can  recommend  you. 


I  or  friendship  n 
[indred  care, 
best  deserve  yoi 
nay  you  stray 


Oh!  if  you  » 

Your  coming 

And  virti 

Be  still,  as  yc 
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And  thougb  EoniG  triilmg  s\ 

To  cheer  my  last  dedining 

To  me  were  doubl}' d< 

Whilst  blessing  your  beloved  m 


n  he'd  lift. 
To  place  it  on  St.  Mary's  spire. 
Then  would,  umooPd,  old  Granta'a  halls 
PedaJ^tic  mmates  full  display ; 


Against  the  neit  eleeliye  day. 
)  I  candidates  and  voters  He, 

AUlull'd  in  sleep,  a  goodly  numbai 


From  audiors  of  historic  use ; 
Ptefbrring  to  tliD  loUer'd  sago 

"ibe  squsre  of  the  liypothemise.' 
Still,  harmless  are  these  occupations, 

That  hurt  none  but  the  hapless  student, 
Compaj^  with  other  recreations, 

WUch  bring  together  the  imprudent ; 
Whose  daring  revels  shock  the  ught. 

When  vice  and  infejiiy  combine. 
When  drunkemiess  CJid  dice  unite, 

And  every  sense  is  steep'd  in  wine. 
Not  so  the  methodislic  crew, 

Who  plans  of  reforma^un  lay : 
In  hurftble  altitude  Ihey  sue. 

And  for  the  ^ns  of  others  pray. 
Forgetting  that  their  pride  of  spuit. 

Their  ejultalion  in  their  uial. 
Detracts  most  large^  Jrom  the  merit 

Of  all  their  boasted  self-denial. 
'Tis  mom,— from  these  I  turn  my  sight: 

What  scene  is  this  which  meets  the  eye  t 


But  very  seldom,— now  and  then. 
They  know  the  Chancellor  has  got 


And,  therefore,  srralca  ■ 
ow,  frffln  the  aoporilic  see 


Tovii 


The  studious  sons  of  Al 


a.  Mater. 


There,  in  apartments  small  and  damp. 

The  csndidato  lor  college  priiea 
Sils  poring  by  the  nudnight  lamp, 

Goes  late  to  bed,  yet  early  rises. 
He,  surely,  well  deserves  to  gain  them. 

With  all  the  honours  of  his  college, 
Who,  striving  hardly  to  obtain  them, 

Thua  seeks  unprofitaHe  knowledge ; 
Who  sBcrificea  hours  of  rest, 

To  scan,  precisely,  metres  Attic, 


Or  puzzles  o'er  the  deep  trial 

Deprived  of  many  a  wholesome  n 

In  haibatouB  Isttin'  doom'd  i 


hoir  would  scarcely  be 


Even 


ivbeginn 


must  bo  refused. 
To  such  a  set  of  croaking  dinner 

If  David,  when  his  toils  were  ended. 
Had  heard  these  biockheada  sing 

To  us  ids  psahns  had  ne'er  descended. 
In  furious  mood  he  would  have  torn 

The  luckless  Israelites,  when  taken, 

Were  aak'd  to  sing,  by  joy  forsaken. 

On  Babylonian  river's  border. 
Oh  1  had  they  sung  in  notes  like  these. 

Inspired  by  stratagem  or  fear,    ■ 
They  might  have  set  their  hearts  at  easi 

The  devil  a  soul  had  Etay'd  lo  hear 
But,  if  I  scribble  longer  now. 

The  deuce  a  soul  will  stay  to  read 
My  pen  is  blunt,  my  ink  is  low, 

T  is  ahnost  Ihna  lo  slop  indeed. 
Therefore,  farevfell,  M  Grxnta's  spu 

No  more,  like  Cleofas,  I  fiy ; ' 
No  more  thy  theme  my  Muse  inspires 


before 
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lands.' Deu  tnvBtCBIliiL  Ooe  of  Hir  modern  toniLsIB  inci 
tioii4  a  aa  Uie  higheflt  mountdD,  perbopi,  In  Greu  Briinu 
bs  UiHUltmar,  itii  csniuiJi' om  of  lli»  mi«  Bublin 
Qod  piotamqita  aiDODut  aar  "*  C«ledocdB2i  A]p4."  lis  o] 
i>eanince  OfB  dukr  has,  Iwt  ttaa  HUimiill^  Ibe  <eat  i.. 
Qlernsl  biiowh:  n«ir  La^m  vGur  I  ipwit  same  of  Uid 
Hsilr  put  of  IDT  lile,  tbg  r«alleDtion  of  wUcb  bu  ei>cD 
bulb  &  the  fnlJawlnt  Slaoiat 

Away,  ye  gay  landscapes,  ye  gardens  of  roses ! 

In  jou  let  rJie  minioDS  of  luxury  rove ; 
Beslore  me  the  rooks  where  Ihe  enow-flike  reposes, 

Though  still  they  are  sacred  ta  freedom  and  lave : 
Yet,  Caledonia,  beloved  are  th;  raounlains, 

Round  their  while  summits  tlicmsh  elements  vfar, 
Though  cataracts  fi>ain,  ^slead  of  sniootb-flowing  foEUb- 

I  sigh  for  the  vallej  of  dork  Loch  na  Garr. 
Ah  !  there  my  young  ibotsleps  m  infancy  vfajidot'd, 

My  cap  was  the  hoiuiel,  rny'clook  was  the  ploid,-^ 
On  chiei^aJns  long  perishM  my  memoty  ]ionderM, 

As  daily  I  strode  through  The  pinc-covet*d  glade ; 
1  sought  not  my  home  lill  the  day^s  dying  glory 

Gave  place  to  the  rays  of  ibe  bright  pohr  star ; 
For  Fancy  was  cheet*d  by  trodi^onol  story 

'Disclosed  by  the  natives  of  dark  Loch  nn  Garr. 
"  Shades  of  the  dead!  have  I  not  heard  your  voices 

lUse  on  the  night-rollmg  breath  of  the  gale  ?" 
Surely  the  sou)  of  the  hero  rejoices, 

And  rides  on  the  wind  o'ot  his  own  Highland  vale: 
Bound  Loch  ni  Garr,  while  the  stormy  mist  gathers. 

Winter  presides  in  his  cold  icy  car; 
Clouds  there  encircle  the  forms  of  my  fathets— 

They  dwell  in  the  tempests  irfdark  Loch  na  Garr; 
"Ill-starr'd, '  though  brave,  did  no  visions  foreboding 

Tell  you  that  Fate  had  forsaken  your  cause?" 
Ah  I  were  you  desimed  to  the  at  Culloden,  > 

Victory  crown'd  not  .your  M  with  applause ; 
Jjtill  were  you  happy,  in  death's  early  slumber 

The  Pibmch "  resounds  to  the  piper's  loud  umiber 

Your  deeds  on  the  echoes  of  dark  Loch  na  Garr. 
Years  have  roll'd  on,  Looh  na  Garr,  since  I  lefl  you ; 

Years  must  elapse  ere  I  tread  yoa  ag^ ; 
Nature  of  verdure  and  flowers  has  bereft  you, 

Yet,  still,  are  yoj  dearer  than  Albion's  plain : 
England!  thy  beauties  are  tame  and  domestic 

To  one  who  has  toied  on  the  mountauis  a&r ; 
Oh !  lor  the  (;rags  that  are  wild  and  majestic, 

Tne  steep-frowning  gbries  of  dark  Loch  na  Garr! 


1  This  1 


a  [aw 
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n  spells  no  longer  bound, 

:  the  fetters  of  my  youth  j   ■ 

Lread  thy  mystic  lound, 

ave  thy  realms  for  thoge  of  TrulK 


While  Fancy  holds  her  boundless  reign, 

And  all  assume  a  varied  hue. 
When  virgins  seem  no  longer  vain, 

And  even  woman's  smiles  are  truo. 
Add  must  we  own  Ihee  but  a  name, 

And  from  thy  hall  of  clouds  descend ; 
Kor  find  a  sylph  hi  every  dame, 

A  Pylajies'  m  every  friend? 
But  leave,  at  once,  thy  realms  of  air. 

To  rainglbig  bonds  of  fairy  elves : 
Confess  that  woman's  ialso  as  fair, 

And  Ciends  have  feelbigs  Cir— themselves. 
With  shame,  I  own  I  've  felt  thy  sway, 

Repentant,  now  thy  reign  is  o'er ; 
e  thy  pret 


No  mi 


mfani 


Fond  fool !  t^  love  a  sparkling  eye. 

And  tiiink  that  eye  to  Tr^th  was 
To  trust  a  passing  wanton's  Mgh, 

And  melt  iieneath  a  wanton's  les 
Romance  I  disgusted  with  deceit. 

Far  from  thy  motley  court  I  fly. 
Where  Aifectation  holds  her  seat. 

And  sickly  Sensibility; 
Whose  silly  tears  can  never  flow 

For  any  pangs  eicepting  thme  [ 
Who  turns  aside  from  real  woe, 
To  steep  in  dew  thy  gaudy  shrine 

Now  join  with  sable  Sympathy, 


■nme  of  the  inincipB 
4  A  tend  orthe  M 
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Where  (Uilamented  you  musl  lii 
Oblivion's  bUikening.lake  b  Eoen 

Convulsed  bj  galos  yon  cannot 
Where  you,  and  eke  your  gentle  qt 

Alas !  must  perish  ailogelhcr. 


ELEGT  ON  NEWSTEAD  ABBEY.' 


eligion's  charter  their  protecting  shield. 

Till  niyal  sacrilege  llieir  doom  decreed. 
One  holy  Herky  reat'd  tlie  Gothic  walls, 

And  bade  the  pious  mruato  rest  in  iicaw 
AoothetHERKY  '  the  kind  gift  recola, 

And  bids  devotion's  hiUloiv'd  echoes  oens 


or  warriors,  monks,  and  dames  Ihe  dolEtat'd 
Hail  to  tliy  pile !  more  honour'd  In  thy  M, 

ProudLy  majestic  frowns  thy  vaulted  hall, 

Scowling  deEance  on  the  blast  of  fate. 

Ko  mail-clad  ser6, '  obedient  to  their  lord, 


Ingnm 
Or  gay  assemble  i 


y,tho< 


Else  might 
Retrai 


imd  the  feat 


ruig  Fancy's  t 


pogn 


s,  throi 


foof  lu 


Marking  each  ardent  youth,  ordai 

A  votive  pilgrifli,  in  Judca's  clime. 
But  not  from  ^ee,  dark  pile !  departs  the  Chief, 

His  feudal  realm  in  other  regions  lay ; 
In  thee,  Iba  wounded  conscience  courts  relief, 

Betiriog  from  the  garish  blaze  of  day. 
Yes,  in  thy  gloomy  cells  and  shades  profound, 

The  monk  abjured  a  world  he  ne'er  could  view; 
Or  blood-st^'d  Guilt  repenting  solaee  found. 

Or  innocence  from  stem  Oppression  flew. 
A  monarch  bade  thee  from  that  wild  arise, 

Wliere  Sherwood's  outlaws  once  were  wont  to  pi 


Sought  Eheller  in  the  pr 
Wheri 


owl. 


lurky  dew 


imid  pall  of  life-c^linguish'd  clay. 
In  sainted  fame  the  sacred  fathers  grew. 

Nor  raised  th^  pious  voices,  but  lo  pray. 
Where  now  the  bats  thar  wavering  wings  efflejid. 

Soon  as  the  gloaming '  spreads  hK  waning  shade. 
The  choir  did  oft  Uicir  mingling  vesptas  blend, 

Or  ma^n  orisons  to  Mary^  paid. 


is  used  br  Waller  Scot 


rs  roll  on  years — to  ages, 


!s  yield- 


each  th 


r  Euppllca 


He  drives  them  eiiles  from  their  blest  abode. 

No  Mend,  no  home,  no  refiige  but  their  God. 
Hark !  how  the  hall,  resounduig  to  the  strain, 

The  heralds  of  a  warrior's  haughty  reign, 

rted  banners,  wave  thy  walls  witliin. 

th  offcasts,  the  clang  of  burnish'd  ami! 
The  braying  trumpet,  and  the  hoaiaer  drum, 

"  '     ■  .     ...  ■     fgjjjj  aJaims. 

An  abbey  once,  a  regal  fortress  ^  now, 

Encircled  by  insul^g  rebel  powers ; 

ar's  dread  macliinea  o'erhang  thy  threatening  t 

Ah !  vain  defence  I  the  hostile  traitor's  siege, 
Though  oft  repulsed,  by  guile  o'ercopies  tho  bra 

His  thronging  foes  oppress  the  faithful  liege, 
Relielhon's  reeking  standards  o'er  him  wave, 
ol  unavenged,  the  raging  baton  yields, 
The  blood  of  traitors  smears  the  purple  plain ; 
nconquer'd  still  hjs  falchion  there  he  wields. 
And  days  of  glory  yet  for  him  remain, 
till,  in  that  hour  the  warrior  wish'd  to  strew 
Self-gaiher'd  laurels  on  a.  sdf-aou^i  grave ; 
ul  CharloB*  protecting  genius  hither  flew. 
The  monarch's  Giend,  tiie  monardi'a  hope,  to  save 
rcmMingsheBnalch'dhim^  from  (he  uneq 
In  other  liekls  the  torrent  to  repel. 

For  nobler  combats  here  reserved  his  life. 
To  lead  tho  band  where  godlike  Falkla 

Prom  thas,  poor  pile !  to  lawless  plunder  gi 
While  dying  groans  their  pauifijl  requiem 

Such  victims  wallow  on  the  gory  groimd. 
There,  many  a  pale  and  rutiiless  robber's  corse. 

Noisome  and  ghasl,  deliles  thy  sacred  sod ; 
O'er  mmgling  maji,  and  horse  cormnli'd  vtith  hotfi 

CorrupUon's  heap,  the  savage  spoilers  trod. 
Graves,  long  with  rank  and  ^ghing  weeds  o'crspt 

Ranaack'd,  resign  perforce  ieir  mortal  mould ; 
FVom  rufiiim  fangs  escape  not  e'en  the  dead, 

Raked  from  repose,  in  search  of  buried  gold. 
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Hiish'd  is  the  harp,  unstrung  the  warlike  lyre. 

Thy  cloisters,  pervious  to  the  wmtiy  showers— 

The  minstrel's  paMed  hand  reclines  in  death ; 

'These,  these  he  views,  and  views  them  but  lo  iveep 

No  more  he  strikes  the  qmvering  chords  with  fi™, 

Yet  are  his  teats  no  emblem  of  regret. 

Or  sings  the  glories  of  ths  martial  wreath. 

Cherish'd  affection  only  bids  them  flow ; 

At  length,  the  saled  murderers,  gorged  with  prey, 

Pridfe,  Hope,  and  Love  forbid  bun  to  forget, 

Retire— the  clamour  of  the  Rgbi  is  o'er; 

But  warm  his  bosom  with  impassion'd  gloiv. 

SilcQce  ageju  resumes  her  awful  sway. 

Yet,  he  prefers  thee  to  the  gilded  domes, 

And  sablo  Horror  guards  the  massy  door. 

Of  gewgaw  grottos  of  the  vamly  great ; 

Here  Desolation  holds  her  dreary  court ; 

Yet  Imgers  'nad  thy  damp  and  mossy  tombs, 

What  sitellitts  declare  her  dismal  reign  1 

Shrieldng  their  dhgs,  ill-omen'd  birds  resort 

Haply  thy  sun  emer^g  yet , may  shine. 

To  fUt  their  ti^  in  the  hoary  faJie. 

Thee  to  nradiate  with  meridian  ray ; 

Soon  a  new  morn's  restoring  beams  dispel 

Hours  splendid  as  the  past  may  still  be  Ihine. 

The  clouds  of  anardiy  from  Britain's  skies; 

And  bless  thy  future  as  thy  Ibraier  day. 

The  fierce  usurper  seeks  his  nadre  hell. 

And  Natm-B  triumphs  as  the  tyrant  dies. 

With  storms  she  welcomes  his  eipiriag  groans. 

TO  E.  N.  L.  ESQ. 

Earth  shudders  as  her  cave  receives  his  bones. 
Loathing  1  the  olTorkig  of  so  dark  a  death. 

N,l  eeo  eonmlerm,  lueundo  hwiub  >°"^j^^j,   ^ 

ITiB  legal  Ruler>  now  resumes  the  hehn, 

Dear  L ,  in  this  sequestcr'd  scene. 

He  gmdes  tlirough  gentle  seas  the  prow  of  state : 

While  all  around  in  slumber  lie. 

Hope  cheers  with  wonted  smiles  the  peaceful  reahn. 

The  joyous  days  which  ours  have  been 

And  heals  the  bleeding  wounds  of  wearied  Hate. 

Come  rollmg  fresh  on  Fancy's  eye : 

Thus,  if  amidst  the  gathering  storm. 

'niB  gioomy  tenants,  Newstead,  of  thy  ceSs, 

While  cUiuds  the  darken'd  noon  deform. 

Hoiviing  resign  their  violated  nest ; 

Yon  heaven  assumes  a  v«ied  gk>w, 

Agdn  the  master  on  his  tenure  divolls, 

I  hail  the  sky's  celestial  bow, 

Enjoj'd,  torn  absenoe,  with  enraptured  lesU 

Which  spreads  the  sign  of  fiitore  peace. 

Vassals  vrithin  thy  hospitable  pale. 

And  bids  the  war  of  tempests  cease. 

Loudly  carousing,  hlesa  th^  lord's  return ; 

Ah  1  tiiough  the  present  brings  but  pain, 

Ctiltura  agdn  adorns  the  gladdening  vale. 

I  think  those  days  may  come  again ; 

And  matrons,  once  lamenting,  cease  to  mourn. 

Or  i^  in  melancholy  mood. 

A  thousand  songs  on  tuneful  echo  Boat, 
And,  hark !  the  horns  proclMm  a  meUow  note. 

Some  lurking  envious  foar  inUiide, 
To  check  my  bosom's  fondest  thought. 

And  interrupt  the  goUon  dream ; 
1  crush  the  fiend  with  malice  fraught. 

And  still  indulge  my  wonted  theme ; 

Beneath  thar  coursers'  hoofe  the  valleys  shake : 

Although  we  ne'er  agmi  can  trace, 

What  faats,  what  anrious  hopes  attend  tho  chase  1 

In  Granta's  vale,  the  pedant's  lore. 

The  dying  stag  seeks  reluge  m  the  lake. 

Hor,  through  the  groves  of  Ida,  chase 

Exulting  shouts  announce  the  finish'd  race. 

Our  raptured  visions  ss  before ; 

Ah !  happy  days !  too  happy  to  endure  1 

Though  Youth  has  flown  on  rosy  piniof.. 

Such  ample  sports  our  plam  forefathers  knew ! 

And  Manhood  claims  his  stem  donunlon. 

No  splen^d  vices  ghtter'd  to  allure— 

Age  will  not  every  hope  destroy. 

Their  joys  «efe  many,  as  thar  cares  were  few. 

But  yield  some  hours  of  sober  joy. 

Yes,  I  will  hope  that  Time's  broad  wmg 

Time  steals  along,  and  Death  uprears  his  dart ; 

Will  shed  around  some  dews  of  spring ; 

Another  chief  impels  the  feammg  steed. 

But,  If  his  scythe  must  sweep  the  flowers 

Another  crowd  pursue  the  panting  hart. 

Which  bloom  among  the  fairy  bowers. 

Where  smihng  Youth  delights  lo  dwell. 

Thy  yavming  arch  betokens  slow  decay ; 
The  last  and  youngest  of  a  noble  bne 
Now  hoUa  thy  mouldering  turrets  m  his  aivay. 

And  hearts  with  early  rapture  swell ; 

If  frownmg  Age,  witli  cold  control, 

Confines  the  current  of  the  soul. 
Congeals  Ihe  tear  of  Pity's  eye. 
Or  checks  the  sympathetic  sigh, 
Or  hears  unmoved  Misfortune's  groan. 

Ttgi  vaults,  where  dead  of  feudal  ages  sleep — 

And  tads  me  leel  tor  seH'  alone ; 

1  Thi»  is  a  hl<lo.;cil  fact.  A  violent  tempan  oDOUrred  Lm- 

Oh  I  may  my  bosom  never  learn. 

To  sooth  its  wonted  heedless  flow. 

thn  pnvaTers ;  both  inlerpreled  the  citcnmslanoj  inio  di?ir« 

■Still,  strn,  despise  the  censor  stern, 

But  ne'er  foi^ot  another's  woe. 

»e  l(ia«  10  tho  cosulan  of  thai  age  lo  rtocido.    I  have  mode 

Yea  as  you  knew  me  in  tho  days 

.i.ch  use  ^f  Ihelooomrence  as  suited  Iha  iubjecl  of  my  KiBm. 
SChjirlesll. 

O'or  which  Remembrance  yet  delays. 
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And  even  in  age  at  heart ; 
Though  now  on  airy  yisioi 


idC— 


My  youthiul  njmphs,  alj 

E is  a     ■" 

And  Carolin; 

And  Cora's  eye,  ivhioh  roli'd  on  t 
Can  now  no  mote  my  lovo  reoc 

In  iraih,  dear  L ,  'i  was  time 

Pot  Cora'G  eye  will  eliine  on  al 
And  though  the  sun,  with  genial  ] 
His  beams  alike  to  all  displaya^ 
And  every  lady^s  eye  'a  a  sun, 
Tiiese  last  should  be  confined  lo  i 
Tho  soul's  meridian  don'l  hoeom. 
Whose  sun  displays  a  general  ja 


As) 


ry  fermet 

thing  dajnes  are  low, 
h  once  improved  their  ligbt^ 
bum  with  fiercer  glow, 
s  all  their  ^rarks  m  lught ; 
n  with  pas^on's  fires, 
ty  and  giri  remembers. 


But  now,  dear  L ,  't  a  midrught's  noon 

And  douds  obscure  the  watery  moon. 

Described  in  every  stnpling'a  verae ; 
For  why  shoidd  I  the  path  go  o'er, 
Which  every  bard  has  ttod  before  7 
Vet,  ore  yon  silver  lamp  of  night 

Has  thnce  pertbrm'd  her  stfiled  round, 
Has  thrice  retraced  her  path  nf  liglit, 

And  chased  away  (he  gloom  profound, 


a,  my  gani 


id  then. 


end, 
ur  childhood  kr 


Well 

While  niajiy  a  tale  of  focmcr  day 

Shall  wing  the  laughing  houis  away  ] 

And  an  the  flow  of  son!  shall  pour 

The  sacred  intellectual  shower, 

Nor  cease,  till  Luna's  waning  bom 

Scarce  glim^ners  through  the  mist  of  Mom. 


For  then  my  peace  had  not  bi 


Toth 
They  knoi 


;e  these 


irlyfaul 


id  old  re 


^ns,  but  do  not  know 
I  thine  to  break  the  bonds  of  loving, 
my  soul,  like  thine,  was  pure. 
And  all  its  tiang  fires  could  smother ; 

Bestow'd  by  thea  upon  anoiiier. 
arhttps  his  poica  1  could  destroy. 
And  spoil  Ihs  blisses  that  await  him ; 
et,  let  my  rival  smile  in  joy, 
For  ihy  dear  sake  I  cannot  hale  him. 
h  1  suice  Uiy  angel  form  is  gone. 
My  haarl  no  mora  can  rest  with  any ; 

"  ■  wbal  ii  sought  in  thea  alone, 
Attempts,  alas !  to  find  in  many. 

Than  fare  Ihee  well,  deceitful  maid, 

fi-uitless  to  regret  thpo ; 
ry  yield  their  aid. 


s,  these 


These  thoughtles 
If  thou  Wert  mina,  had  all  been  bush'd  i 

This  cheek,  now  pale  {torn  early  riot. 
With  Passion's  hectic  ne'er  had  fluEh'd, 

But  bloom'd  in  cahn  domestic  qiuet. 

For  Nature  seem'd  to  smile  before  thee 
And  onca  my  breast  abborr'd  decdt. 

For  then  it  beat  hut  to  adore  thee. 
Bui  now  I  seek  for  other  joys ; 

In  thoughtless  throngs  and  empty  noise, 

a  thought  win  steal, 


STANZAS. 
I  wooiD  I  were  a  careless  child. 

Still  dwelling  m  my  highland  cave. 
Or  roaimng  tlmjugh  the  dusky  wild. 

Or  boundmg  o'er  the  dirk-bluo  wave. 
The  cumbrous  pomp  of  Saxon  '  ptido 

AoJUrds  not  with  Iho  f^ee-^^m  soul, 

And  seeks  the  rocks  where  billows  rolL 

Fortune !  take  back  these  cultured  lands, 

Take  back  this  name  of  splendid  sound  1 

I  Ifflle  the  slaves  that  cringe  oi 
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Ah! 


e  my  years,  and  j 
worid  was  no'er  d 
why  do  dark'niog  al 


Theh 
Once  I  beheid  a,  splendid  dream, 

A  visioimry  acenB  of  bliss ; 
Truth  E  nherefore  did  diy  hated  beam 

Awake  me  to  a  wur  d  like  [his  7 
1  loved — but  Ihoao  1  lorsd  are  gone ; 

Had  friends— my  ear.y  friends  are  fled ; 
Ho"  chceriess  feels  Iho  heart  alone 

When  all  its  former  hopes  are  dead ! 
Though  gay  companions  o'er  the  bowl 

Dispel  BwhUe  the  sense  of  ill, 
Though  Pleasura  stirs  llie  maddening  aoul, 

The  hesn—ihe  heart  b  lonely  siill. 
How  dull  M>  heat  the  voice  of  tlioSe 

Whom  Rank  or  Ohanee,  whom  Wealth  or 
H&ve  made,  though  nei^er  friends  nor  foes, 

Associates  of  (he  festive  hour. 
Give  me  agaui  a  faithful  few. 

In  years  and  ibebngs  stm  the  same, 
And  I  will  fly  the  midnight  erew. 


I'en  thy  smiles  begin  lo  pidi ! 


ThiB  busy  scene  nf  splendid  woe. 
Which  Vulue  knovis,  or  semis  to  know. 


Oh  I  that  (o  me  the  wings  w. 

Which  bear  the  turUe  to  h 

Then  would  I  cleave  the  vai 


When 

With  [hose  I  loved,  thy  so^  ^id  verdant  sod ; 
With  [hose  who,  scatler'd  far,  perchance  det 
Like  me,  the  happy  scenes  they  knew  helbre 
Oh  1  as  I  trace  again  thy  winding  hill, 

ITiod  drooping  Ekn  I  beneath  whose  boughs 
And  frequent  mueed  the  twilight  hours  away ; 
Where,  as  they  once  were' wont,  my  limbs  t( 
Rut  ah  I  without  the  thoughts  which  then  w» 


might  I  sleep,  where  all  my  hopes  arose, 
Scene  of  my  youth,  and  couch  of  my  repose; 
~     ever  s[retch'd  beneath  this  mantlmg  shade, 

St  by  the  tarf  where  once  my  childhood  play'd 
Wrapt  by  the  soil  that  veils  the  spot  I  loved, 
Mix'dwilb  the  earth  o'er  which  my  footsteps  mm 
:Bt  by  tho  tongues  that  charm'd  my  youthful  eo 
lum'd  by  the  few  my  soul  acknowledged  here, 
Deplored  by  those  in  early  days  allied, 
mremember'd  by  the  world  k>cside* 


THE  DEATH  OP  CALMAB  AND  OKLA. 

An  imitation  of  Macphersea's  Ossion,' 
DEiHaro  thadays  ofyoulhl  Age  dwells  on  their  is- 
memhrance  through  the  nust  of  time.  In  the  twilight 
he  recalls  the  sunny  hours  of  mom.  He  lifts  his  spear 
uifli  trembling  hand.  "  Not  thus  feebly  did  I  taise  the 
steel  before  myfathers;"  Pastisthe  race  of  heroes ! 
but  their  fame  rises  on  the  harp  i  their  souls  ride  on 
the  wings  of  the  wind  I  they  hear  the  Houml  through 
Iho  sighs  of  the  storm,  and  r^oice  in  their  hall  ol 
clouds !  Such  is  Calmar.  The  gray  stone  marls  hia 
~   '    '     '    ID  from  eddying  tempests. 


n  in  the  > 


St  of  the  m 

:n  Morven  dwelt  the  chief;  abeam  of  war  to  FingaL 
I  steps  m  the  Geld  were  marked  in  blood ;  Lochlm's 
e  had  Hed  before  hb  angry  spear :  but  mild  was  the 
lofCabnar;  soft  was  the  flow  of  his  yellow  looks — 
y  stream'd  bke  the  meteor  of  the  nighl.  No  maid 
s  the  fflgh  of  his  Bonl ;  Ins  thoughts  were  given  to 
friendship,  to  dark-haired  Oila,  destroyer  of  heroes! 
Eijual  were  their  swords  in  bottle ;  but  fierce  was  [he 
ide  of  Oria,  gentle  ohme  to  Calmar.  Together  they 
lelt  in  the  cave  of  Oithona. 

From  LoehUn,  Swaran  bounded  o'er  the  blue  waves, 
■in's  sons  fell  beneath  his  mighL  Pmgal  mused  his 
iefs  to  combat.  Their  ships  cover  the  ocean!  Their 
sts  throng  on  the  green  hills.  They  come  to  the  aid 
of  Erin. 

Night  rose  m  clouds.  Darkness  veils  the  armies  ; 
hut  the  blazing  oaks  gleam  thmugh  the  valky.  The 
naofLochluiBlepI:  theirdreamswereofblood.  They 
,  [he  spear  in  thought,  and  Fingal  flies.  Not  so  the 
Bt  of  Morven.  To  watch  wis  the  post  of  Orla.  Cal- 
ir  stood  by  his  ade.  Their  spears  were  m  their  hands. 
Fmgal  called  his  chiefs.  They  stood  amund.  The  king 

m  of  the  king.    Age  withered  not  his  powers 


b,\j00gle 
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"  SonaofMorvcn,"  said  the  hcro,"to-moiTimweme6l 
Ihe  foe;  but  where  is  CulhulUn,  the  ^old  of  Erin? 
He  testa  in  the  halls  o!  Tura ;  he  knows  not  of  our 
coming.  Who  will  speed  through  JjOchlin  to  the  hero, 
and  caU  Uie  chief  to  orms  )  The  path  is  by  the  swords 
offoeSibutmanyarBmyherooa,  They  are  thunderbolts 

"  Son  of  Trenmor !  niino  be  the  deed,"  said  dark- 
haired  Orla,  "undmiae  done.  Whalisdesthtome! 
1  love  the  sleep  of  the  iraghty,  but  little  is  the  danger. 
The  sons  of  Lochlin  dream.  I  will  seek  car-bofoe 
Cuthullin.  If  I  fall,  raise  the  sang  of  bards,  ajid  la) 
me  by  the  stieam  of  Lubar."— "And  shalt  thou  M 
alone?"  said  fair-halredCalmar.  "  Wilt  thou  leave  th) 
friend  afat,  Chief  of  Oithonal  not  feeble  is  my  arm  in 
fight.  Couldlsee  thee  die,audnotliilthe  spear?  No, 
Orla  <  ours  has  been  the  chase  of  the  roebuck,  and  the 
least  of  shells  {  ours  he  the  path  of  danger :  ours  has 

on  the  hanks  of  Lubar."—"  Calmar!"  said  the  chief  of 
Oithona,  "why  should  tiiy  yellow  locks  be  darkened 
in  the  dust  of  Etin?  Let  me  fall  alone.    My  father 

the  blue-eyed  Mora  spreads  Ihe  fe 


Mon 


tslheg 


;  of  the  h 


h,  and  thinks  it  is  the  h-oad  of  Cdi 
not  say,  ^  Calmar  is  fallen  by  the  fiteel  of  Lochlin ; 
died  with  gloomy  Orla,  the  chief  of  the  dark  hw 
Whjshould  teats  dim  the  omre  eye  ot  Mora?    Why 
fBOrla.thc  daitroyetof  Calmar' 


e,  Cilmo 


3f  Lochlin!   Jomtho  sc 

10  Orla,  from  thevoiceofCaknar.  My  ghost  shall  smile 
on  the  notes  of  praise."— "Orla!"  said  Ihe  son  o 
Mora,  ",could  I  raise  the  song  of  death  to  my  Ciendi 
Could  I  give  his  fame  to  the  winds  7  No;  my  hear 
would  ^eak  in  sighs ;  faint  and  broken  are  the  soundi 
of  sorrow.  Orla!  our  soulsshall  hearihe  song  together. 
One  cloud  shall  be  ours  on  high ;  the  bards  will  nungli 
the  names  of  Orla  and  Calmar." 

They  quit  the  circle  of  the  chiefs.  Their  steps  ari 
to  the  host  of  Lochlui.  The  djmg  hlaie  of  oak  dim 
twinkles  through  the  night.  The  northern  star  " 
the  path  to  Tura,  Swaran,  die  kuig,  rests  < 
lonely  bill.  Here  the  troops  are  nujed :  they  Irown  in 
sleep,  their  shields  beneath  their  heads.  Their  s 
gleam,  at  distance,  in  heaps.  The  tires  are  ^nt 
embers  fail  hi  smoke.  AU  is  hushed ;  but  the  gale 
»ghs  on  tho  i«cks  above.  Lightly  wheel  the  heroei 
through  the  slumbering  band.  Half  the  journey  u 
past,  when  Mathon,  resting  on  his  shield,  meets  thi 
eye  of  Otia.  It  rolls  in  iknw,  and  glistens  through  thi 
shade:  his  spear  is  raised  on  high,  "Whydoatthoi 
bHid  thy  brow.  Chief  of  Oithona?"  said  fair-hfJred 
CEdmar.  "Weare  inlhe  midst  offoes.  Isthisatii 
(or  delay  T" — "  It  is  a  lime  tat  vengeance,"  s^d  Or 
of  the  gloomy  brow.  "Mathon  of  Lochlin  sleeps:  se 
thou  his  spcarT  Its  point  is  dim  with  the  gore  cf  mj 
father.  The  blood  of  Mathon  shall  rook  on  mmr  ' 
shall  I  slay  him  sleeping,  son  of  Mots  3  No  I  he 
[eel  his  wound  ]  my  lame  shall  not  soar  on  the  blood 
ofslomher.  Ri8e,Malhon!riseI  diesonofConnal 

■leep,  but  did  he  rise  alone  T  No :  the  gathering 
bound  on  tho  pkuiu    "Slyi  Calmar,  fly!"  said 


■A  Orla :  "  Mathon  is  mine ;  I  shall  <Ue  m  joy ;  bu' 

LoehUn  crowds  around;  fly  through  the  shade  of  night." 

the  helm  of  Mathon  is  clell :  his  shiekl 

;ana:  he  shudders  in  his  blood.    He  n.-llB 

by  the  side  of  the  bluing  otdt.     Strumon  sees  lum  fall. 

ises ;  his  weapon  gUtters  on  the  head  of 

Ocla  i  but  a  spear  pierced  his  eye.    His  bram  gushes 

through  the  wound,  and  foams  on  the  spear  of  Calmar, 

roll  the  waves  of  Oceaji  on  two  nnghty  l>ajksof  tha 

th,  so  pour  the  men  of  Lochlin  on  the  chie&.    As, 

:aking  the  Bio'ge  m  fcam,  proudly  steer  the  barks  cj 

stoofLoehhn.  The  din  of  arms  came  to  the  ear  ol 
I^igal,  He  strikes  his  shield :  his  sons  throng  around ; 
lour  along  the  heath,  Ryno  bounds  in  joy. 
Os^an  stalks  in  his  arms.  Oscar  shakes  the  spear.  The 
igle  wing  of  FiUan  floats  on  the  wind.  Dreadful  is 
LC  clang  of  death  I  many  are  the  widows  of  Lochlin. 

Morn  glimmers  on  the  hills :  no  hving  foe  is  seen  ^ 
:it  the  sleepers  are  many :  grim  they  lie  on  Erin.  Tho 
'eeze  of  ocean  hfis  thdrlocks  r  yet  they  do  not  awake* 
*he  hawks  scream  above  Ihdr  prey. 

Whose  yelkiw  locks  wave  o'er  the  breast  of  a  chief? 
right  as  the  gold  of  the  stranger,  they  mingle  with  the 
uk  hair  of  his  friend.  'TIS  Cahnar— he  bes  on  the 
QsomcfOrla.    Th^n  is  one  stream  of  blood.    Fierce 

the  look  of  the  gloomy  Orla.    He  breathes  not ;  hut 

Lis  hand  is  grasped  in  Cahnar's ;  but  Calmar  lives :  ho 

Mora,  'tis  mine  to  heal  the  wounds  of  heroes.    Cahnar 

ay  yet  bound  on  the  hills  of  Mwren." 

"Never  more  shall  Cahnar  chase  (he  deerofMorven 

ith  Orla ;"  said  Ihe  hero,  "  what  were  the  chase  to 

e,  alone)  Who  would  share  the  spoils  of  battle  with 

Cahnar?  Orla  is  at  restl  Bough  was  thy  soul,  Orhi! 

lofttomeasthedewofmom.  It  glared  on  others  in 

lightning;  to  me  a  silver  beam  of  night.  Bearmyswoid 

"  lyed  Mora:  let  it  hang  in  my  empty  hall.  Itis 
from  blood :  but  it  coukl  not  save  Orla.  Lay 
me  with  my  friend :  raise  the  song  when  1  am  dark." 

They  are  laid  by  the  stream  of  Lubar.  Four  gray 
attmes  madi  the  dwelling  of  Orla  and  Calmar. 

When  Swaran  was  bound,  our  siuls  rose  on  the  bhia 
vstes.    The  whids  gave  our  barks  to  Morven.    The 

'<  What  form  rises  on  the  roar  of  clouds !  whose  dark 
ghost  gleams  on  the  red  streams  of  tempests  ?  his  voice 
rolls  on  the  thunder.  'T  is  Orla ;  the  brown  chief  of 
Oithona.  He  was  unmatched  m  war.  Peace  10  thy  soul, 
Orlal  thy  fame  will  not  perisli.  Nor  thine,  Calmar!  lovely 
wast  thou,  son  of  blue-eyed  Mora ;  but  not  harmless 
was  thy  sword.  It  hangs  in  thy  cave.  The  ghosts  ol 
Lochlin  shriek  around  its  steel.  Hearthypraisi;,Calma.! 
itdwellsonthoTinceDftheniighly.  Thy  name  t^akes 
onthe  BchoesofMorvKi.  Then  raise  thy  fair  locks,  son 
ofMota;  spread  them  on  tho  areh  of  the  rainbow,  and 
smile  through  the  loais  of  the  storm." ' 


I'sOsBianmiiM  prove  the  Tranrialionef 
IhemeiilDrthewDitiemaiiuundi^ulail, 
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CRITIQUE 

EXTRACTED  FROM  THE  EDINBURGH  REVIEW,  NO.  22,  FOR  JANUARY  1; 


Hours  of  Idtenesa ;  a  Series  of  Poems,  original  and 
Irambted.  By  George  Gobeob,  Lose  BifKon, 
a  Minof.  8vo.  pp.  SCO.— Newarit,  1807. 

-The  poesy  of  this  young  Lord  belongs  to  the  cIses 


exact  sUiiidard. 


eixhet  direclioQ  from  that 


I  stagnant  wi 


in  pleading  minority.  Wb  have  it  ia  the  .title-page, 
and  on  ths  vary  back  of  the  volume;  it  folloiva  his 
name  like  a  feiouiite  part  of  his  j^fc.  Much  stresa  is 
Jaid  uponit  in  tJie  preface,  and  the  poems  are  connected 

dare?,  substantiating  the  age  at  which  each  waswntten. 
Now,  the  law  upon  the  point  of  minority  we  hold  iD  be 
perfectly  dear.  It  is  a  plea  available  only  to  the  de- 
fendant ;  no  plaintiff  can  olier  it  as  a  supplementaty 
ground  of  action.  Tlius,  if  any  suit  could  be  brought 
BgainaL  Lord  Byron,  far  the  purpose  of  compelling  him 
to  put  into  court  a  certain  quantity  of  poetry,  and  if 
iudgment  were  given  against  him,  it  is  highly  probable 
that  an  exception  ;voidd  be  taJien  were  he  to  deliver 

nught  plead  uunorigr;  bot,  as  he  now  makes  lokiMary 
lender  of  the  article,  be  Imlb  no  tight  to  sue,  on  that 

the  goods  be  unmarketable.  Tliis  is  our  view  of  the 
laivontbe  point,  and,  we  dare  to  say,  so  will  it  be  ruled. 
Perhaps  hoivever,  in  reality,  all  that  he  tells  us  about 

Ihan  to  soften  our  censures.  He  possibly  means  to  ssf, 
■  ~     -  ■     I  Thisp 


of  eighteen,  and  this  by  one 
I !  wo  all  remember  the  pootr 
and  so  far  fror 


composed  by  a  youi 
of  only  sixteen  I  ^^ — But,  mas : 
of  Cowley  at  ten,  and  Pope 

hearing,  ^vith  any  degree  ot  surprise,  that  very  poor 
irerse^  were  written  by  a  youth  Irom  his  lea^g  school 
to  his  leaving  college,  inclusive,  we  really  believe  this 
to  be  the  most  common  of  all  occurrences ;  that  it  bap- 
pens  in  the  life  of  nine  men  in  ten  who  are  educated  in 
England ;  and  chat  the  tenth  man  writes  better  verae 
than  Lord  Byron. 

His  other  plea  of  privilege  our  author  rather  brings 
forward  in  order  to  waive  tt.  He  certainly,  however, 
does  aflude  frequently  to  his  family  and  ancestors — 

givmg  np  his  eiaim  on  the  score  of  rank,  he  takes  eare 

nobleman  appears  as  an  author,  ins  merit  should  he 
handsomely  acknowledgGd.  In  truth,  it  is  this  con^- 
eratjononly,  that  induces  us  to  give  Lord  Byron^s  poems 
I  place  in  our  review,  beside  our  deare  to  coimsel  hijn, 
Uiat  he  da  forthwith  abajidc 


With  this  view,  we  must  beg  loaye  serboaly  to  assure 
im,  that  the  mere  rhyming  of  the  final  syllable,  oven 
'hen  accompanied  by  the  presence  of  a  certain  numbei 
rfecl ;  nay,  although  (wluch  does  not  always  happen) 
lose  feet  should  scan  regularly,  and  have  been  all 
ountod  aecurately  upon  the  lingers, — it  ia  not  tha 
■hole  ait  of  poetry.   We  would  entreat  him  to  believe. 


read,n 


and  that 


nt  li™n  the  ideas 
img  so  deserving 


I  his  candour,  whether  there  i 
le  name  of  poetry  in  verses  li 
1 1806;  and  whether,  if  a  youth  of  aghteen  could  say 


in  the  V 


Lord  Byron  should  also  have  a  care  of  attempthig 
what  the  greatest  poets  have  done  before   him,  for 

his  writing-master's,)  are  odious. — Gray^s  Ode  on  Eton 
College  should  really  have  kept  out  the  ten  hobbling 
is  "  On  a  distant  view  of  the  tillage  and  school  of 


ned  the  nolle  author  olT  those 


nan  doom-d  10  EaH 
IS  blast  of  lbs  win. 
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And  GO  ofinsloncca  in  which  fonner  poets  hadfailec 
Thus,  we  do  not  Ihink  Lord  Byron  was  made  for  traof 
lating,  during  his  non-age,  Adrian's  Address  to  hi 
Soul,  when  Pops  succeeded  so  indlfferenfly  in  the  a1 
lemplp  Tf  our  readers,  however,  are  of  another  opimoi 
they  nn)/  lodt  at  iL 


However,  be 

tins  as  1 

may  wo  fear 

and  imiUiIlDns 

11,  Lord  Byron. 

orallki 

ds,  from  Ana 

creoh  to  Ossian 

and,  riemi,g  t 

lool  exoriases,  ihey  may  pass 

Only,  why  pi 

1  had  their  da' 

and  served  Ihd 

tnm7  AndwhjcaUl 

eliiinginp.79. 

Inhere  « 

B  wwds  (Men  \ryfA  of  Hn 

original  are  8 

ponded 

into  lour  line 

where  fi 

dered  by  meal 

of  six  1 

obbiing  verses 

>    AstchiaOs 

Biaiuo  poesy,  we  are  ni 

t  very  good 

udges,  hemg,  m 

Inith,  so  modi 

Btoly  ak 

sidon,  that  we 

^uld. 

inion  of  Lord  Byron' 

rhapsodies.   If 

then,  die  following  begi 

ning  of  a  "  Song  of  Bards"  i 

oybisLordshi 

,waT6n 

ture  to  object 

to  it,  as  far  asw 

^niprehend 

clouds,  whose  dork  ghost  gleams  on  the  red  streani 
tempests  1  Hie  voice  rolls  on  the  thunder ;  't  is  OHa,  t 
brown  chief  of  Oithona.  He  was,"  etc.  AAerdet^i 
this  "  brown  chief"  some  lima,  the  bards  conclude  by 
giving  him  th^r  advice  to  *^  raise  his  hji  locks ;"  ther 
lo  "spread  them  on  the  arch  of  the  rainbow;"  and  "ti 
smile  tJirough  the  tears  of  the  storm."    Of  this  kind  of 


fervent 

very  like  Mncphersoi 


ripe  ago  of  nineteen)  of 
("TheanlessHeUconlboi 
not  knovr,  or  should  seem 
liis  own  ancestry.    Beside? 


n  their  &vour,  that  they  lool 

of  poets  to  he  egotists ;  bu 

self  (though  indeed  at  thi 

St  is  youth;")— should  Hthe 
iKit  to  know,  so  much  nbou 
a  poem  Shove  died,  on  tJu 

ibject,  introduced  with   ai 


with  live 


arrequK 


letVieni 


'    There  is 


y  Gair,  a  mountain  where  he  spent  part  of  1 
and  might  have  learnt  that  pibroch  is  not 

lore  than  duel  means  a  fiddle. 

or  has  dedicated  so  large  a  part  of  i 

jortalizehia'emplcymentsfat  school  a. 

loot  possibly  dismi: 


reader 


nof  thes 


miouB  mood  he  would  have  tore  ^em !' 
er  judgment  may  be  passed  on  the  poemii 
of  this  noble  minor,  it  seems  we  must  take  them  as  wo 
lind  them,  and  bo  content;  for  they  are  the  last  ne 
shall  ever  have  from  him.  He  is,  ai  best,  he  says,  but 
an  intruder  into  the  groves  of  Pamnssua ;  he  never  lived 
in  a  garret,  like  thorough^bred  poets ;  ajid  "  though  hn 
once  roved  a  careless  mOTmtuneei  in  Ihe  Highlands  of 
Scotland,"  he  has  not  of  late  enjoyed  this  advantage. 
Moreover,  he  eipects  no  profit  from  his  publication ; 
and,  whether  it  succeeds  or  not,  "  it  is  highly  improba' 
hie,  from  his  situation  and  pursuits  hereafter,"  that  he 
sbould  ag^  condescend  to  become  an  author.  There-* 
fore,  let  us  lake  what  we  get,  and  he  thankihl.  What 
right  have  WB  poor  devils  to  be  race  ?    We  are  well  off 


itcad  Abbey. 
;he  gill  horse  ii 


h  fiomjai 


of  this  Lord's  i 


by  Google 
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A   SATIBE. 


sHAKaPEABa 


PREFACE." 

than  the  aulho] 



voted  himself 

Ali  mj  Giends,  learned  and  unlearned,  have  urgco 

me  luH  to  publish  this  Satire  with  my  name.  If  I  were  H 

he  "turned  from  the  career  of  my  humour  by  quibble; 

qiUck,  and  paper  bullets  of  the  brahi,"  I  should  have 

mentofthom 

rified  by  abuse,  or  bullied  by  reviewers,  with  or  wifh- 

to  be  feared 

gut  amis.    I  con  safely  say  thai  I  have  attacked  none 

eed  better  in  condemning  my  scribUlinga  Ihiui 
n  writ*  well,  but,  if  poisilile,  to  make  olhi 


expected,  J  h 

voend 

avourei! 

in  this  ed 

■ome^ddiiioi 

,torei 

en 

ai 

edition 

Sellri. 

pub 

mously,  fourt. 

en  line 

i  1- 

BiHl  in 

erteda 

lh»  r 

nious  friend  of  mine 

whoh 

ml, 

.    IntI 

Ibi. 

and  eome  of 

myow 

duidon  which  was  not  entirely  and  exduaively  oij  own 
compo^^on. 
With  regard  to  the  real  talents  of  many  of  the  poet- 

^uded  to  in  the  following  pages,  it  is  presumed  by  the 
author  that  there  can  be  Httle  diHerence  of  opinion  in 
tiiB  public  ^  large ;  though,  Uke  other  sectaries,  each 
Ikse  his  separate  tabernacle  of  proselytes,  by  whom  his 
abill^es  are  overrated,  his  &ults  overlooked,  and  his 
metrical  canons  received  without  semple  and  wi^ut 
consideration.  But  the  imquestionabia  possession  of 
considerable  genius  by  several   of  the  writers  here 

regretted.  Imbecility  may  lie  pitied,  or,  at  worst, 
laughed  at  and  Ibrgotten ; 


dady. 


"\th^e|' 


Its  aiHicted  « 

rabies-tor  rhyming. — As  to 

the  iJiHnimrg  A  ReiAewera,  it  ivould  indeed  require  a 

'       icrush  thellydta;  butlf  theauthOTsucceeds, 

'bruising  one  of  the  heads  of  the  serpent," 

own  hand  should  suffer  in  the  encounter, 

™ply  satisfied. 


ENGLISH  BAUDS, 

,  haply,  Scotch  Reviews 

Prepare  fiir  rhyme — I  'II  pubUsh,  right  or  wrong ; 
"         are  my  Iheme,  let  Satire  ire  my  song. 

!  Nature's  noblest  gift — my  gray  goose-quill ! 

Torn  from  thy  parent  bird  to  form  a  pen. 

That  mighty  instrument  of  httle  m™  1 

"■  ■  -      ■       'd  Id  aid  the  mental  throes 


Of  brai 


wiihvi 


by  Google 
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■o-day; 


Ko  eastern  vision,  no  tUatemper'd  dream 
Inspires — imt  pa.th,  Ihou^  full  dT  Ihi^ns,  is  plain ; 

When  vice  rriuTUphant  holds  her  sovereign  away, 
And  men,  ihrough  life  hernilling  slaves,  obey; 
When  Folly,  frei]uent  harbinger  of  crime, 
UiifoldE  her  motley  store  to  suit  the  tune ; 
When  knaves  and  fools  combined  o'er  oil  prevajl, 
When  Justice  halls,  ajut  Uighl  begins  to  Tail, 
&'en  then  the  boldest  start  from  public  sneers, 
Alr^  of  shame,  unknown  to  other  feors, 
More  darkly  ein,  by  Satu^  kept  in  awe, 
And  shrink  from  c^dicule^  [hough  not  f^om  law. 


I  of  Wit! 


song; 


SliU  there  aro  tollies  e'ei 
And  yield  at  least  annis 
Laugh  when  1  laugh,  1 1 


I  pour'd  along  the  town  a  flood  of  rhyme— 
A  school-boy  froak,  unworthy  praiae  or  blame: 
1  printed — ^er  children  do  die  same, 

A  book's  abook,  although  there 'a  nothing  in'U 


Moved  by  the  great  example,  ]  pursue 
The  sel&ame  road,  .hut  make  my  own  revievf: 
Not  seek  great  Jeffb.ev's — yei,  like  lum,  will  bo 
Self-constituted  judge  of  poesy. 

Save  censure — eiitics  all  are  ready  made. 

TaWe  haekney'd  jokes  from  Miller,  got  by  rote. 

With  just  enough  of  learning  «iinisi|uoie; 

A  mind  tveU  sklU'd  to  lind  or  forgo  a  bull ; 

A  turn  for  punning,  call  it  Attic  salt ; 

To  Jeffkes-  go,  be  silent  and  difcreet, 

His  pay  is  Just  ten  sterling  pounds  per  sheet; 

Fear  not  lo  lie,  't  will  seem  a  lucky  hit ; 

Shrink  not  Ir^HU  blasphemy,  't  will 


andacr 


:r  jesi. 


Or 

anyolh 

er  thing  that's  false,  before 

V, 

Jr 

yield  0 

cringle  thought  to  be  misled 

J: 

iv'i  heart,  or  Lambe's  Bceotii 

Tothes 

young  tyronts, '  by  themselves 

-;o 

mbined 

these,  when  authors  bend  in  humble  aw 

An 

d  hail  iheir  vuce  as  truth,  ihelr  word  aa 

iVhilethe 

e  are  censors)  1  would  bo  sbi  to 

iVhilesuc 

are  critics,  why  should  I  forbea 

Ri 

yel,s 

near  all  modem  worthies  run. 

'1 

IS  doubtful  whom  to  seek,  or  whom  to  si 

M<. 

tknow 

On 

r  bards  and  censors  are  ^  much  alike. 

Th«n 

iouldyouaskme,whyIveMnrf 

Th 

epath 

»hich  Pope  and  Gifford  trod 

Time  was,  ere  yet  in  these  degenerate  days 
Ignoble  themes  obtain'd  mistaken  praise, 

No  fabled  Graces,  flourish'd  side  by  side. 

And,  rear'd  by  Taste,  hloom'd  lairer  as  they  grei 

Sought  the  rapt  soul  to  chaj^  nor  sought  in  vam 


Like  hi 


people's,  as  the  p( 
Drvdeh  poui-'d  the  tide  of  song, 
imooth,  indeed,  yet  doubly  strong. 
.te's  scenes  could  cheer,  or  OTiTi 


For  Nature  then  an  English  audience  felt. 
But  why  these  names,  or  greater  still,  relra 
When  all  to  feebler  barde  resign  their  place 


Survey  the  precious  works  that  please  the  age ; 

No  dearth  of  bards  can  be  complm'd  of  now : 
The  loaded  press  beneath  her  labour  groans, 
And  printers'  devils  shake  their  weary  bones ; 
While  Soutbey's  epics  cram  the  creakmg  shelves, 

Thus  sailh  the  preadier, '  "  nougl«  beneath  the  su 
Is  new ;"  yet  sdll  from  change  to  change  we'run  i 
What  varied  wonders  tempt  us  as  they  pass ! 

In  turns  appear,  to  moke  the  vulgar  stare. 
Till  tlie  sivohi  bubble  bursts— and  all  is  air  1 
Kor  less  new  schools  of  poejry  arise. 
Where  dull  pretenders  grapple  for  the  prize : 


.Google 
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jirid,  burling  lawful  genius  from  Ihe  iJirona, 

Soma  leaden  oslE— but  whom  it  maltera  not. 
From  aoatiog  Souths  V  down  to  grovebug  Sioti".  ' 
Behold  t  in  vaiiouB  throngs  the  scnbbling  creir, 

Gacli  eputs  his  jaded  Pegasus  apace. 

And  rhyme  and  hl^oik  maintain  an  equal  race  5 

L  the  road: 


Imr 


irable  i 


ring  Folly  loves  a  varied  song, 
To  strange  mysterious  Dulness  stiU  the  friend, 

Thus  Lays  of  Minstrels  "—may  they  be  the  last  I 
On  half-struag  harps  whine  mournful  to  the  hiatt. 
While  mountain  epints  prato  to  river  sprites. 
That  dames  may  listen  to  their  sound  at  nights ; 
And  goblin  brats,  of  Gilpin  Homw'B '  brood. 
Decoy  young  horder-nohles  tlm^gh  the  wood. 
And  skip  at  every  step.  Lord  knows  how  high. 
And  frighlen  fbohah  babes,  the  Lord  knowE  why ; 
While  high-born  ladies  in  their  magic  cell. 
Forbidding  knights  to  read  who  cannot  spell, 
Despatch  a  courier  to  a  ivizard^s^rave. 
And  fight  with  honest  men  (0  sliieU  a  knave. 

Nad. view  in  state,  proud  prancing  on  his  roan, 
The  gdden-cresled  haughty  Marnuon, 
Now  forging  scrolla,  now  foremost  in  the  Bght, 
Set  quite  a  fekm,  yA  but  half  a  knight, 


ofH<(jEi.  T 


STheBioer^ihjof  Oi 


write.  The  Foeid  was  minnlkiwired  for  Msshb.  CmuUili, 
Mumt,  apd  Jfilter,  vforshbfulBookBsllsn,  in  eoimdo 


iff  lbs  reeeqil  of  a  sum -of  mom 


On  public  taste  to  foist  thy  stale  romEmce, 
Though  MuBBAT  "rith  hia  Millex  may  combine 
To  yield  thy  muse  just  half-a-crown  per  iina  7 
No !  when  the  sons  of  song  descend  to  trade. 

Let  such  forego  the  poel^s  sacrad  name. 

Who  rack  ihar  bruna  for  hicre,  not  for  fame : 

LoW  may  they  sink  to  merited  contempt. 

And  Boom  remunerate  the  mean  attempt  1 

Such  be  thair  maed,  such  elill  the  just  retvatQ 

Of  prostituted  muse  and  hireling  bard '. 

For  this  we  spurn  ApoHo's  venal  son, 

And  bid  a  long  "  good  laghl  to  Marmion." ' 

,   These  are  the  thamea  that  .claim  our  plaudits  now 

These  are  the  bards  to  whom  the  muse  must  bow : 

WhQe  MtLTOs,  Dbydek,  Pope,  alike  forgot. 

Resign  their  hallow'd  bays  to  Waltkb  Scott. 

The  time  has  been  when  yet  the  muse  vi'as  young. 
When  HoMEB.  swept  the  lyre,  and  Maho  sung. 

While  awe-struck  nations  hailM  the  ma^c  name : 
The  work  of  each  immortal  bard  appears 
The  single  wonder  of  a  thousand  years. ' 

Tongues  have  expired  with  those  who  gave  tliem  bii 


Nets 


Whose 


The  scourge  of  England,  and  the  boast  of  France 
Though  burnt  by  wicked  Bedfokd  Sot  a  witch. 

Her  fetters  burst,  and  just  released  from  prison, 

j'm  Phcemx  from  her  ashes  risen. 
Next  see  tremendous  Thalaba  come  on, » 

a^s  mcnstrcus,  wild,  and  wojKlrous  son  { 
Domdaniel^s  dread  destroyer,  who  overthrew 
More  mad  ma^cians  than  the  world  e'er  knew 
Immortal  hero  I  all  tJiy  foes  overcome, 
For  ever  reign— the  rival  of  Tom  Thumb! 
Smce  startled  metre  fied  before  thy  face, 
Well  wert  Ihou  doom'd  the  last  of  ail  thy  raee  I 
Well  might  triumphant  Genii  bear  thee  hence. 


n  or  Scum  Slmnl,  Eajinr 


and  Vireil  are  Cois 
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!ique  in  Mezicn,  and  Prince  in  W 
re  old  than  Mandeiille's,  and  not 


A  fourth,  Bias  1  were  more  than  we 
But  if,  in  spile  of  all  the  world  can  s 
Thou  still  wilt  verseward  plod  thj  w 


The  babe  unborn  thy  dread  intent  may  rue ; 
"Godhdp  thee,"  Southei,  and  thy  readers  loo.  = 

Nest  oomca  the  ddl  diawple  of  thy  school,     , 
ThaE  mild  apostate  from  poetic  lulSf 


OhI  ironder-worWng Lewis  1  Monk,  or Bord, 
Who  fdn  wouldst  make  Parnassus  a  church-yard  l 
Lo !  wreaths  of  yew,  not  laurel,  hind  Ihy  brow. 
Thy  Muse  a  sprite,  Apollo's  aeiton  thou ! 
Whether  on  ancient  tombs  Ibou  laJt'st  thy  stand, 
By  gibbering  spectres  haii'd,  Ihy  kindi^  bond , 

To  please  the  females  of  our  modest  age, 

All  hail,  M.  P.  I '  from  whose  injirnal  brain 

Thin-slieeted  phajit<Hns'g1ide,  a  grisly  train ; 

At  whose  command,  *^  grim  women"  throng  in  croiv 

'And  Idngs  of  tire,  of  water,  and  .of  clouds. 


i  fellow-feel; 


ill  gray  mi 


W  yagers 


As  soft  as  evening  in  his  favourite  May ; 

To  crown  mth  honour  thee  and  WALtEH  SoOTi  : 

Who  warns  his  friend  "to  shake  off  toil  and  IrooWe ; 

Again,  aU  hail  1  If  tales  Hke  thme  niay  please, 

And  quit  his  books,  for  fear  of  growing  double ;"  • 

St.  Luke  alone  can  vanquish  the  disesso ; 

Who,  both  by  precept  and  example,  shows 

E'en  Satan's  seU"  with  thee  might  dread  to  dwell. 

That  prose  is  verse,  ond  veree  is  merely  prose,       . 

And  in  thy  skiJl  discern  a  deeper  heU. 

Who  in  soU  guise,  surrounded  by  a  choir 

Poetic  souls  delight  in  prose  insane ; 

Of  virgbis  melting,  not  lo  Vesta's  tire. 

And  Christmas  sloiies,  tortured  bilo  rhyme, 

With  sparkling  eyes,  and  cheek  by  passion  flush'd, 

Stiikes  his  wild  lyre,  whilst  hslenmg  dames  are  hush'd  7 
'T is  Little!  young  CatuUus  of  his  day. 

Thus  when  he  tells  the  tale  of  Betty  F03-, 

Tho  idiot  mother  of  "  an  idiot  Boy ;" 

As  sweet,  but  as  immoral  m  his  lay ! 

Grieved  to  condemn,  the  Muse  must  still  be  just. 

So  dose  on  each  pathetic  part  he  dwdls. 

Nor  spate  mehidious  advocates  of  Itnt. 

Pure  is  the  flame  which  o'er  the  altar  bums; 

And  each  adirentura  so  subhmely  tells,  , 

From  gmsaet  incense  with  disgust  »he  turns : 

That  all  who  view  the  "  idiot  in  his  glory," 

Yet,  kind  to  youth,  this  espialion  o'er. 

She  bids  thee  "  mend  tiiy  Ime  and  sin  no  mote."     . 

Conceive  the  Bard  the  hero  of  the  story. 

Shall  gentle  Colehidge  pass  unnoticed  here. 

For  tiiee,  translator  of  the  tinsel  song. 

To  tur^d  ode  and  tumid  stanza  dear  ? 

To  whom  such  glittering  ornaments  belong. 

Though  themes  of  innocence  ftmns*  him  best. 

Hibernian  STRiNOFOHB  1  with  Ihine  eyes  of  hliie, " 

Yet  slJU  obseurily  'a  a  wdcome  guest. 

And  boasted  hidis  of  red,  or  auburn  hue. 

If  Inspu^tion  should  her  aid  refuse 

Whose  plaintive  strain  each  bve-sick  Miss  admbes. 

To  him  who  lakes  a  Pixy  for  a  Muse, ' 

And  o'er  harmonious  fustian  li&lf  expires, 

1  Wd  beg  Mr.  S.KlfeB'.  iwnlon ;  "  M.doo  aisdaias  the  de- 
(raded  title  ofenic."  See  hia  profacc.  Whv  is  eptedentadod  1 

Learn,  if  tiiou  canst,  to  yield  thine  author's  sense. 
Nor  vend  thy  sonnets  on  a  false  pretence. 

Thinh'st  thou  to  gaJA  Uiy  verse  a  higher  place 

Laureal  PgcOfilvc.  SasU.  and  Eenfia  Mislreai  CoidIt!,. 

By  dres^ng  Cemoens  in  a  suit  of  lace  1 

Mend,  Stkanofoec  1  mend  thy  morals  and  thy  taslo 

any  thing  battel  in  ils  Btead  1  or  must  he  bB  conleot  to  rival  Sir 

Be  warm,  but  pure ;  be  amorous,  but  be  chaste : 

Riciard  Bloiknun-e.  ia  the  anaoUty  as  »ell  aa  qnolity  of  his 

Cease  to  deceive ;  Iby  piber'd  harp  restore. 

Nor  teach  the  Lusiah  Bard  to  copy  Mooke. 

8  Sea  The  OM  Woman  of  BeriiPw,  a  Ballad  br  Mr.  Smtts^. 

In  many  marble-cover'd  yobuncs  view 

ona"hi8h-trQttinshi>rBe." 

Haflev,  in  vain  attempting  something  new : 

3  The  last  lino.  "  God  help  thee."  is  an  evident  nlaeiatilm 

Whether  ho  spin  his  comedies  in  rhyme. 

from  Ihe  Anti-jacobin  to  Mr.  SmLtiej,.  on  his  Dactjlics; 
-(SadhelptbeB.sillr«B."'-FoeIryonheAoli-jscobin.p,S3 

Or  scrawl,  as  Wood  and  BAScLAr  walk,  'gainst  time. 

His  style  in  youtii  or  age  is  still- the  same. 

"  S?(,v  En'Si.''tiiU"toter '  '"'^ 

For  ever  feeble  and  for  ever  lame. 

Triumphant  first  see  "Temper's  Triumphs"  shine! 

At  least,  I  'm  sure,  they  triumph'd  over  mine. 

5  Mr.  W..  in  his  uretkce.  labours  hard  to  prove  that  prnse 
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or  "Music's  Triumphs"  all  who  read  may  swear 
Thai  luckless  Music  fltvtr  tiiumphM  there.  * 

Moravians,  rise !  bestow  some  meet  reward 
On  dull  Devotion— !o  I  lliB  SabbUh  Bard, 
Sepulchral  Gbabihe,  pours  his  notes  sublime 
In  mangled  prase,  nor  e'en  aspires  to  rhyme. 
Breaks  into  blank  the  Gosp^  of  St.  Luke, 
And  boldly  pilfers  from  the  Pentateuch ; 


Perverts  the  Praphels,  and  f 
Hail,  Sjmpalhyl  Ihy  f 


le  Psalms. ' 


Andsh 


V3,  dissi 


<  of  a  tlioi 


idea  bring; 


netting  tearf, 
The  maudlin  prince  of  moumfid  sonneteers. 
And  art  thou  not  thoir  prince,  harmonious  BowLts 
Thou  first  great  oracle  of  tender  sonlsT 
Whether  in  sighing  winds  thou  seck'st  relief. 
Or  cfnsoladon  in  a  yeUow  leaf; 
Whether  thy  muar  most  lamentoWy  tells 
What  merry  soands  proceed  from  Oiftffd  bells,  > 
Or,  still  in  bells  deU^tbig,  finds  a  friend. 
In  every  chime  that  jingled  fram  Oatend  7 
Ah  1  how  much  juater  mere  thy  Muse's  hap, 
If  to  thy  bells  thou  wouldst  but  add  a  cap  I 
Delightful  Bowles  I  still  blessing  and  Etffl  Uesl, 
All  love  thy  strain,  but  children  like  it  best, 
'Tis  thine,  with  gentle  Little's  moral  song. 
To  soothe  the  mania  of  the  amoraus  tlirong ! 
With  thee  our  nursery  damsels  shed  their  tears. 
Ere  Miss  as  yet  completes  her  mfent  y( 


She  quits 
Now  to  s< 
The  lofts  numt 


I  of  a  hi 


scomest  to  conE 
like  thine : 
a  kifiier  strain,"' 


heard  betbri 
Where  all  discoveries  jumbled  from  the  flood, 
Since  first  the  leaky  ark  reposed  in  mud, 
Hy  more  or  less,  are  sung  in  every  book. 
From  Captain  Noah  down  to  Cftplain  Cook. 
Nor  this  alone,  hut  pausing  on  the  road. 
The  bard  sighs  forth  a  gentle  episode;' 
And  gravely  tells — attend  each  beauteous  I^ssI — - 
When  first  Madeira  trembled  to  a  kiss. 
Bowles  !  in  thj  raHnorj  let  this  precept  dwell, 


jmphi  orTemBei 


iflTechirleiitom.H.'i, 


i,  thou. 


If  POFE 


:e  by  d, 


iS  ff  3r' 


from  the  first 
Have  M'd  ths  best  of  ctiticE,  needs  the  worst. 
Do  thou  essay ;  each  lault,  each  failing  scan 

Rake  from' each  undent  dunghill  every  pearl. 
Consult  lord  Fanny,  and  confide  in  Cubll  ; ' 
Let  aU  the  scandals  of  a  fiJrmer  age 
Perch  on  thy  pen  and  Hotter  o'er  thy  page ; 
Affect  a  candour  which  thou  canst  not  Iccl, 
Clothe  envy  in  the  garb  of  honest  leal ; 
Write  as  if  St.  John's  soul  could  still  msphe. 
And  do  firon  hate  what  Millet'  did  for  hire. 
Oh !  hadst  thou  lived  ui  that  congenial  time, 
"■  ith  Debsib,  and     ' '  " 


Thror 


mng  hea 


thy  hoof 
A  meet  reward  liad  crown'd  thy  glor 
And  link'd  thee  to  the  Dundad  for  thy  p 

More  books  of  blank  upon  the  sons  nT  n 
Boeotian  Cottle,  rich  Bristowa's  loasi 
Imports  old  stories  from  Ihe  Cambrian  c 
And  sends  his  goods  to  market — all  alivf 
Lines  forty  thousand.  Cantos  twenty-fivi 
Fresh  fish  from  Helicon !  who  'H  buy  ?  i 
The  predous  bargaii  '     '  '    "    ■ 


clighl. 


Condemn'd  1 
Oh!  Ahos' 
To  fill  the  sp 


nstol's  SI 
s  of 'rack  I  _ 

e  purse,  she  dogs  the  t 
i  strikes  the  Lyre  in  va 
uckless  lot  behold  I 

e1— PhffibUBl  what  a  I 


Tvertedl  paper  misapplied 


Plough'd,  delved,  or  plied  the  oar  whh  lusty 
He  had  not  sung  of  Wales,  nor  1  of  him. 
Sisyphus  against  the  infernal  steep 


a  Lord  Bolnigbrekc  hired  Maila  ID  1 
r  LonI  Balinfimkc  |lhe  (strict  Kiel) 

3  Deitiia  the  critic,  and  Ridpli  the  rh; 

4  See  StaUs's  lata  edition  of  Popp'e 
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Sr>  up  thj  hrllf  ambrQsal  Riclmiood  I  heaves 

Dull  Maurice' allhisgranile  weigh! of  ieaves: 

Smooth,  solid  monumenls  of  meinal  paini 

The  petrL&ctioDs  of  a  plodding  brun, 

That  ote  they  reach  the  top  faJI  lumberiDg  bock  agabi. 

With  broken  Ijre  and  i:hcek  serenely  pale, 

Lo'!  aad  Alcsus  wanders  down  the  vale  I 

Though  Iku  they  toae,  and  nn|iht  have  bloom'd  al  lasl 

Kie  hopes  have  perish'd  bylhe  northern  blast! 

N.pp'd  in  the  bud  by  Caledonian^ giiea, 

His  blossoms  wither  aa  the  blast  prevuis  1 

May  DO  rude  hand  distuih  their  early  sleep  1 ' 

Tetsay!  why  shook!  the  Bwd  at  once  reagn 
His  olimn  to  favour  from  the  sacred  Nine  ? 
For  ever  startled  hy  the  mingled  howl 
Of  northern  wolves,  that  still  In  darkness  prowl  i 
A  coward  brood,  wWch  mangle  as  they  prey, 
By  hellish  instinct,  all  lliat  cross  thar  ivay; 
Aged  or  young,  the  livmg  or  the  dead. 
No  mercy  find—these  harpies  must  be  fed. 
Why  do  the  mjured  unresisting  yield 
The  calm  possession  of  their  nifive  field  ? 
Why  tamely  thus  before  their  fangs  retreat, 
Nor  hunt  the  bkiodhounda  back  to  AHTHua'a  Seal  ? ' 

Health  to  immortal  Jeffket  !  once,  in  najne, 
England  cmild  boast  a  judge  almost  the  same: 
In  soul  so  like,  so  merdful,  yet  just. 


Back  to  the  sway  they  fbrfeiled  before, 
HI?  scribbling  tods  some  recompense  may  meet. 
And  raise  this  Daniel  to  the  Judgment  Seat 
Let  jEFrniEs'  shade  indulge  the  pious  hope, 
And  greeting  thus,  present  him  with  a  rope : 
"  Heir  to  my  virUioB !  man  of  equal  mind ! 
SkilI'd  to  condemn  as  to  traduce  mankhid. 
This  cord  receive— tor  thee  reserved  with  care. 
To  yield  in  judgment,  and  at  length  to  wear." 

Health  lo  great  Jeffkes  1  Heaven  preserve  his 
lo  Hoiuish  on  the  fertile  shores  of  Fife, 
And  guajd  it  sacred  in  his  futiu-8  wars, 
Sinee  aulhors  sometimes  seek  the  field  of  Mats  1 


myrmidons  stood  laugbmg  by'! ' 


ler  half  pursued  its  calm  career ; ' 
rs's  steep  summit  nodded  to  lis  base, 
■ly  Tolbooth  scarcely  kept  her  place  ; 
The  Tolbooth  fek— for  marble  sumetunes  can, 
On  Eueb  occasions,  feel  as  much  as  man— 
The  Tolbooth  felt  defrauded  of  his  charms 

Nay,  last,  not  least,  on  that  portentous  mom. 
The  siiteenth  storey,  where  himself  was  bom. 
His, 


M  were  the  streets  around  with  milk-white 
d  all  the  Canongate  with  uiky  streams ; 
This  of  his  candour  seem'd  the  sable  dew, 
That  of  his  valour  show'd  the  bbodless  hue. 
And  all  with  justice  deem'd  the  two  combined 


nd  atleall  tinr  "  dcgisded  Epici, 


al  garret  fell  to  ground, 
at  the  B       ■ 


The 
But  Cale 


singled  emblem 


of  his 


lighty  m 


Thai  head,  with  greater  than  ma^ne 
And,  thoughthethickcnmg  dross  will 


from  the  wrath  of  Moon  K, 
'd  the  vengeful  lead. 


of  thy  country,  a 


Bttish  taste  decides  on  English  wit, 
ig  sliall  last  tlune  unmolested  reign, 
ny  dare  ic  take  thy  name  in  vaio. 
id  a  chosen  ijand  shall  md  thy  plan, 
iwn  thee  cluellain  of  the  critic  dan. 

ravellM  Thane  1  Athenian  Aberdeen.  * 
lEH  T  shall  H^eld  Thde'e  hammer,'  and  i 
ililude,  thou  'It  praise  his  rugged  rhymi 


m.  Ji^frit  anit  Aiwf 


and  redewK  of  OdTs  Topneraph. 


di„L,oogle 


10  Ihy  bii 


Tpagash 


And  classic  H^.l^u,'  much  renonn'd  for  Grei 
Scott  may  perchance  hia  name  and  LnBuonce  lend, 
And  pallry  PiLiAss'  Et^ttadaoe  his  friend; 
Whila  giy  Thalia's  luckless  vols^,  Lahbe,* 
Aa  he  himself  was  JamnM,  shall  try  to  dam^ 
Known  be  Iby  name,  unbounded  be  ihy  away ', 
Thy  Hdllant>'s  banquela  shall  each  loU  rep^y ; 
While  grateful  Britan  yields  the  praise  she  owes 
To  Holland's  hireiinga,  aod  tn  Learning's  foes, 

Bpread  its  light  wings'oraalTron  and  <£h]ae. 
Beware  Seat  blundeiing  Brobohau^  destroy  the  sa 
Turn  beef  to  bannocks,  cauliAowera  to  ksul." 
Thus  having  said,  the  kilted  goddess  kist 
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seek. 


ilhcc 


Mlhaw. 


:  Oh  ifiollcy  ^ghl 


Hers 


!  hard  would  be  his  lot. 
Ills  hirelings  mention'd,  and  himaeirfoi^ ! 
Holland,  with  Hxnhv  Pettv  al  his  back. 
The  whipper-in  and  huntsman  of  the  pack. 
Blest  be  the  banquets  spread  at  Holland  House, 
Where  Scotchmen  feed,  and  critics  may  carouse  < 
Long,  long  beneaib  that  hospitable  root^ 
Shall  Grub-slreet  dine,  while  duns  aJ^  kept  aloof* 
See  honest  Hallau  lay  aside  hia  fork, 
Kesume  his  pen,  review  his  lor^hip's  work, 
And,  grateful  to  the  founder  of  the  feast, 
Declare  his  landlord  can  translate,  at  least ', ' 
Dunedin  I  view  thy  children  with  delight. 
They  writs  for  food,  and  feed  because  (hey  write : 
And  lest,  when  heated  with  th' unusual  grape,' 
Some  glowing  thoughts  should  to  the  press  escape, 


tiDCMllile  lo  cuHeiuie  anUipa.  wfakh  HiB  Hands  an  everlBsC- 
HwrnoDumeDt  of  HaZfdrti'tf  ineaRiuty. 

l^e  nifUJCa^fm  ulaeeGtadTbBOauBB  heia  niBely  BccuBed. 
Kmat  that  be  DEvei  ffiLstt  BlHoUand  Houn..  Ir^lBhelFo^ 

Oam,  Ube did uM revnw Lnd J^Mauf't w^nnaope.Iiun 

£.  Mal«  itTf  m"^«JSJ  will  fi'K.ho'dW'il^ulX 

Sal  name  aul  find  a  plane  in  the  tail.  iiioildedaeveillialeK 
B  nid  iiBAie  be  of  Iwo  eztbodoi  oiunOHE  srllahlflBT  and  wUI^ 


4  The  Hon,  Q.  I,.imAe  reviewed  "  Beresfor^f  Mieeiii 
and  H  morec^er  auihVT  of  a  tBice  cnacied  with  jnuch 

SiAjO  St  lie  lalo^^heauTcovenl-GStoi.  "1  w^'oalS'S 

,  3  Mr.  Bnatluaiii  hi  No.  SXV.  <rf  the  Edlnburfh  Eeriew^ 
thionghoot  llie'  lutvue  concamlnf  Don  pEdro  ^de  GavaHoa. 
hudiqilBretlwiniiaUiIa.iliHnprlisyj  maDir  of  the  rutin 
(iBtceiHi  of  Sdiabiuxli  beag  h  incened  ac  (ba  bifamiHu 

CmpW  It  anmM,  ai  tobava  w1didr»~"  rt-irmi™..iiui™. 
eoitbitllr.  A       ■      '       '     - 

UiTay.   gebQiL 
II  louhtUatfllocizelolhevonhrlMtleifbrhitiodaiang 

b^D(«eU  known  there  is  no  Geoies  to  be'Rwiid  fiDni  Clack- 
niBoiBn  10  Cailhne«:  vet,  without  aupemBinial  agency,  how 
wai  JellrET  ID  beiaVedl  The  "  oaltonal  Kelpiea,"  etc  are 
IDD  nnpoedcnl.  and  Uie  "Brownies"  iml^Gude  Neiib- 
booii"  tBpirui  of  a  lobd  dlBin^e«),  lerond  to  ejliicale 
6Im.  AGaddiIs>lhHelbrehiabeeui9iDH]tbrtheiniTpow.Biid 
ireet  oubt  to  be  the  (tatilaAe  of  JeSI^,  leeine  it  ia  iKe  onlr 
er^mmiiettiOD  iio  ever  bEhl,-or  Jb  bkelv  ID.t^.  wiih  any 


Now 
What; 

Puns,  and  a  prince  within  a  barrel  pcnt,^ 
And  Diblin's  nonsense,  yield  complete  conlen 
Though  now,  thank  Heaien  <  the  Roscio  manii 
And  full-gi^wn  aclers  are  endured  once  more ; 
Yet  iriial  avail  their  vain  attempts  lo  please. 
While  British  critics  sufier  scenes  like  these  ? 
While  Revholiis  yentahis  "danmies,"  <'  pool 

While  Kenuv's  World,  just  suffer-d  to  pro 
Precbums  the  audience  very  kind  indeed  ? 
And  Beaumont's  pilfer'd  Caralach  allcrds 
A  tragedy  complete  in  all  but  wtoxls?^ 
Who  but  must  mourn  while  these  are  all  the 
The  d^radallon  of  our  taunted  stage  ? 


U  laeai  that  Mr.  AvwiSni  ii  not  a  FiO.  a>  I  tuDpcsod,  bnt 
a  bamere^  and  lui  name  la  pronauncnd  Binom,  Inim  Trent 


th  red  the  female  re 


iced, 


Heavei 


idteJeni 


ne! 


ig  bard  of  merit? — i 
Awake,  Geokoe  Coluab,  Cumbeklabd,  awaki 
fUng  the  alarum-beO,  lei  folly  i^ualte  I 
Oh  Sherii>ab1  if  aught  can  move  thy  pen. 
Let  comedy  resume  her  throne  agaui, 
Allure  the  mummery  of  German  Echools, 
Leave  now  Piiarros  (o  transUting  fools ; 
Oive,  as  thy  last  memoiial  U  the  age. 
One  clasHc  Drama,  and  reform  the  st^e. 
Gods  I  o'er  those  boarda  shall  Fdly  rear  her  head 
Where  G«BHrcK  trod,  and  Kemble  lives  to  tread 
On  those  shall  Farce  display  BulToonery's  mask. 
And  HooKE  conceal  hb  heroes  in  a  cask  ? 
Shall  sapient  managers  new  scenes  produce 
JSTomCBEmiir,SKErriBOTOK,andMorHEttGooi 

^ile  SHiKEPEiRE,  OtWAY,  MASBlNHEn,  forgo 

On  alalia  must  rooulder,  or  in  closets  roll 

Lo  I  with  what  pomp  the  daily  prints  proclaim 

The  rival  candidatos  for  Attic  fame  t 

fo  grim  array  though  Lewis'  spectres  rise, 

SliU  SEEFFiNaTDN  and  Goose  divide  the  priic. 


Her  lUght  to  garnish  Gkbenwood's  g: 
Nor  aleepa  with  *^  Sleeping  Beaudes,"  t 
In  five  fecedous  acta  eomes  thundering  ( 
Wliile  poor  John  Bull,  bowilder'd  with  t 
Slarea,  wondering  «hat  Ihc  devil  it  can 


»  Dcw  Manager  of  Drurr-linBThBaWj, 
D  speClncles  of  Gaiaclacus.  Was  Uiia 


Lane  Thealre :  at  lui 
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To  what  our  falhars  were,  ur 


Walch  each  dislwlio 

of  a  Naldi's 

ee- 

Well  may  Ihay  smile 

nltalAbuflb 

And  ««ship  Catalan 

's  pantaloons, 

Since  Ihuirovm  dram 

yields  no  fairf 

humour  than  gi 

Then  let  AnioNiA 

ekiU'dinereryarl, 

To  soflen  manners,  ti 

Poiirhereiolicfbin& 

O'er  the  town, 

TosancHonviceand 

tunldocoram 

OBTi; 

Let  wedded  strumpets  languish  e'er 

Jeshayes, 

And  bless  the  proniis 

VVWIe  Gaylon  bounds  before  the  en 

apturedloi 

Of  hoary  maHjuisses 

and  slriiib'ng  d 

kes: 

Rcfom 
Bv  whoit 

ma, 


r  neck  and  cliarm  the  listenbig  thjorig ! 
it  scythe,  sgppreEBors  of  our  vice  I 
inta,  too  deUeately  nice ! 

ir  Binfut  souls  to  save, 


■unday  tankards  tbam,  no 
And  beer  undrawn  and  beards  unmoivn  display 
Your  holy  teverenoe  for  tho  sabbath-day. 
Or  haU  at  once  the  patron  and  the  pile 
Of  licB  and  My,  (Jrevilleand  Argyle!' 
Where  yon  proud  palace,  Fashion's  hallow'd  fan( 
S^ircads  wide  her  portaJs  Jiir  the  motley  train, 
Behold  the  new  Pettonius'  of  the  day, 
The  arbiter  of  pleasure  anH  of  play ! 
There  the  hired  eunuch,  tho  Hesperian  choir. 
The  melting  lulo,  the  soil  lasdvious  lyre, 
The  song  fiom  Italy,  the  step  from  France, 
The  midnight  orgy,  and  the  maiy  dance, 
The  smile  of  beamy,  and  the  flush  of  wine, 
For  fops,  fools,  gamesters,  knaves,  and  lords  com' 
"     '       '"   ■  ~       isallaJkiws; 


Chan 


or  your  neighboni 


Talk  nc 


n>  manil^lei!.   But 


ceof  indictmsnt  for 


In  Plenty's  sunshine  Fortune's  minions  bask, 
NortliinkoTPovetty,  escept  "enmaajuc," 
When  fiir  the  night  some  lately  lilleil  as? 
Appears  the  beggar  which  his  grandsite  was. 
The  em-tun  dropp'd,  the  gay  burletto  o'er. 
The  audience  lake  their  turn  upon  the  Eom ; 

Nmv  in  loose  waltz  the  dnn-clad  daughters  lea 
The  lirst  in  lengthened  lui«  majestic  swim, 
""    '       display  the  free,  unfeuer'd  Hmb : 


Thosi 


it  Hiberr 


With  art  the  charms  which  Nature  < 

These  sHer  husbands  wing  iheir  eager  lUghi, 

Nor  leave  much  mystery  for  (he  nuptial  night. 

Oh!  blest  retreats  of  mfamy  and  ease) 
Where,  all  forgoUen,  but  (he  power  to  please, 
Each  maid  may  give  a  loose  to  genial  thought, 
Each  svnun  may  (each  new  systems,  or  be  taught : 
There  the  blithe  youngster,  just  reiurn'd  from  Spain 
Cuts  the  light  pack,  or  calls  the  rattling  main ; 
The  jovial  caster's  set,  and  seven  >s  the  nick, 
thousand  on  Ihe  commg  trick  1 


Lnd  all  yt 


e  'gms  t- 


expue, 


And,  kinder  still,  a  Paokt  for  your  mfe. 
f^t  consummation  of  an  earthly  race 
Begun  in  (blly,  ended  in  disgrace. 
While  none  but  menials  o'er  the  bed  of  death. 
Wash  thy  red  wounds,  ot  watek-thy  wavering  hreaih  ■ 
Traduced  by  liars,  and  forgot  by  al^ 
The  mangled  victim  of  a  drunken  brawl. 
To  Ute  like  Clodius,'  and  Hke  Falelmic  '  fall. 
Truth  I  rouse  some  genuine  hard  and  guide  his  hand. 
To  dnve  this  pestilence  lix>m  out  the  land, 
iven  I — least  thinking  of  a  thoughdess  throng, 
ust  skill'd  to  know  the  right  and  choose  the  wrung, 
i'reed  at  that  age  when  Season's  shield  is  lost, 
Co  fight  my  course  through  Pas^n's  coonflesB  host. 


nes,  such  men,  destroy  the  public  wi 


noddling  fool,  than  they?" 
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call  Ihem  (lom  their  dolk  abode, 
es'BorinToitedbamroad? 
Ilea  of  Cushion  nobly  dare 
56)  from  Bond-atieot,  or  Hie  Sq 


Miles  Abdrews  slill  his  strength  in  couplets  try, 
Lord?  too  ate  bards :  such  things  at  dnes  hefaO, 


;e  theit  tillea  with  their  rhyincs  T 


No 

future  laurels  deck  a  noble  head  ] 

And  Capel  Lofft>  declares  ti 

Hear,  then,  ye  happy  sons  of  nee 

■I'h 

paralytic  puling  of  CiBLiELE; 

Sivains!  quit  the  plough,  resign  tl 

Th 

puny  Bchool.boy  and  hia  early  lay 

Mi- 

n  pardon,  if  his  follies  pass  away ; 

GiFFOKD  was  bom  beneath  an  a< 

Forsook  the  labours  of  a  servile  si 

aemin'd  the  rude  storm,  and  ti^uni 

W 

at  heieroKeneouB  honours  declt  the  peer  1 

Then  why  no  mbre  7  if  Phtebus  s 

1.0 

BloohfieldI  why  noton  broth 

I[i!l 

scanes  alone  had  damu'd  our  sinking  stage : 

Not  insjnralion,  but  a  mind  diseasi 

liu 

ir-anagers  fur  onee  cried  "hoW,  enough!" 

diiigg'd  their  audience  with  the  tragic  stuC 

No  oonnnon  be  inclosed,  without  j 

V« 

at  their  judgment  h\.  his  lordship  laugh. 

Oh!  since  increased  refinement  di 

On  Britam's  sons,  and  bless  our  g 

Ye 

:  doff  thai  covering  where  nioroccD  slunes. 

Let  Poesy  go  fDrth,  pervade  the  w 

And  hnng  a  calf-skin' 

With  you,  ye  Druids !  rich  in  niLive  lead, 
Who  daily  Bttibble  for  your  daily  bread, 


in  Lethe  v 


■h  hapless  bard. 


Such  damning  fame  as  Dnnidads  only  give, 
Could  bid  your  imes  beyond  amor-.inglive; 
Hut  now  Bi  once  your  tieeling  labours  dose. 
With  names  of  greater  note  in  blest  repose. 
Fat  be  '1  from  me  unkindly  lo  upbraid 
The  lovely  Rosa's  prose  in  masquerade. 


LVd  for  the  daily  ixinisl 

STIieEarlorCnrli>l«hulUiilrpnbliiiheitBii 
UH.nphlBt  OB  ilie  suite  of  Uie  sinae.  nod  oif.! 

wnnilled  lo  biint  feiwanlaiil  IhinB  for  thee 
jwn  tragedies. 


■Doff  thai  lioo-s  bide. 


Though  Crusca's  1 
Some  sira^glers  skii 
Last  of  the  howhng 


,  and  Hafii  yells; 
RRv's  metaphors  appear  anew, 
to  the  signature  of  O.  P.  Q.° 

a  pen  less  pointed  than  lus  awl, 

in  qui^  and  cobbles  for  the  Musi 


wthe 


guide,  when  wits  admire  the  rhyme, 


Vourso. 
MayM 

nets  sure  shall  please— pernaps  your  shoes 
orland '  weavers  boast  Pindaric  skill. 

While  p 
Indpay 
Toth 

,rs'  lays  be  longer 
nctual  beaux  rewi 

lamed  throng  no 

than  their  biU! 
rd  the  grateful  notes, 
Lhey  pay  for  coats. 
V  paid  the  Iribute  due. 

Neglected  Genius!  let  mo 
Come  fcrth,  Oh  Campbe 

turn  lo  you. 

l!»  give  thy  talents  scop 

Yhoda. 

^dthoi 

,  mekidioua  Kooe 

Recall  the  pleasmgmemor 

F  of  the  past; 
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Restore  Apgllo  lo  his 

AEsert  thy  country^s  honour  and  thine  own. 

What!  must  deserted  Poesy  slUI  weep 

Where  her  last  hopes  with  pious  Cowper  sleep? 

To  deck  the  tarf  that  wraps  her  ii.lnstrol.  Burns  ! 
No !  thougii  contempt  hiLth  markM  the  spurious  broody 
The  race  who  thyme  from  folly,  or  tor  fooii ; 

Who,  lesrt  aJTecting,  still  effect  the  moat ; 
Feel  as  they  write,  and  write  but  ai  Jhey  feel — 
Bear  witness,  Gifford,  Sothebv,  Macbeh.,' 

"  Why  slumbers  GiFFORD?"  once  was  ask'dinvajni 
Why  alumbeis  Gifford?  lot  us  ask  agabi : 
Ate  there  no  rollie's  for  his  pen  to  purge  ? 
Are  there  no  fools  whose  harks  demand  the  soeurge  7 
Are  there  no  sins  for  Satire's  Bard  to  greet? 
Stalks  not  giganUo  Vice  in  every  street  ? 
Shall  peers  or  princes  tread  Pollution's  path. 
And  'scape  alike  the  law's  and  Muse's  wraih  ? 
Nor  hiaze  with  guilty  glare  through  future  time. 
Eternal  beacwia  of  cutieuniKiale  crime  1 

Make 

Unhappy  White  !  =  while  Bfe  was  in  its  spring. 
And  thy  young  muse  just  waved  her  joyous  wing. 
The  spoiler  came,  and  aU  thy.promiso  fair 
Has  sought  the  grave,  to  sleep  for  ever  there. 
Oh!  what  a  noble  heart  was  here  undone, 
When  Sdence'  self  destroy'd  her  favourite  son ! 
Tes  I  she  too  much  indulged  thy  lend  pursuit, 
She  Eore'd  the  seeds,  but  death  has  reap'd  the  friul. 
T  W4S  thine  own  genius  gave  the  Iktal  hkiw, 
And  help'dto  plant  the  wound  that  laid  thee  low: 
So  the  struck  eagle,  stretch'd  upon  the  plain, 
No  more  through  rolling  cljuds  to  soar  ngiun, 
View'd  his  own  leather  on  the  ^ilal  dart. 
And  wing'd  the  shaft  thai  quiver'd  in  his  heart; 
Keen  were  his  pangs,  but  keener  far  to  feel 
He  nursed  the  pinion  wliich  impeli'd  the  sled, 
Wliile  the  same  plumage  that  had  warm'd  his  nest 
Drank  the  last  lifc-drop  of  his  bleeding  breast. 

There  be  who  say  in  these  enlighten'd  days 
That  splendid  lies  are  all  the  poet's  praise  i 
Thai  strain'd  invention,  ever  on  the  wing, 
Alone  impels  the  modern  hard  lo  ang : 
T  is  true  that  all  who  rhyme,  nay,  all  who  write, 
Shrink  from  that  fatal  word  to  genius — tnte ; 


'hich  glory  still  must  hover  o'ei 
Her  place  of  birth,  her  own  Achiuan  shore 
"  '  doubly  blest  is  lie  whose  heart  expands 
Wilhhallow'd  feelings  for  those  class'    ' 
Who  rends  Iho  veil  A  ages  long  gent 


I  G.J«rd,  au 
SeVabv.    trs 


Baviad  an^l  Itfrntiad,  tli 


:ly  that  tbs  Baviad  spd  Mnviad 


ch  would  have  dieatlicd  ev. 


This  fed  in  V 

rtue's  name  lei  Cainnc  attesl- 

Though  Nat 

painter,  ye 

ihebes 

And  here 

iSsibE'a 

nd  genius  find  a  place 

To  guide  wh 

ia  hand  th 

sister  arts  . 

And  trace  th 

poet's  or  the  panter'e  line ; 

nd  the  can.! 

■sriow. 

asy  rhyme' 

While  honou 

■s  doubly  n» 

riled  attend 

The  poet's  r 

al,  but  the  painter's  frie 

nd. 

Blest  is  th 

man'who 

h  the  bo 

Where  dwel 

:he  Muses 

hour,- 

Whose  steps 

»ave  preSs 

1,  whose  oy 

has  ma 

The  clime  that  nursed  th 

e  sons  of  so 

gandw 

jtI"' 


IS  diy  happy  tot  at  once  to  n« 
1  hose  snores  ol  glory,  and  to  sing  them  loo ; 

Tu  hail  the  land  of  gods  and  godUke  men. 
.  And  you,  associate  Bards ! '  who  snatch'tt  ti 
Those  gems  too  k«ig  withheld  from  modern  sig 
Whose  mingling  taste  combmed  to  cull  the  wr< 
Where  Attic  flowers  Aonian  odours  brealhe, 
And  all  lh«r  renovated  fragrance  flung, 

Now  let  diose  minds  that  nobly  couU  tranafusa 
-he  glorious  spirit  of  the  Grecian  muse, 
'hough  soil  the  echo,  scorn  a  borrow'd  tone, 
Icsign  Achaia'a  lyre,  and  strike  your  iiwn. 
Let  these,  or  such  as  these,  with  just  applai 
:esloie  the  Muse's  violated  laws : 
tut  not  in  flimsy  Darwin's  pompous  ehime, 
liat  mighty  master  pi  umneaning  rhyme  j 
Fhose  gilded  cymbals,  more  adorii'd  than  cles 

T  show  the  simple  lyre  etiuld  once  surpass. 


leallhi 


rain  of 


hovering  sylphs  around, 

iUi  him  let  tinsel  die  ■ 

ut  more  offends  the  eye.' 


Lctlh 


Iboid.n 


or  dare 


in  far,  far  beyond  thy  humble  re 


a  M<;esfs.  LmUmi  Uevi.  the  most  lenohle  fi;lta»ena 
SouthoJ  and  IX 
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WiUpc 

And  thou,  loo,  Scott  ! '  resign  lo  minstrels  tude 
Tho  1%-ader  dogan  of  a  Border  feud; 
Let  others  spin  iheir  meagre  lines  ib[  hire — 
Enough  for  genius  if  itself  inepire  [ 
Let  Sotithey  sing,  oJthough  his 'teeming;  muse, 
Prolific  every  string,  be  too  ptoEiiae ; 
Let  simple  ^dBDsvoiiTH  cluzne  his  childish  Terse, 
And  brother  ColeridoK  lull  the  babe  at  nurse ; 

Totoi 


t  the  path,  and  peal  their  i 


And  whine  and  whimper  to  the  fourteenth  line ; 
Let  Stott,  Caklisi.e,*  MiriLDA,  and  the  rest 
Of  Grub-sheet,  and  of  Grosvenor-Ploce  the  best. 
Scrawl  on,  till  death  release  us  from  the  sbrain. 

But  thou,  with  powers  ibat  mock  the  aid  of  praise, 
Should'st  leave  to  humbler  bards  ignoble  lays : 
Thy  country's  voice,  the  voice  of  aL  the  Nine, 
Demand  a  haQow^d  haq> — that  harp  is  thine. 
Soy!  will  not  Caledonia's  annals  yield 
The  glorious  record  of  some  nobler  field. 
Than  the  vile  foray  of  a  plundering  clan. 
Whose  proudest  deeds  disgrace  tha  name  of  man  ? 
Or  Mamuon's  acta  of  dorluiess,  fitter  food 
For  Dutlaw'd  Shcrivood's  tales  of  Robin  Hood? 
Scotland  I  still  proudly  clam  thy  natJTe  bard, 


Vet  not 


ththee 


ould  liie, 


Be  lulown,  perchance,  when  Albion  la  no  more. 
And  ten  the  Hie  of  what  she  was  before ; 
To  fiitnre  dmes  her  faded  &me  recall. 
And  sa^e  her  glory,  though  his  country  fail- 

orb^iHiiBWin^lw  addicted  lo'"(reniai7e,'^  Find  iTtnre  i 
vraiDinu,  than  the  Lady  of  dw  Lar,  aad  ber  brava,  Willia 
oC  DeloiBioe. 

5  It  may  be  ashed  wliy  I  bave  oeoHred  tha  Earl  of  Cbrfifi^c, 
my  cn^lID  and  return,  to  whom  1  dsdioaled  a  volniuo  or 
PoenleDoeiu ifew yean aio.  Tba EDenUiuiihii) was nomi- 
intallBMlasftruI  hmbeenahlSlodbcoyer;  Iherei- 
tionildp  I  CBoaot  belp»aiid  am  very  sorry  ibr- it;  bat  aa  his 
lonliirip  neiiMd  to  Angel  rl  oa  a  retreeMiiUal  oecasion  to  me, 
I  ^all  not  burthen  mynieoiory  with, die  iBCaUMtion.  I  do  not 
Uuak  fhal  penonal  diQeremei  nnetioa  the  uiquit  cDndamnft- 
lion  of  abiDlfieiiaibblaTt  hut  Iseeaa  reason  why  IherihoDld 
act  BB  a  oreTwiaie,  when  the  aaaor.  noblg  or  HngUa,  bai 
'e>r  anriea  ofreara  bKniled  a  "dlBeemUiEirnt^''  (u  tha 

jiuperial  noaHBORe.  BeiuSea,  I  da  net  «Up  srade  id  vUDparate 
jheEkiti  no— luawoiki  came  birir  In  renaw  with  thoH  of 
Diher  vaiTiciin  htoiati.  (T,  helhn  I  cnaiiBd  Asm  my.  teeoa^  1 
nidanythinginfiLfouroffak  lardBhip'i  piper  hooks,  ii-wss  m 
IhawayufdnUfal  dedioalioo, and  moieTiom  fteaduce  of 
..rtiBrBlhaiiDiyawnJiiaiineiit,aiKlIiOE»tbefl^oiiporhuulj 

^^ "toheunderoWip""'"""""'""""^""'""'"" 

It  parbonlarly.fai 


Yel  what  avails  the  sanguine  poet's  hope 

And  other  victors '  fill  the  applauding  skits : 

A  few  brief  generations  fleet  along. 

Whose  sons  forget  the  poet  and  his  song : 

E'en  now  what  once-loved  mmsfrels  scarce  may  claim 

The  transient  mention  of  a  diibious  name  1 

Wben  Fame's  loud  trump  hath  blown  its  noblest  blast. 

Though  long  the  sound,  the  echo  sleeps  at  k;t, 

And  giory,  like  the  phtenix  midst  her  fires, 

Exhales  her  odours,  blazes,  and  expires. 

Shall  hoary  Gianta  call  her  sable  sons, 
Expert  in  science,  more  expert  at  puns  ? 
Shall  these  approach  the  muse  ?  ah,  no!  she  flies. 
And  oven  spurns  the  great  Seatonian  prize, 
Though  prmters  condescend  the  press  to  soil 
Whb  rhyine  by  HoiKE,  and  epic  blank  hyHoTLEt 
r^ot  hun  whose  page,  if  still  upheld  by  whist, 
Requhes  no  sacred  theme  to  bid  us  list.' 
Ye,  who  in  Granta's  honours  would  surpass. 
Must  mount  her  Pegasus,  a  full-grown,  ass— 
A  foal  well  vimlhy  of  her  ancient  dam. 
Whose  Helicon  is  duller  than  her  Cam.  , 
There  Clarke,  mill  striving  piteously  "  to  pleaao," 
Forgetting  doggrel  leads  not  to  degrees, 
A  would-be  satirist,  a  hired  buffoon, 

Condomn'd  to  drudge  the  meanest  of  the  mean, 

And  furnish  falsehoods  for  a  magazine, 

Devotes  to  scandal  his  congenial  mind— 

Himself  a  living  Ut>e]  on  manidnd.^ 

Oh,  dark  asylum  of  a  Vandal  race !  * 

At  once  the  boast  of  learning,  and  disgrace ; 

So  sunk  in  dulne^  and  so  lost  in  shame. 

That  Smvthk  and  Hodoboh'  scarce  redeem  tliy  fainc- 

Bot  where  fair  Isis  rolls  her  purer  wave. 

The  partial  muse  deUghted  ijvea  to  lave ; 

On  her  green  banks  a  greener  wreath  is  wove. 

To  crown  the  bards  Ihat  haunt  her  classic  grove, 

Where  RicitAnDS  wakes  a  genuine  poet's  fires, 

And  modem  Britons  Justly  praise  their  sires,' 

For  me,  who  thus  unask'd  have  dated  to  tell 
My  country  what  ber  sons  should  know  too  well. 

The  host  of  idiots  that  infest  her  age. 


S  na  "Gamesof  Hoyle."  well  known  to  the  voiariES  m 
blK  aiem,  etc.  am  not  lo  ba  BiiBoRHied  by  the  vHBaiitB  .>! 

KBlad  in  At  ■dveitiHement.  all  Ibe  "I'laeuu  of  ^ypl.° 
^mjoecr^^i_talhpti^  u  wtilor  o(»P°s["  danoniipioid 
BtUe  pleaaontiT.BiiS' tan  poetry.  Ha  al™  egli  m  monlhlj 
BdooodiaryanaciallBatDrafcalmnnlafor cheBaUnat  Itthis 
nniortnnale  yonnff  man  would  uehange  Ihe  maBBzlODB  for  di« 
matbematicB,  anf  endaaTOurto  take  aitocenf  Bc!riie  in  In 

hii  prsHni  BSlBiy.  -. 

-4  "lata  Cambrldieihlrfl  fte  Bmnnror  Prabes  lrariHporlj.d  b 
eooBldraahle  tedv  iTrVaDddli."— Gibbon's  Decline  tat  Pnlk 
page  B3,  vol.  1.  There  is  no  reawni  to  doidit  the  tiuih  of  thk 
UHituui— Uie  breed  h  Blill  hi  U[fa  vsibctioa. 
.  SThia  gpnttenen's name istrn™ Oo piBHs i  (be men"™ 
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)m,  dcBi 


jrould  thy  bards  hut  emukle  thy  fame, 
And  rise  more  worthy,  Albion,  of  thy  name  1 
What  Athena  was  in  Bcience,  Home  in  power, 
What  Tjre  appear'd  in  her  meridian  hour, 
'T  ta  thine  at  once,  fair  Albion,  to  have  been. 
Earth's  Chief  dictalresB,  Ocean's  mighty  queen : 
But  Rome  decay'd,  and  Athens  Bttew'd  the  plain 
And  Tyre's  prond  piers  lie  shatler'd  in  the  main; 
Like  these  thy  strength  may  sink  in  ruin  hurl'd, 
And  Britain  fall,  Uie  bulwark  of  the  wotld. 
But  let  me  cease,  and  dread  Cassandra's  &tfl, 

To  themes  less  lofty  still  my  lay  confine, 
And  urge  thy  bards  to  gain  a  name  like  thine. 
Then,  hapless  Britain  I  be  thy  rulers  Ueat, 
'a  orar^es,  the  people's  jest ! 


My  Toice  was  heard  again,  though  not  so  loud ; 
My  page,  though  nanieless,  never  disaiowM, 

Cheer  on  the  pack!  the  quarry  stands  al  hay, 

red  by  aL  (he  din  of  MELBDiniTVE-housc, 
ByLiMDE'a  resentment,  or  by  Hollamd's  spous 


Oorm 


irlhym 


The  itowers  of  rhetoric,  [hough 

While  CiBNiBo's  eolleaguea  hate  him  for  his  wit, 

And  old  dame  Portiahb  '  fills  the  place  of  PiIT, 

Yei  once  again  adieu !  ere  this  the  sail 
That  wafts  me  henee  is  shivering  in  the  gala : 
And  Afric's  coaEC  and  Calpe's  '  adverse  height. 
And  Stamhoul's'  minarets  must  greet  my  sight; 
Thence  shall  I  strav  through  beauty's  '  native  ehme. 
Where  Kalf '  is  clad  in  rooks,  and  erown'd  with  snows 


sublim 


d  raga 


Thus  far  I  've  held  my  undislutb'd  career. 
Prepared  for  rancour,  stoel'd  'gainal  selBsb  fear 
This  thmg  of  rhyme  I  ne'er  disdain'd  to  own- 
Though  not  oblrusivo,  yet  not  quite  unknovm ! 

1  A  friend  of  mine  beine  aakei  why  hia  Giace  of 
llken&lta  an  old womanl  replied,  "he  BuopOEed  it ' 


rd  yalalia  (whoaa  (remenioos  travels  ere  fDitheam- 
h  due  dwHtraliona,  imphieal,  topographicAl.  and  typo- 
al)  deposed,  on  8ir  jflftn  Carr'a  dnlucJcT  suit,  that 


7  lard  Elgin  would  fsin  perauade  ua  'ial  all  the  I5eur 

■Wdika!    "CtadalJodBua." 

8  Ml.  Gill's  Toposraphv  of  TtOT  aod  Ilhaea  cannot  ( 


1  in  buckram  shall  hi 
ugh  I  hope  T 


lepage. 
■e  mows  enougl 
■able  stuff:" 


Lthed  to  gOj 
quers  me  shall  find  a  stubborn  foe. 
hath  been,  when  no  harsh  sound  would  fa 
I  that  now  may  seem  imbued  with  gall, 
nor  follies  tempt  me  to  despise 
lest  thing  that  erawl'd  beneath  my  eyes : 
so  eallouE  grown,  so  changed  since  youll 
I'd  to  think  and  sternly  spMk  the  truth ; 
Learn'd  to  deride  the  critic's  starch  deereo, 
And  break  him  on  the  whe^  he  meant  Jbr  me ; 
the  rod  a  scribbler  bids  me  kiss, 

«,  though  all  my  rival  rhymesters  frown, 

,'d  in  proo^  the  gauntlet  cast  at  once 


Hath  wrong'd  these  righteous  times,  let  oi 
et  the  world,  which  knows  not  how 
Yet  rarely  blames  unjustly,  now  deckre. 


POSTSCRIPT.' 


But  yet  I  hope  to  light  my  pi 
My  northern  friends  have  & 


jsed  mo,  with  justice, 
terary  Anthropophagi 


his  dirty  pack,  who  feed  "  by  lying  and  slandering,"  an 
slake  then-  thirst  by  "evil-speaking 7"  I  have  adduc« 
'      ■       Ell  known,  and  of  Jeffrey's  mind  I  hai 


pelted  vrilh  mud?    It  may 


Bonal;  those  wh 


„.„ad  there  "persons of  honour i.. 
hut  I  am  eonung  back  again,  ani 
■ill  keep  hot  till  my  return.    Thosi 


Fablishsd  to  the  Second  E 
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y  cartas ;  but,  alaa !  "  The  ago  of  chiv- 


days. 


e  migar  tongue,  t 


oulh  yclept  Hewaon  Clarka  (suWudi, 
),  a  sber  of  Emanuel  CoUege,BndI  believe  aden- 
of  BoTHiek-upon-Tweed,  whom  I  have  introduced 
ese  pages  lo  much  better  company  than  he  has  bean 
stomed  to  meet :  he  ia,  notwithstanding,  a  very  sad 

eial  quarrel  vrith  a  bear,  kept  by  me  at  Cambridge 
t  for  a  feDowship,  and  whom  the  jealousy  of  his 


srse,  the  defenei 


and,nl 


book,  except  the  editor  of  the  Satirist,  who,  it 
ia  a  gentleman.  Godnott  I  wish  be  coold  impa 
tie  of  his  gentjiily  to  his  subordinate  Bcribbters. 
[hat  Mr.  JsBninsHAH  19  about  to  take  up  the  r 
Tor  hb  Mscenas,  Lord  Carlisle :  I  hope  not ;  hew 


have  nothing  further  to  a 
lanksgiving  to  readers,  pun 
I  the  words  of  Scott,  I  w 


aers,  and  pni/Elshcr  j  and» 


/fit  Lordship  madentaUg  nun  valli  llie  Cign/,  1 
joined  the  foUvwing  putigeiit  R^bf : — . 
What 's  writ  on  me,  cried  Fitz,  I  never  read  ;- 
What's  wrote  hy  thee,  dear  Fiis,  none  will  ind 
The  ease  stands  slmpij  thus,  then,  h<Hiest  Fitz 
Thou  and  Ibine  enemies  aie  fairly  quits, 
Or  rather  iwwU  be,  if,  for  time  to  crane, 
Thej  luckily  were  deaf,  or  liiou  nert  ditmb— 


A  ROMAUNT. 


ni  les  fctieues.  LE  COSMOPOLITE. 

Harold  ia  the  child  of  im^ination,  f.pt  the  purpo-i  I 
imo  very  uivial  particulars,  and  Iht  jt 
merely  local,  there  might  be 


It  is  ahnost 


Hhope, 


ceasaryli 
The  Bcet 
Portugal, 


state  for  the  eorreoUieaB  of  the  descrip^ons. 
es  attempted  to  he  sketched  are  in  Spain, 

Epirus,  Acarnania,  Bud  Greece.  Then 
ircsent  th^  poem  stops :   its  reception  will 

ers  to  the  capital  of  the  East,  through  Ionia  and 
;  these  two  cantos  are  meroly  oxperimantal. 
litious  character  is  introduced  for  the  si 
onie  ecnuexion  to  the  piece ;  which,  however, 
10  pretension  to  regularity.  It  ba^  been  sug- 
a  me  hy  friends,  on  whose  opinions  I  set  a  higi] 
lat  m  this  fictJliouE  cbaiscler,  "  Childe  Harold," 
icur  tho  suspicion  of  havmg  intended  some  rcid 
;e:  (Mb  I  beg  leave,  once  <i>r  all,  lo  disclaim — 


"Childe,"  Bi 

ture  of  versification  which  1 
Night,"  in  the  heguining  1 
gested  by  "  Lord  Maxwell'! 
der  Minstrelsy,  edited  by  ft] 
With  the  diiforent  poems 
on  Spanish  subjects,  there 


of  ol 


1  tho  Levant. 
Tho  stanza  of  Spenser,  a, 

makes  the  following  observ 
began  a  poem  in  the  style 
which  1  propose  to  give  fnl 


ib  have  been  published 
Eh  tresis  of  the  Penin- 


by  Google 


PREFACE  TO  CHILDII  HAROLD'S  PILGRIMAGE. 


i,^i  be  either  droU  or  patheUc,  descriptive  «  senti- 
inental,  lender  or  salirieal,  ss  the  humour  stn«ea  me  i 
ioty  if  I  mistake  nqt,  the  measure  ivhich  I  have  adopled, 
EJniita  eiiuallj  of  all  these  kinds  of  composition.'" — 
Strengthened  in  my  opinion  bj  such  authority,  and  by 
the  example  of  some  in  The  highest  order  of  Italian 
poets,  I  shall  make  no  apology  for  atlempla  at  similar 
in  the  roUawing  composidon ;  satisfied  tlial. 


if  they 


I,  their 


dbyll 


ipic,  finther  than  to  snjw  That  early  pervt 

hpointment  in  hew  onea,  and  dial  even  (he 
of  naiure,  and  the  stimulus  of  Iravel  {except  a 
1st  powerful  of  aU  excitements),  are  lost  < 
Btituted,  or  rather  misdirected.  Had  I  pi 

for  the  0 


ADDITION  TO  THE  PREFACE. 


To  the  justice  of  the  generality  of  then-  entiasms  I 

have  nothing  to  object;   it  would  iU  become  me  to 

quarrel  with  their  veiy  slight  degree  of  censure,  when 

perhaps,  iflhey  had  been  less  kind,  they  had  been  more 

candid.    Returning,  therefiffo,  W  all  and  each  my  best 

thanks  for  their  hbertJily,  on  one  pmnt  alone  shall  I 

venture  an  observation.    Amongst  (be  msnyxbjections 

justly  wg»l  lo  the  very  indtlTerent  character  of  the 

"ragrant  Childe"  (whom,  notwithstanding  marg-  hints 

to  the  contrary,  I  Hlill  maintain  to  be  a  fictitious  per- 

sonage}, it  has  been  stated  thai,  besides  the  anachron- 

ism, he  is  very  trnfougfulj,  as  the  times  of  the  knights 

Ah!  mo 

v,eretimesoflove,bononr,  and  so  forth.    Now,  il  so 

ix  temps,  Tamour  antique''  flounshed,  were  thi 
most  proBigate  of  all  pos^hle  centuries.  Those  whi 
have  any  doubts  on  this  subjecl,  may  consult  St.  Palaye 

vo*H  of  chivalry  were  no  better  kept  than  any  Olhe 
vovrs  whatsoever,  and  the  songs  of  the  Troubadour 


refined,  than  those  of  Ovid.— 


more  of  love  llian  of  conrtesy  or  gentlenei 
See  Roland  'in  the  same  subject  with  St.  Palaye.— 
Whatever  othor  objection  may  be  urged  to  that  most 
(inamiahle  personage,  Childe  Harold,  he  was  so  fax 

knight  templar.'" — By  the  bye,  I  fear  that  Sir  Tristram 
and  Sir  Lancelot  .were  no  better  than  they  should  be, 
although 


"  thoU; 


theki 
the  badge 


If  the  insli 

lightEOf  that  ord^  have  lor  several  centuries  home 
*       '^      tesB  of  Salisbury,  of  indifferent 

igretled  that  its  days  are  ovw,  though  Marie  Antoinette 
as  quite  as  chaste  as  most  of  those  in  whose  honours 
jices  were  shivered,  and  knights  unhorsod. 
Before  the  days  of  Baytrd,  and  down  lo  those  of  Sir 
gseph  Banks  (the  most  chaste  and  celebrated  of  an- 
■    es),  few  eieeptlons  will"     - 


this 


mwill 


t  sketch  of  a 


P  for  hi 


B  Tlmt 


with  EC 


but  to  have  only  dream'd, 
in  truth  or  fancy  seem'd : 
,  shall  I  vainly  seek 
whu:h  varied  as  they  beam'd— 

hee  what  language  could  they 


As  fair  in  form,  oa  Kotm  yet 

Love's  image  upon  earth  without  his  wing. 

And  guileless  beyond  hope's  imagining! 

Thy  youth,  in  Ihec,  thus  hourly  brightenmg. 


erfiitur. 


My  lo' 

And  safely  view  thy  ripening  "be 

Happy,  1  ne'er  shall  see  Ihem  i 

Happier,  that  while  all  younger 

Mine  shall  escape  the  doom  thii 

Tothi 


Lsappeai 


ihalisu 


eed. 


;n  loveliest  hours  de 


which,  ivild  as  thfl  gazelle's 


Nowh 

i,hdy  h 

nid 

orbea 

utifully  shy. 

Wins 

de?, 

Glanc 

deny 

Thai  smile  for 

ireastnrighl 

si>. 

TouM 

:  to  the 

hfi 

ITiis  n 

aid,  a. 

cord;  norq 

estionwhy 

utbid 

ne-nith 

my 

one  matchic 

shlybl 

■nd. 

13  once  numbcr>d,  shouhl  this  ht 
thy  fairy  fingers  near  the  lyre 
who  hail'd  thee,  lovelicat  as  tho 
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VI. 

CHILDE  HAIiOLD'S 

And  now  ChUde  Harold  was  sore  sick  at 
And  Irnn  his  fellow  bacchanals  would  fl 

heart, 

PILGIIIMAGE. 

'T  is  said,  at  limes  the  sullen  tear  would 
Bui  pride  oongeal'd  the  drop  within  his 

^^' 

Apart  he  slalk'd  in  joyless  revaie. 
And  Irom  his  native  land  rcsolv'd  to  go, 
And  visit  scorfihing  climes  beyond  the  sc 

A  ROBI&.1TNT. 

With  pleasure  diugg-d  he  ahnosl  long'd 

CANTO   I. 

And  e'en  for  change  of  scene  would  seek 

vir. 

tlie  shad 

Oh,  thou!  hi  HeHasdeem'd  of  heavenly  birth. 
Muse !  form'd  or  fabled  at  the  minstrel's  will  l 

The  Childe  departed  from  his  father's  h 
It  was  a  vast  and  venerable  pile : 
So  old,  it  seemed  only  not  to  faU,   , 
Yet  strength  was  pillar'd  in  each  massy 
Monastic  dome  1  condemn'd  to  uses  vile 
Where  Superstition  once  had  made  her  d 
Now  Paphian  girls  were  known  to  smg  a 
And  monks  might  deem  Iheir  time  was  c 
If  ajicient  tales  say  ttuo,  nor  wrong  these  h 

11; 

Suice  shamed  liiU  oa  b;  later  lyres  on  eatdi, 
Mino  Jures  not  call  thee  from  thy  saorcd  hiU : 

aisle. 

Yet  ihere  I  'ye  wander'd  by  thy  vaunted  riU ; 

Where,  sare  that  feeble  tbuotnin,  all  is  still ; 
Nor  mote  toy  sheU  awake  the  weary  Nine, 

d  smile, 
mieagen, 
oly  men. 

n. 

Yet  ofl-timea  in  his  maddest  mirthful  mo 

d. 

Whilome  in  Albion's  isle  there  dwelt  a  youth. 
Who  ne  in  nrtue's  ways  did  take  delight ; 
But  spent  his  days  in  riot  most  uncouth, 
And  vei^d  wilh  mhth  the  drowsy  ear  of  night. 
Ah,  nw !  in  sooth  he  was  a  shameless  wight. 
Sore  given  to  revel  and  ungodly  glee ; 

Strange  pangs  would  flash  along  ChiWe  Ha 
As  if  the  memory  of  some  deadly  feud 
Or  disappointal  passion  Inrk'd below; 
But  this  none  knew,  nor  haply  cared  to  k 
For  his  was  not  that  open,  artless  soul. 
That  feels  relief  by  bidding  sorrow  flow. 
Nor  Bouiht  he  friend  to  counsel  or  condo 

rold'sbroK 

Few  earthly  tilings  found  favour  in  his  sight 

Save  concubines  and  carnal  companie. 
And  Hauntin'  wassailers  of  high  and  low  degree. 

Whate'er  Ms  grief  mote  be,  which  he  could 

K. 

And  none  did  love  hlm_lhough  to  hafl  a 

notcont,^ 

m. 

d  bower 

Childe  Harold  was  ho  hight  ;-but  whence  his  name 

He  gathcr'd  revellers  from  far  and  near. 

And  lineage  long,  it  suits  me  not  to  say ; 

Suffice  it,  that  perchance  thoy  were  of  fame, 

The  heartless  parasites  of  present  cheer 

And  had  been  glorious  in  another  day ! 

Yea,  none  did  love  him — not  his  lemans 

eat- 

But  one  sad  losel  soils  a  name  for  aye. 

Bui  pomp  and  power  alone  are  woman's 

However  mighty  ui  the  olden  time ; 

And  where  these  are  light  Eros  flnds  a  fere : 

Nor  all  that  heralds  rake  from  collln'd  clay, 

Maidens,  like  moths,  are  ever  caught  by 

glarc. 

Nor  Osrid  prose,  nor  honied  lies  of  rhyme. 

And  Mammon  wuis  hisway  where  seraphsm 

ghtdespa 

Can  blazon  evil  deeds,  or  consecrate  a  crime. 

IV- 

Childe  Harold  had  a  mother— not  fcrgol, 

Cniide  Harold  bask'd  him  in  (he  noontide  sun. 

Thou^  panuig  from  that  mother  ho  did 

lun; 

Disporting  there  like  any  other  fly ; 

A  sister  whom  he  loved,  but  saw  her  not 

Nor  deem'd  before  his  little  day  was  done, 

Before  his  weary  pilgrimage  begun ; 

One  blast  might  cliill  him  into  misery. 

If  friends  be  hnd,  he  bade  adieu  to  none. 

But  long  ore  scarce  a  lliird  of  his  passM  by. 

Tet  deem  not  thence  his  breast  a  breast 

of  steel; 

Worse  than  adversity  the  Childe  befell ; 

Ye  who  have  known  what 't  is  to  dote  up 

Ho  felt  the  fulness  of  satiety: 

A  few  dear  objects,  will  in  sadness  feel 

Than  loathed  he  in  his  native  land  to  dwell. 

Such  partings  break  the  heart  they  fondly  h 

petohca 

tVbioh  seem'd  to  hki  mo™  lone  than  eremite's  sad  cell. 

XL 

V. 

His  house,  his  home,  his  heritage,  hie  Ian 

ds. 

Pot  he  through  sin's  long  labyrinth  had  run. 

The  laughing  dames  in  whom  he  did  de 

gbt. 

Whose  large  blue  eyes,  fair  looks,  and  sn 

owy  handi 

Had  sigh'd  U.  many,  though  he  loved  but  one, 

Might  shake  the  salntship  of  an  anchor! 

And  that  loved  one,  alas !  could  ne'er  be  his. 

And  long  had  fed  his  youthful  appetite ; 

Ah,  happy  she  t  to  'scape  from  h'un  whose  kiss 

His  goblets  brimm'd  with  every  cosUy  » 

And  all  that  mote  to  luiury  invite. 

Who  soon  hod  left  her  charms  for  vulgar  bliss. 

Without  a  sigh  he  M,  to  cross  Iho  brmc 

An.1  spoil'd  her  goodly  lands  to  gild  bis  waste. 

And  traverse  Paynim  shorf.i,  ijE  pats  otrth's  cer. 

«*r  eslni  domestiB  ueaoe  had  ns  deii^n'il  to  taste. 

bnic 
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H.p. 


.  tfae  while  rocks  £ided  froi 


-  -,  — Jul  thought,  nor  from  his  lips  dJ 

Oiie  word  irfiv^  whilst  oihers  sale  si 

And  to  The  reckless  goEes  unmanty  moanJ 


e  aeiied  his  harp,  whieh  he  at  tir 
nd  sttikc,  albeit  with  untaught  m 


ed  his  rarewell  in  the  dim  twilight, 
ow  the  vessel  on  her  finony  wing, 


Fades 


erthew 


re  blue  i 


And  shneka  the  wild  sea-mew. 

We  follow  in  his  fligh;; 
Farewell  awhae  to  him  and  Ihee, 
My  nati™  land— Good  Night ! 


Ira  hearth  is  desolate ; 
Wild  weeds  are  gathering  on  the  wall ; 
Hy  dog  howls  at  the  gate. 


"  Como  hither,  hither,  mj  little  page! 

Why  dost  thou  weep  and  wail? 
Or  doBt  thou  dread  the  billowa'  rage, 

Or  trenihio  at  the  gale  1 
But  dash  the  (Ear-drop  rram  Ihine  eye ; 

Our  ship  is  awifl  and  strong ; 


Mori 


'  Let  wIikIb  be  shrill,  let  waves  roll  higlj, 

I  fear  not  wave  nor  wind  j 
Tct  marvel  not.  Sir  Childe,  that  I 

For  I  have  from  my  father  gone, 


But  sorely  will  my  mother  sig 

Till  I  come  bacli  agaio.''- 

■'  Enough,  enough,  mj  htlle  1 


«  Come  hiUier,  hither,  my  Btaunch  yeoi 
Why  dost  thou  lot*  so  pale  ? 

Or  dost  thou  dread  a  French  Toeman  1 
Oreliiverattbegala?"— 

'  Dsom'st  thou  I  IremNe  for  my  IHc! 
SirChiUe,!'mnol3oweak; 


Will  blanr 


a  faithful . 


■eek. 


iVill  laugh  lo  fiee  aivay. 


ill  dry  the  bright  blue  eyw 


^nd  now  I'm 


ithe> 


Upon  the  i 
But  why  should  I  for  others  groan. 

Perchance  my  dog  will  wWne  in  v 
Till  fed  by  sfranger  ha 


He'dte: 


le  back  B^ 
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XIV. 


On,  on  Iho  vessel  Dies,  the  Eand  la  gone. 
And  \vmds  are  rude  in  Biscay^n  sleeplesH  h^y- 
Four  days  are  sped,  but  with  the  fifth,  anon, 
New  aliores  descried  make  every  boagm  gay ; 
And  Cintra's  mountain  greets  them  on  their  way, 
And  Tagua  dashing  onward  to  the  deep, 
Hia  fabled  golden  tiihiile  henl  to  pay ; 

And  steer'tftixt  fertile  shores  where  yet  few  rustics  rea 


Ohl  Christ!  it  ia  a  goodly  sight  to  scs 
What  Heaven  hath  done  for  this  deliaoua  land  t 
What  fruits  of  fragrance  blush  on  every  tree  < 
What  goodly  prospecte  o'er  the  hilla  aipand ! 

Aifd  when  the  Almighly  lifts  hia  fiercest  scourga 
^G^st  those  who  most  transgress  his  high  oomniand, 

Gaul'aloouat  host,  and  eardi  from  feilesl  foemen  purge 


Wha 

beauties 

doUiLisbna  first  unfold? 

Her 

magefloa 

ing  on  that  noble  tide. 

Which  poets  V 

mly  pave  with  sands  of  gold. 

Butn 

ow  wher 

>on  a  thousand  keels  (bd  ride 

And 

otheLo 

ana  did  her  aid  afford: 

Anst 

lOOSwobl 

iek  yet  1 

with  ignorBjiee  and  pride, 
athe  the  hand  that  waves  the 

Fosave 

them  fm 

m  the  wrath  of  Gaul's  unspan 

xvn. 

But  whoso  enl 

reth  withhi  tliis  town, 

That 

far,  celestial  seen-j  to  he, 

'Mid 

For: 

utandpa 

aisahow  like  filthily: 

The  dinjTv  den 

Nep 

of  high  or  mean  degree 

caie  for 

leanness  of  surlout  or  shiit. 

Tliougl 

unhurt. 

xvni. 

Poor 

paltry  fJaves  1  yet  born 'midst  noblest 

Why 

waste  thy  wonders  on  such  m 

In  variegated  maze  of  mount  and  glen. 
Ah,  me !  what  hand  t^an  pentul  guide,  or  pf 
To  follow  half  on  which  the  eye  diWs, 


XIX. 

The  horrid  crags,  by  toppling  convent  c-Wvo'd, 

The  mounlain-mosa  by  scurching  skies  unbrowa'd. 

The  lende-  aiure  of  the  unruffled  deep, 
The  oran^  Unts  Ihat  gild  the  greenest  bough, 
~  Is  that  from  olilTtD  valley  leap, 


From  lofUcr  rocks  new  loveliness  sur 

Where  frugal  monks  their  lialo  rehcs 
And  sundry  legends  to  the  stranger  ti 


en  by  making  ea 
XXL 


Pour'd  forth  his  blood  hen 


FTerp 

did 

t  thou  dwell,  he 

ethemea 

ofpleasu 

Ben 

alh 

^in's 

!ver-beau 

But 

Th, 

laaa 

meaadio 

Her 

it  weeds  : 

lUow 

To  hsJIs 

deserted. 

orta 

de- 

Vam 

are 

the  pleasa 

unee 

upplied; 

Oh !  dome  dlspleaMiig  unto  . 
With  diadem  hl^t  foolscap, 
A  little  f;end  that  scofls  inc& 


Where  blaion'd  glare  n= 

And  aundry  signatures  a 

Wherflat  the  urchm  pointa 


That  foii'd  the  knights  i: 


XXV. 

is  the  dwarfish  demon  styled 


IS  {if  brains  they  had)  he  them  be 


That 


high,  tl 


Mli'd  la  nne  mighty  scene,  vriih  varied  beauty  glow.     |  Sinct  baflM  tri'unph  dro.-os  on 
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idtbiksin 


allhei 


IB  he 


Id  Mueh,  if  biuah  Ihey  could,  for  sf 
How  will  posteiT^  the  deed  procloim '. 
Will  nnt  our  awn  ani)  fellownalions  sneer, 
To  view  liiese  champions  cheated  of  their  fame 
By  foes  in  light  o'etlhrown,  yet  victors  here. 
Where  Soom  her  finger  points  through  numy  a  a 
year! 

xxvn. 

So  deem'd  the  Chndc,  as  o'er  the  in 
Did  take  hia  way  in  aoUlary  ggisa : 
Swecl  was  the  scene,  yet  soon  he  thought  to  flee. 
More  restless  tluui  the  swaHow  in  the  skies : 
Though  here  awhile  he  learn'il  to  morslize, 
For  meditation  fis'd  at  times  on  him ; 
And  conscious  reason  whisperM  to  despise 
His  early  youth,  niispent  in  maddest  whini ; 
But  aa  he  gazed  on  truth,  his  aching  eyes  grew  dim. 

xxvnr. 

A  si:ene  of  peace,  though  soothing  to  his  soul ; 
Again  he  reuses  iVom  liis  moping  fits. 
But  seeks  not  now  the  harlot  and  the  bowl. 
Onward  he  flies,  nor  fa'A  as  yet  the  goal 
Where  ho  shall  rest  him  on  hia  [nlgriniage ; 


Ir  Le  shall  calm  his  breaai,  or  lea 
XX!S. 
yet  Ma&a  shall  one  moment  claim  de 
Where  dwelt  of  yoro  the  Lusian's  luc 
And  chinch  and  court  did  mingle  Ihar 


assuage, 

rn  experience  sage. 


(Oh,th 


XXX. 

n  with  fruits,  ronu 
:h  hills  upheld  a  freebon 


ce!) 


Whoreon  to !_  _ 

Childe  Harold  wends  through  many  a  pleasant  place 

And  martel  men  should  quit  their  easy  chair, 
The  toilsome  iimy,  and  long,  long  league  to  trace. 
Oh  I  there  is  sweetness  in  the  mountain  air. 
And  life,  that  bloated  ease  csm  never  hope  to  share. 

XXXI. 

More  bleak  to  vie;v  the  hills  at  lengtli  recede. 
And,  less  luiuriant,  smoother  vales  ertend ! 

Far  as  (he  eye  diaCems,  withouten  end, 
Spain^s  realms  appear  whereon  her  shepherds  tend 
Flocks,  whose  rich  fleece  right  well  the  traderknows— 
Novr  must  the  pastor's  arm  his  lambs  defend 
For  Spain  is  compass'd  by  unyielding  foes. 
And  all  must  shiekl  their  alt,  or  share  Buhjection' 


myewl 


ividoJ 


of  nations  gr     , 
Doth  Tayo  interpose  his  mighty  tide  ? 
Or  dark  Sierras  rise  in  craggy  pride! 
Or  fence  of  art,  like  China's  rasly  wall?— 
Ne  banier  wail,  ne  river  deep  and  wide, 
Ne  horrid  crags,  nor  mountains  dark  and  tall, 
Rise  Uke  the  rocks  that  parlHispania's  land  from  Gaii 

XXXIIL 

But  these  between  a  silver  streamlet  glides. 
And  scarce  a  name  distingniBheth  tho  brook. 
Though  rival  kingdoms  press  its  verdant  sides. 
Here  leans  the  idle  shepherd  on  bis  crook. 
And  vacant  on  the  rippling  waves  doth  look. 
That  peaceful  still  'twixt  biUerest  foemen  flow ; 
For  proud  eaeh  peasant  as  Ibe  ni^Ieat  duke : 
Well  doth  the  Spanish  hind  the  difierence  know 
'TwiM  lum  and  Luuan  slave,  the  lowest  of  the  kiw.' 


In  sullen  billows,  murmuring  and  vast. 
So  noted  sjuuent  roundelays  among- 
Whiloroe  upon  his  banks  did  legions  throng 
Of  Moor  and  knight,  in  mailed  splendour  drest : 
Here  ceased  the  swift  Th^r  race,  here  sunk  the  strong; 
The  Paynim  tuthan  and  the  Christian  crest 
Mii'd  on  the  bleeding  stream,  by  floating  hosts  oppress'd . 

XXXV. 

Ohl  lovely  Spain!  renown'd,  romaoiticland! 
Where  is  that  standard  which  Pelagio  bore. 

That  dyed  thy  mountaui  streams  with  Gothic  gore  r 
Where  are  those  bloody  banners  which  of  yore 
Waved  o'er  thy  sons,  vielorious  to  the  gale, 
And  drove  at  last  the  spoilers  to  their  shore  ! 
Red  gleam'd  the  cross,  and  waned  the  crescent  pale. 
Wiiile  Alric's  echoes  thrill'd  with  Moorish  matrons'  waii^ 

XXXVI. 

Teems  not  each  ditty  with  the  glorious  taleV 
Ah '.  such,  alas  1  the  hero's  amplest  fate ! 
When  granite  moulders  and  when  records  fail, 
A  peasant's  plaint  prolotigs  bis  dubious  date- 
See  how  the  mighty  shrink  into  a  song ! 
<Jan  volinne,  pillar,  pile,  preserve  thee  great  7 
Of  must  thou  trust  tradition's  simple  tongue. 
When  Qatl&ry  sleeps  with  thee,  and  history  does  thee 
wrong! 

xxxvn. 

Awake '.  ye  sons  of  Spain  1  awake  1'  advance ! 
ho'.  Chivalry,  your  ancient  goddess,  cries. 
But  wields  not,  as  of  old,  her  thirsty  lance, 

L  plumage  in  the  skies. 


Now 


nthet 


leofhla^ 


And  speakp  vn  thimder  through  yon  engii 
When  her  wv^song  was  heard  on  Andalusi 
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mlhei 


— Ihe  fires  of  death. 
The  bsle-6res'flash  on  high  i—froru  rock  ta  rock 
Each  volley  tells  that  Uuxisands  cense  to  breathe ; 
DaatL  ndes  upon  the  sulphury  Siroc, 
Ked  Battle  stEunps  his  Tool,  and  nations  feel  the  shot] 


Lo!  -n 


XXXIX. 

mlhen 


Hia  blood-red  iiesses  deep'nmg  in  the  aim. 
With  death-shot  glowing  in  his  fiery  hands, 
And  eje  that  acDrchedi  all  it  ^ares  upon ; 
Restless  it  rolls,  now  Si'd,  and  now  anon 
Flashing  afar,— and  at  his  i 


Destru 


XL. 

By  Heaven !  it  is  a  splendid  sight  to  see 
(For  one  who  hath  no  friend,  no  brother  there) 
Their  tlval  scarfs  of  tnii'd  embroidery, 
Then  various  arms  that  ghtter  m  the  air  I 
Whet  gallant  war-hounds  rouse  them  from  their  1^ 
And  gnash  their  fangs,  loud  yelling  for  th';  prey ! 
All  join  the  chase,  but  few  tiie  tiiuuiph  share ; 
lOie  grave  shall  bear  Ihe  chiefest  prize  away. 
And  havoc  scarce  for  joy  can  number  their  array. 


Three  gaudy  standards  Eout  the  pale  l^ue  skies ; 
The  shouts  are  France,  Spain,  Albion,  Victory ! 
The  foe,  the  victim,  and  the  fond  ally 
Thai  fi^ts  for  aU,  but  ever  fights  ui  vain, 


XLir. 
There  shall  they  rot  -amlrition's  honour'd  fools ! 
Yes,  honour  decks  tae  turf  that  wraps  their  day  I 
Vain  sophistry !  in  these  hebidd  the  tools, 
The  broken  tools,  that  tyrants  cast  away 
By  myriads,  wiien  they  dare  to  pave  their  way 
With  human  hearts-Io  what  7-a  di^am  alone. 
Can  despots  compass  aught  that  ha^ls  Ih^  sway  7 
Or  eail  with  tiuth  one  span  of  earth  Iheic  own, 
have  that  wheran  at  last  they  crumble  bone  by  bone 

XLHI. 

Oh,A.buera!  gloiious  field  of  grief! 

As  o'er  thy  plain  the  pilgrim  prick'd  his  steed. 

Who  Rould  foresee  thee,  in  a  space  so  brief. 


XLIV. 

Enough  of  battle's  minions !  let  Ihem  play 
Their  game  of  lives,  and  hatter  brealli  for  fame ; 
Fame  that  will  scarce  reanimate  their  clay, 
Though  thousands  fcjl  to  deck  some  single  name. 
In  sooth  t  were  sad  to  Uiwart  their  noble  aim 
Who  strike,  blest  hirelings!  fbrlheir  country's  good 

Perisb'd,  perchance,  in  some  domestic  feud, 


FuH  swiftly  Harold  wends  his  lonely  way 
TThere  proud  Sevilla  triumphs  unsubdued : 
Yet  is  she  Iree— the  spoiler's  vrish'd-for  prey '. 
Soon,  soon  shall  conquest's  fieiy  foot  mtrude, 
Blackenmg  her  lovely  domes  with  traces  rude- 
Whore  desolation  plants  her  famished  brood 


'anquish  all,  at 


to  Ihriv 


XLVI. 

Bui  all  imconsuous  of  the  coming  doom. 
The  feast,  the  song,  Ihe  revel  bere'abounds ; 

Nor  bleed  these  patriots  with  their  country's  wound 
Not  here  war's  clarion,  but  loves  rebeck  sounds  ] 
Here  My  still  Ins  votaries  enthralls ; 
And  young-eyed  lewdness  walks  her  midnight  round 
Girt  with  the  silent  crunes  of  capitals, 
Itill  lo  the  last  kind  vice  dings  to  the  tott'ring  walls. 

XLVB. 

He  lurks,  nor  casts  his  heavy  eye  afar. 

Blasted  below  the  dun  hot  breath  of  war. 

Fandango  twirls  his  Jocund  caslnn^l ; 
Ah,  monarchs  I  could  ye  lasle  Ihe  mirth  yc  mar. 
Not  in  the  toils  of  glory  would  ye  fret; 
dull  drum  would  sleep 


Thel 


hai^yc 


XLVIII, 

How  carols  now  the  lusty  muleteer  ? 
Of  love,  romance,  devotion,  is  his  by. 

His  quick  hells  wildly  jmgling  on  the  way  ? 
No !  as  he  speeds,  be  ohaunts :— "  Tivi  el  Ovy  I" 
And  checks  his  song  lo  osocrato  Godoy, 
The  royal  wiltol  Charies,  and  curse  the  d.iy 
When  first  Spain's  queen  beheld  the  black-eyed  he 
Lud  gore-faced  treason  sphmg  frtHn  hor  adulterate  jt 

XLIX. 

On  yon  long,  level  plajn,  at  distance  cruwn'Ll 

Widc-Bcatter'd  hoof-miuks  dinl  the  wounded  groun 
And,  scalhed  by  fire,  the  green  sward's  darKon'd  ve 
TeDs  that  the  foe  was  Andalusia's  guest ; 
Here  was  the  camp,  Ihe  wateh-flame,  and  the  host 


Hen 


bold  peas: 


.mphant  b 


[ragon'si 


And  points  lo  yon  Jc 
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L. 

LVI. 

Her  lover  sinks-^he  sheds  no  ill-limed  lear ; 

Bears  in  his  cap  the  badge  of  erimsan  hue. 

Her  chief  is  sluo— she  fills  his  fatal  post ; 

Which  tells  jou  whom  lo  ehim  and  whom  to  greet:' 

Her  fellows  Ilee-^he  checks  thar  base  cai  eer  ; 

Woe  to  the  man  that  walks  in  pubhc  view 

Without  of  loyalty  this  token  true: 

Who  can  appease  hke  her  a  lover's  ghost? 

Sharp  ia  the  knife,  and  sudden  is  the  stroke ; 

Who  can  avenge  so  wdl  a  leader's  fall  ? 

And  Eotely  would  the  Gallic  foeman  roe, 

What  maid  retrieve  when  man's  flush'd  hope  Is  lust ' 

Who  hang  so  fiercely  on  the  flyhig  Gaul, 

Could  blunt  the  sere's  edge,  or  clear  the  cannon's 

Foil'd  by  a  woman's  hand,  before  a  batter'd  wall  ?" 

smoke. 

LI. 

LVII. 

At  every  turn  Morena's  dusky  height 

Yet  are  Span's  maids  no  race  of  Amaa«u., 

Sust^ns  aloU  the  hatler/a  iron  load  ; 
And,  far  as  mortal  eye  can  compass  sight. 

But  form'd  for  all  tlie  witching  arts  of  love  .- 
Though  thus  in  arms  they  emulate  her  sons. 

And  in  the  horrid  phalani  dare  to  move. 

The  brisfling  paBsade,  the  fosso  o'erflow'd. 

'T  is  but  the  lender  fierceness  of  the  dove. 

The  slaUon'd  bands,  the  never-vacant  watch. 

Pecking  the  hand'that  hovers  o'er  her  mate: 

The  nmgaiJne  in  rodiy  durance  stow'd, 

The  hoklef'd  steed  beneiith  the  shed  of  thatch. 

In  EOflness  as  in  firmness  far  above 
Remoter  females,  famed  for  Hckoning  prate ; 

The  ball-piled  pjtanad,  the  ever-blaang  match,'" 

Her  mind  is  nobler  sure,  her  charms  perchance  as  greau 

LII. 

Portend  the  deeds  to  como : — but  he  whose  nod 

The  seal  love's  dimpbng  finger  hath  impress'd 

Has  tumbled  feebler  despots  from  that  sway, 

Denotes  how  soft  that  chin  which  bears  his  touch  ' 

A  moment  pauseth  ere  he  Ufts  the  rod ; 

Her  hps,  whose  kisses  pout  to  leave  their  nest, 

A  little  moment  ddgneth  to  delay : 

Soon  will  his  legions  sweep  through  these  their  way ; 

The  West  must  own  the  scourger  of  the  world. 

Bid  man.be  valiant  ere  he  merit  such: 

Hath  Phffibus  woo-d  in  vain  to  spoU  her  cheek, 

Ah,  Spain  I  how  sad  will  be  thy  recko^ng-daj, 
When  soars  Gaul's  vulture,  with  his  wings  unfurl'd. 

Which  glows  yet  smoother  (rom  his  amorous  clutch 

Who  round  the  north  for  paler  dames  would  seek  7 

And  Ihou  shall  view  thy  sons  in  crowds  to  Hades  hurl'd ! 

How  poor  their  forms  appear  1  how  hmguid,  wan,  an 

LIU. 

LIX. 

Aiidmuslthoy&in  the  young,  the  proud, the  brave. 

Match  me,  ye  climes  1  which  poets  love  to  laud ; 

Match  ma,  yo  harams  of  the  land  I  where  now 

I  strike  my  strain,  fkr  distant,  to  applaud 

'fheriseofraptoe  and  the  fell  of  Spaui  ? 

Beauties  that  ev'n  a  eynio  must  avow ; 

And  doth  tha  Power  that  man  adores  ordaui 

Match  me  those  houriea,  whom  ye  scarce  allow 

Their  doom,  nor  heed  the  suppliant's  appeal? 

To  lasto  the  g^e  lest  love  shouU  ride  the  wind, 

With  Spam's  daik-gl  aneing  daughters— deign  to  1  jioi 

And  counsel  sage,  and  patriotic  leal. 

There  your  wise  prophet's  paradise  we  find, 

The  veteran's  skill,  youth's  fire,  and  manhood's  heart  of 
Eleell 

His  black-eyed  maids  of  heaven,  angelically  kind. 

LX. 

Is  it  fix  this  the  Spanish  maid,  aroused. 

Oh,  thou  Parnassus!''  whom  I  now  survey. 

Hangs  on  tho  willow  her  unstrung  guitar, 

Not  in  the  phrcnsy  of  i  dreamer's  eye, 

And,  all  unsei'd,  the  aniace  hath  espoused. 

Not  in  the  fabled  landscape  of  a  lay. 

Sung  the  loud  song,  and  dared  the  deed  of  war  3 

But  soaring  snow-clad  through  thy  native  sky, 

In  the  wild  pomp  of  mountain  majesty ! 

Appail'd,  B^  owlet's  larum  chiU'd  with  dread, 

What  marvel  if  J  thus  essay  to  nnj,! 

Nuw  views  the  colunm-scatlfiring  bay'net  jar. 

The  humblest  of  thy  pilgruna  pasMng  by 

The  felehion  Hash,  and  o'er  the  yet  warm  dead 

Would  gladly  vmo  thine'  echoes  wiUi  his  atrmg, 

S'.alki  with  Minerva's  step  where  Mars  might  quake 

Though  from  thy  heights  no  more  one  muse  wih  v.-,r 
LXI. 

LV. 

Te  who  sliall  marvel  when  you  hear  her  tale. 

Oft  have  1  dream'd  of  thee !  whose  glorious  namn 

Oh !  had  you  known  her  in  her  soder  hour. 

Who  knows  not,  knows  not  man's  divinesl  lore : 

Mark'd  her  blaek  eye  that  mocks  her  coal-black  veil, 

And  nowlviewlhee, 'tis,  alas!  with  shame 

Heard  her  hght,  lively  tones  m  lady's  hower, 

That  I  in  feeblest  accents  must  adore. 

Seen  her  long  looks  that  foil  the  punter's  power, 

When  I  recount  thy  worshippers  of  jore 

Her  fairy  form,  viilh  more  than  female  grace. 

I  tremble,  and  can  only  bend  the  knee ; 

Scarce  would  you  deem  that  Saragcja's  tower 

Nor  r^se  my  voice,  nor  vainly  dare  to  soar, 

Beheld  her  smile  in  danger's  Gorgon  face. 

But  gate  beneath  Uiy  cloudy  efmopy 

riun  the  closed  ranks,  and  loaS  m  glay's  fearful  chase. 

In  «Ient  joy  lo  think  at  last  Hook  on  thex ; 
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Shall  I  unmoved  behold  Ihe  hallmv'd  scene, 
Wiiidi  olhers  rave  of,  Ihough  Ihey  know  il  not? 
lliough  here  do  more  Apollo  haunls  his  grot,  ■ 
And  thou,  the  nluaes'  seat,  art  now  their  gtave, 
Some  gende  spiril  still  pervades  the  spot. 
Sighs  in  the  gale,  keeps  silence  in  ihe  cave. 
And  glides  with  glassy  foot  o'er  yon  melodious  wave- 

LXIII. 

Of  thee  hereafter. — Even  amidst  my  strain 
1  turned  aside  to  pay  my  homage  here ; 
Forgot  the  land,  the  sons,  the  maids  of  Span  j 
Her  late,  to  every  freebom  bosom  dear. 
And  haii'd  thee,  not  perchance  without  a  tear. 
Mow  to  my  IbemCK-liut  from  thy  holy  haunt 
Lot  me  some  remnant,  some  menuHial  bear ; 
Yield  me  one  leaf  of  Bapbne's  deathless  plant, 
Nor  let  thy  votary^s  hope  be  deemM  an  idle  vaunt* 


LXIV. 


didst  thou,  fair 


when  Grei 


ound  thy  ^ant  base  a  brighter  choir. 
Nor  e^er  did  Delphi,  when  het  p^estess  sung 
The  Pythian  hymn  with  more  than  mortal  fire. 
Behind  a  train  more  fitting  to  inspire 
The  song  of  love,  dian  Andalusia's  maids, 
Nurst  in  the  glowing  lap  of  soft  desire  ; 
Ak !  that  to  these  were  ^ven  such  peaceful  shades 
As  Greece  can  still  bestow,  though  glory  By  her  glade 

LXV. 

Fair  IS  proud  Seville ;  let  her  country  boast 
Her  Btrengdi,  her  weal'n,  her  site  of  ancient  days ; 
But  Cadiz,  rising  on  the  distant  coast, 
Calls  Ibrlh  3  sweeter,  though  ignoble  pr^se. 
Ah,  vice  t  how  soft  are  thy  voluptuous  ways ! 
While  boyish  blood  is  mantling  who  can  'scape 
The  fasdnation  of  thy  ma^c  gaze, 
A  cherub-hydra  round  us  dost  thou  gape. 
And  mould  to  every  taste  thy  dear  delusive  shape. 

Lxn. 

When  Paphos  fell  by  lime — accursed  lime ! 
The  queen  who  conquers  all  must  yield  to  Ihee — 
The  Pleasures  fled,  but  sought  ss  warm  a  clime ; 
And  Venus,  constant  to  her  native  sea, 
To  nought  else  constant,  hither  deign'd  to  flee ; 
And  fit 'd  her  shrine  witldn  these  walls  of  white ; 
Though  not  to  one  dome  clrcumscribeth  she 
Her  worship,  but,  devoted  to  her  rite, 
A  diousand  ajtata  rise,  for  ever  blaang  bright. 

Lxvn. 

Prom  mom  till  night,  from  night  till  slanled  mom 
'eepa  blushing  on  the  revel's  laughing  crew. 


The  so 


id  frolics 


Tread  on  each  other 
He  bids  lo  sober  joy  that  here  sojourns : 
l^ought  interrupts  the  riot,  though  in  lieu 
Of  tnie  devotion  monkish  incense  bums, 
Asd  'ove  and  prayer  miile,  or  rule  tlie  bout  by  lunu. 


WORKS. 

Lxvm. 

The 

abbathcon 

les,  a  day  of  ble 

SK 

upon  this  Chris 

shore? 

Lol 

is  sacred 

oasolenmfeas 

Hark 

heard  you  not  the  forest-m 

rch'sroi 

Crast 

mglhelati 

ce,  he  snuffs  the 

sp 

utmgBO 

The  throng 

Tells  then- 

Nor  shrinks  t 


and  steed,  o'enhrowr 


prayer 


LXIX. 

The  seventh  day  this ;  tlie  jubi 

London  1  right  well  thou  know'. 

Then  thy  spruce  citizen,  wash'd  artisan, 

And  Hnug  apprentice  gulp  thdr  weekly  ^r : 

Thy  coach  of  Hackney,  wiiiskey,  one-horse  chai 

And  humblest  gig  through  sundry  suhLU-bs  whirl, 

~    "  sd,  Brentford,  Harrow, 


■nuihi 


,hnrl. 


LXS. 

Some  o'er  thy  Thaniis  row  the  ribbon'd  fair. 

Others  along  the  safer  turnpike  fly  i 

Some  Richmond-hill  ascend,  some  scud  to  Ware, 

And  many  to  the  steep  oTHlghgate  hie. 

Ask  ye,  Bceotian  (hades!  thereason  why?'' 

'T  is  to  the  worship  of  die  solemn  horn, 

Grasp'd  in  the  iioly  hand  of  mystery. 

In  whose  dread  name  both  men  and  maids  are  sworn 


Fair  Cadi 

Soon  as  the  matin-bell  p 

ITiy  saint-adorefs  count 


LXXI. 

ss— not  alike  ar 
the  dark-blue 


'oung,  old,  high,  bw,  at  once  the  same  diver^on  shai 

Lxxn. 

The  Usts  are  oped,  the  spacious  acea  clear'd, 
Thousands  on  thoussuds  piled  are  seated  round; 
Long  ere  the  Erst  loud  trumpet's  note  is  heard, 
Ke  vacant  space  for  laied  wight  is  fouod ; 

IB,  but  chiefly  dames  abound, 


heal  the  wound,' 


SklU'd  in  the  o? 
Yet  ever  weU  ii 


LS  moon-stiuck  bards  coniplmn,  by  love's  sad  arc 

LXXIII. 

Hush'd  is  the  din  of  tongues— on  gallant  steeds 
With  milk-wiiite  crest,  gold  spur,  and  hght-poi 

lance. 
Pour  cavaliers  prepare  for  venturous  deeds. 
And  lowly  bending  to  the  lists  advance ; 
T^ch  are  their  scarfs,  their  chargers  fcady  prani 
If  in  the  dangerous  game  they  shine  la-day. 
The  crowd's  loud  shout  and  ladies'  lovely  glanc 
Best  priM  of  better  acts,  they  hear  away, 
inA  all  that  lungs  or  chiefs  e'er  gain  their  toils  re 
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X-XXI7. 

In  oosliy  sheen  and  gaudy  cloak  arts* 
But  all  a-foot,  tha  light-liiob'd  Matadi 
Stands  in  Ihe  centre,  esgEr  to  invade 
Tho  hid  of  lowing  herds :  but 


The  ground,  w 


before 

Eliould  Jurk  to  tliwart  liis  £pi 
La  tights  doof,  nor  mare 
rilhout  tha  friendly  sleed. 


LXXV, 

Thrice  sounds  the  clarion ;  lo ! 
Tha  dan  expudB,  and  ttn 


!  sUent  circle's  peopled  wulb. 


The  sand,  Dor  Uindly  ru^es  or 
Hare,  there,  ho  points  his  threa 
His  first  attack,  wide  waving  lo 


The  skill 

hat  jel  may  check  hi 

With  "-ell 

imed  croupe  the  run 

he  hull,  hut  not  unac 

oni  his  flank  tha  crim 

He  flies,] 

e  wheels,  dislracted 

artfollws 

loud  bellowings  spaak 


re  his  wea; 


:yenguig  ar 


ia  stretch'd 


is  his  fore 


angled  corse 
ht  I  uiLseamM  appears. 
His  gory  cncat  onreils  life's  panticg  source. 
Though  dealh-^lrudi  stSI  his  feehle  frame  he  r 
Staggering,  hutEtemming  all,  his  lord  unherm'd  he 

LXXTIII. 


And  foe 
And  oa> 
Sh^et 


le  Maladores  around  him  play, 
'ad  cloak,  and  poise  ihe  ready  brand  i 
through  all  ho  bursts  his  thundering  way- 
the  mantle  quits  the  conynge  hand, 
■ce  eye — 't  I5  past— he  sinks  upon  the  sand! 

LXXIX. 


Sheathed  in  his  form  tha  deadly  w 
He  stops — he  staila — diadainmg  to 
Slowly  tie  falls,  amidst  triumplung 


rhn  corse  is  piled— sweet  sight  for  vulgar  eyes — 
Pour  steeds  that  spurn  the  rein,  as  Bwitl  a3  shy, 
irl  the  dark  hulk  along,  scarce  seen  in  dashing  by. 


LXXX. 

ilh 

j)tles]wrt  thai  oft  invites 

The 

Spa 

nish 

naid,  and  cheers  the  Spa 

Nurturec 

in  blood  belimBS,  his  heart  dc 

Iny 

ngeanea 

gloating  on  another's  pa, 

Wt 

mtft 

iuds  the  troubled  village 

'I'ho 

,=h 

nephalanx'd  host  should 

I'llll 

ifh 

flIttS 

To 

■neri. 

ainst  friends  the  secret  1 

hght 

eauea  of  wrath,  wheno 
must  flow. 

LXXXI. 

Bii 

iaa 

as  fled ;  his  bars,  his  ha 

His 

ered 

entinal,  duenna  sage! 

An 

all 

Which  tl 

e  stern  dotard  daem'd  he  coul 

so  free  as  Spanish  girls  wi 


For  not  yet  had  he  drunk  of  Lethe's  stream  ] 
And  lately  had  he  leam'd  with  truth  to  deam 

How  fair,  how  young,  how  sofl  soe'er  he  Beeni, 
Full  from  the  fount  of  Joy's  delii^us  flprings 
ome  bitter  o'er  the  Bowers  its  bubbling  venom  fii 

LXXXIII. 

Tet  to  the  beauteous  form  he  was  not  blind. 
Though  now  it  moved  him  as  it  moves  the  »is< 


Bui  passion  raves  herself  to  rest 
And  vice,  that  digs  her  own  vo]u| 
Had  buried  long  his  hopes,  no  m 


LXXXIV. 

Stili  he  beheld,  nor  mingled'with  the  throng ; 
But  view'd  than  not  with  miaanthropo  hate : 
Fain  would  ho  now  have  jiun'd  the  dance,  the 


TO   IHEZ. 
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T  luw  ambilion^a  honors  lost, 
.  hids  me  loalhc  my  present  slate 
ul  Qy  Irom  all  I  pcized  the  most ; 


IL  is  thai  settled,  ceaseless  gloom 
The  Miled  Hebrew  wanderer  b 

That  will  not  look  beyond  the  ton 
Bin  cannot  hope  for  rest  before 

What  Wile  from  himself  can  tiee 


Whate'er  betides,  I  Ve  know 


t,  and  new  the  hell  lh 


M  beneath  the  f 

ud:"' 

eallwerf 

noble,  save  nobi 

hugg'd  a 

onqueror's  chain 
LXXXVL 

SSTOM 

n  chivalry! 

r,  be  the 

ons  or  Spain,  am 

ber^la! 

oy  fight  fo. 

freedom  who  wer 

^ never: 

.pl^fbranervere 

s  state. 

onibat  when  their 

Hee, 

Fund  uf  a  land  which  gave  them  naught  but  life. 
Pride  piMnt!  the  path  that  leads  id  liberty ; 
Back  to  ifae  stru^e,  baffled  in  the  strifo, 
War  wnr  »  still  the  lay,  "war  even  to  ihe  knife  i"  " 


Go,  read  whatever 

Whate'er  keen  vengeance  urged  on  fcreign  foe 

From  flashing  sdmilar  to  secret  knife. 
War  mouldeth  (hero  ea  " 


le  wife, 
essor  bleed, 


deed. 


Lxxsvni. 

Plows  there  a  tear  of  pity  for  the  dead  ? 
Look  o'er  the  ravage  of  the  reeking  plajn ; 
Iiook  on  the  handa  vrith  Temale  daughter  red ; 
Then  to  the  dogs  resign  the  unburied  alain, 
Then  to  the  vulture  let  each  corse  remain ; 
Albeit  unworthy  of  the  prey-bltd's  maw. 
Let  then' bleach'd  bones,  andblood'suDhleaching  stain. 
Long  mark  the  battle-field  with  hideous  awe ; 
Thus  only  may  oui'  sons  conceive  the  scones  wa  saw  1 

LXXXIX. 

Noryet,  Elaal  the  dreadful  work  is  done. 
Fresh  legions  pour  adown  the  Pyrenees  j 
It  deepens  still,  the  work  is  scarce  begun, 
Nor  mortal  eye  the  distant  end  &resees. 
Fall^  natiQDS  gaze  on  Spain ;  if  fireed,  she  freea 
More  than  her  feU  Pjzarros  once  euchain'd : 

Repairs  the  wrongs  that  Quito's  sons  sustam'J, 
Whileo'er  the  parent  clime  prowls  murder  unrc&train'd. 

XC, 

Not  all  the  blood  at  Talavera  shed, 
Not  all  the  marvels  of  Barossa's  light, 
Not  Albuera,  lavish  of  the  dead. 
Have  won  for  Spun  her  well-asserted  right. 
When  shall  her  olive-branch  be  free  from  blight  7 
When  shall  she  breathe  her  from  the  blushing  tnil  7 
How  many  a  doubtful  day  shall  sink  in  night, 
Ere  the  Frank  robber  turn  him  from  his  spoil, 
And  freedom's  strangei-tree  grow  native  of  the  soi! ! 

And  thou,  my  friend  i^' — since  unavailing  woe 

Had  the  sword  l^d  thee  with  thj)  mighty  low. 
Pride  might  forbid  ev'n  trieqdship  to  compl^ : 

By  all  forgotten,  save  the  knely  breioi, 

Wi^lc  glory  crowns  so  many  a  meaner  crest ! 
What  hadst  thou  dotie  to  sink  so  peaceably  to  rest  7 


I  where  nought  was  left  i 
hopeless  days  for  ever  lo 
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xcni. 

H«™  is  one  fjtlo  of  Harold's  pilgrimage : 
Ye  who  of  him  may  further  seek  to  knoW; 
Shall  find  some  liilings  in  s.  future  page, 


Is  this  I 


much  7  91 


aaynot 


Lands  thai  eonLun  the  momimenls  of  Eld, 
Ere  Greece  and  Grecian  arts  by  barbarous  hands  v/i 
nueU'd. 


Come,  blue- eyed  m; 
Goddess  of  wisdom ! 


irtatso 


t  and  wasting  fire, ' 
years,  that  hade  thy  worship  tp  sjpire : 
worse  than  steel,  and  flame,  and  ages  ^ow, 
e  dread  sceptre  and  domioion  t" 


felt  tho  I 


«iglow 


That  thoughts  of  thee  and  thine  on  polish'd 


TOier^JreUiyinenof  minht?  ^thyffand  in,souU 
"^  *'  in_d^^ngi  ■'    ■ 

is  the  whole? 


le  of  gods,  whose  shrines  no  longer  bum, 
I  gods  must  yield — religions  take  their  turn : 
IS  Joue's — 'tis  Mahomet's — and  other  cree' 


to  the  < 


ough,u 


le  lif\s  his  { 


lappy 


kindly  ^ven. 
That  being,  thou  wouldsl  be  again,  and  go, 
Thou  know'st  not,  reck'st  not  lo  what  region,  91 
On  earth  no  more,  but  mingled  with  the  skies  I 
SUU  wilt  thou  dream  on  future  joy  and  woe  1 
Regard  and  wei^  yon  dust  before  il  (lies : 

jd  honiilies. 


Ibat 


low  not  one  of  saddening  thuusan 
^arhke  worshipper  hia  vigil  keeps 
re  denu-goda  ^ppear^d,  a^  records 
JTB  yon  skull  from  out  the  scatter'! 
It  a  temple  where  a  god  may  dwe 


VI. 
Look  on  Its  broken  arch,  its  ruinV  wail, 
Its  chambara  desolate,  and  portals  foul ; 
Yes,  this  was  once  ambition's  eiiy  hall, 
The  dome  of  thought,  the  palace  of  the  soul ; 
Behold  through  each  lack-lustre,  eyeless  hole. 
The  gay  recess  of  wisdom  and  of  wit. 
And  passion's  host,  that  never  brook'd  couTrol : 
Can  all,  saint,  sage,  or  soplusl  ever  writ, 
'eople  this  lonely  tower,  this  tenement  re£t  ? 

vn. 

Well  didst  thou  speak,  Athena's  wisest  son ! 
"  All  that  we  know  is,  nothing  can  be  known." 
Why  sliould  we  shrink  Irom  what  we  cannot  shui 
Each  has  his  psng,  but  leeble  suflerers  groan 
Wi[h  brain-horn  dreams  of  evil  all  their  ovm. 
Pursue  what.chance  or  Eite  prodaimeth  best ; 
Peace  waits  us  on  the  shores  of  Acheron ; 
There  no  farced  banquet  claims  the  sated  guest, 
[ut  silence  spreads  ihe  coudi  of  ever- welcome  res( 

Vltl. 
Yet  ii;  as  holiest  men  have  deem'd,  there  be 
A  land  of  souls  beyond  that  sable  ^ore. 
To  shame  the  doctrine  of  the  Sadducee 
And  sophists,  madly  vain  of  dubious  lore ; 

To  hear  each  voice  we  fear'd  to  hear  no  more  I 
The  Baelrian,  Saniian  sage,  and  all  who  taught 


There,  thou  I— whose  love  and  life  together  fled, 
Hava  left  me  here  to  love  and  live  in  vam— 

When  busy  memory  flashes  on  my  bram  ? 


X. 
Here  let  me  sit  upon  this  massy  stone. 
The  marble  column's  yet  unshalicn  base ; 
Here,  son  of  Saturn  1  was  thy  fav'rite  throne  - 
Mightiest  of  many  such !  Hence  let  me  trar* 
The  latent  grandeur  of  thy  dwelling  place. 

Ye:t  these  proud  pillars  claim  no  pasang  sigii- 
Vtunoved  the  Moslem  ^M,  the  ligb^  Greek  carols  bv 


i„Goug|i 


BYRON'S  WORKS. 


On  high,  .vl 
Thelal 


:  of  her 


The  lasl,  Iha  worst,  dull  apraler,  who  was  he  ? 
Blush,  Caledonia!  such  thy  son  could  bal 
Bnglond !  I  joy  no  child  he  was  of  Ihine : 

Yet  they  could  violate  eodi  saddening  shrine, 
And  bear  these  oltara  e'er  the  long-reluct^C  bnne.^ 
XII. 
But  most  the  modern  Plct's  ignoble  boast, 
To  rive  what  Goth,  and  Turk,  and  thiie  hath  spared;' 


1,  the  weight  of  despots' 1^1 

xin. 

I  siud  by  British  tongue. 


Thoogh  Id  thy 
Tell  not  the  dt 
Theot 


blushing  EurofM 
een,  the  Tree  Britannia 
plunder  from  &  bleedin 


XIV. 


Where  was  thine  tegia,  PallosI  that  appaU'd 
Stem  Alorio  and  havoc  or.  Iheir  way  1> 
Where  Peleus'  son  V  whoni  hell  in  vain  enthtgll'd, 
lEs  shade  from  Hades  upon  that  dread  day. 
Bursting  to  light  ui  terrible  array.' 
What !  could  not  Pluto  spare  the  chief  once  more 
To  scare  a  second  robber  from  his  prey  3 
Idly  he  wander'd  on  the  Stygian  shore, 
Nw  now  preserved  the  walls  he  loved  to  shield  befor 


p(orjeeis,aa.lp:?era^!er.lliaj)us!t-ltiS);loy.edi 
DHUJa^i£..eiiflJliiil;wilI-oatsMpJn]iee 
■1^,.  -,.11.  ,)pf.,-»H|  if.1  mouldetiiiii  ehrinea  remojed 
By  British  handg.  which  it  had.best  behoved. . 
f^in^  ih.«n  rdJB^  ne'er  to  to  rBgtorad. 
Curst  be  th^  hoBriAeo&imilheir^;ialalheT  roved^ 
And  once  agun  tliffi^aM.nni™  gwa^ 
AuTEuitch'd t%  9hiii4^>g,et!ditoiiu^n|,cUni^ab^ 


Rut  wher^  is  narold?  shall  I  tlieii  forget 

Uttlereck'd  he  of  aU  that  men. regret; 
ilo  toveu-one  now  in  leign'd  lament  cotild  rave 
Ni>  friend  the  parting  hand  eMended  gave, 
Eie  toe  cold  stranger  pus'd  to  other  climes : 


The  dullest  sailer 


ubefon 


swans  in  thekfliglil, 

Lvely  now, 

ich  dashing  prow. 


XVIU. 

And  oh,  the  litde  warlike  world  witlun  t 
The  well-reeved  guns,  the  netted  canopy,' 

When,  Bl  a  word,  the  tops  are  m      ' '       " '  ' 


icall,th 


rmg  cry ! 


While  through  the  seaman's  hand  the  tacltle  gUdos 
Or  schcol-boy  midshipman,  that,  standing  by, 
SirBJns  hi    '      


w  that  skilful  urchin 


White  is  the  glassy  deck,  w 


With  au^i 
That  I    ■ 


jestic  stalks 
fear'd  by  all— not  oft  he  talks 

hull,  if  he  would  preserve 
which  hroken,  ever  balks 

rn,  which  tends  their  strong 

XX. 


What  leagues  are  lost  before  the  dawn  of  day. 
Thus  loitering  pensive  on  the  wiling  seas, 
Theflgppmgsulbaul'ddovm  to  halt  for  logs  like  thesel 


Now  lads  on  shore 


Wakes  the  brisk  hannony  that  sailors  W 

A  circle  there  of  merry  listeners  stand. 

Or  to  some  wel^known  measure  featly  mc 

Thoughtless,  aa  if  on  shore  they  still  were  fr 


TTwough  Cal 
Europe  and 
Lands  of  th< 


■vovthe  St 


.eyed  maid  and  dusky  Mooi 
He  Detieia  nencath  pale  Hecate's  hlais : 
w  solUy  on  the  Spanish  shore  she  plays, 
iclosing  rocli,  and  slqie,  and  forest  brown, 
itmct,  though  darkening  with  her  war 
[Mauritania's  giant-shadowB  Irovn, 
mountain-cliff  to  coast  descending  si 


ig  phasi 
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n  bids  us  feel 


Though  friendless  now,  wiC  dream  it  had  a  Men. 
Who  wiUi  the  w^ght  of  years  would  wish  to  be: 
When  youth  itsrif  suirives  young  love  and  joy? 
Alas !  when  mingling  souls  forget  lo  Hand, 
Death  hath  but  liltle  lefl  him  to  destroy  I 
Ah!  happy  ycEus  1  once  more  who  would  not  be  a  boy? 

XXIV. 


A  thcught,  and  claims  the  homage  of  a  tear ; 

A  flashing  pang  I  of  which  the  weary  breast 

Would  Btill,  albeit  In  vun,  the  heavy  heart  dlvesl. 

XXV. 

To  sit  on  rooks,  lo  muse  o'er  flood  and  fell. 

Where  things  that  own  not  man's  dominion  dwo 
And  mortal  foot  halh  ne'er,  or  rarely  been ; 
To  climb  the  trackless  mountaja  all  uneeen. 
With  the  wild  flock  that  never  needs  a  fold ; 
Alone  o'er  steeps  and  foaming  tails  to  lean ; 
This  is  not  solitude;  'tish         ■   ■■ 


luroU'd. 


To  hear,  to  see,  to  feel,  at 


Which  looks  o'er  waves 


ousness  endued, 
lought,  and  sued; 


Iful  linger  on  that  hallow'd  spot ; 

h  one  wish  thai  such  had  been  his  lot, 
to  hate  a  world  he  had  aunoai  (brgot. 


each  well- 


Pass  we  Ih.  _ 
Coop'd  m  theit  winged  sea-girt  citadel ; 
The  foul,  Ihe  fair,  the  contrary,  the  kind. 
As  breezes  lise  and  fall  and  hdlows  swell. 
Tin  on  some  jocund  raarn — lo,  land  1  and  all 


Stem  Mentor  urged  from  high  to  jondet  tide ; 

si'gh'd. 

XXX. 

Her  reign  is  past,  her  genllo  glories  gone : 
But  Irusl  not  this ;  too  easy  youth,  beware ! 
A  mortal  sover^gn  holds  her  dangerous  Ihror 
And  thou  may'st  find  a  new  Calypso  there. 
Sweet  Florence !  could  another  ever  share 
This  wayward,  loveless  heart,  it  would  be  thi 
But  check'd  by  every  tie,  I  may  not  dare 

For  ask  so  dear  a  breast  lo  feel  one  pang  for  mi 


I'd,  and  met  ks 
Imiralion  glanci 
apt  aloof,  albeit 


And  ne'er  again  the  boy  his  boaom  sought: 
Since  now  he  vainly  urged  him  lo  adore. 
Well  deem'd  the  hide  god  bis  ancient  sway  was  o'l 

xxxn. 

F^  Florence  found,  in  sooth  viith  some  amti-^n, 
One  who,  'Iwaa  said,  slUI  sigh'd  to  all  he  saw, 
Withstand,  luunoved,  the  luslre  of  her  gaze, 
Vffhich  others  h^'d  wddi  real,  or  mimic  awe, 

AU  that  gay  beauty  Irom  her  bondsmen  dauna : 

Nor  felt,  nor  telgn'd  at  least,  the  oll-lold  llamt 
Which,  thodgh  sometimes  they  " 


I  the  lover's  whini 


JJttle  knew  she  that  soei 
Now  mask'd  in  silence  o 
Was  not  unskUful  m  the 
And  spread  its  snares  lit 
Nor  from  the  base  pursu 
As  long  OS  aught  was  W' 
But  Harold  on  such  arts 
And  had  he  doated  o 
'et  never  would  he  Joi 

XXXIV. 

Not  much  he  kens,  I  ween,  of  woman's  breast. 
Who  thinks  that  wanton  Ihing  is  won  by  ^ghs  ; 
Wliat  carelh  she  for  beans  when  once  possess'd ' 

Bui  not  loo  humbly,  or  she  viill  despise 

Thee  and  thy  suit,  though  told  in  moving  tropes ; 

Disguise  ev'n  tenderness,  if  Ihou  art  wise  j 
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Not 


The  paltry  prize  is  hardly  worth  the 
Youth  ws£tod,  toinds  degraded,  honi 
These  are  thy  Iruits,  successful  passion :  Ul 
If,  kindly  cruel,  eeiiy  hope  ia  crost. 
Sill!  U>  the  IbeI  it  rankles,  a  disease, 

:  cured  when  love  itself  forgets  to  pit 

XXSVI. 


And  man 

y  8  varied  5 

ore  to 

not  by 

clion,  led- 

air  withal  a 

orlaJhead 

in  its  little 

of  thought; 

Or  e'er  i 

new  Ulopi, 

read, 

To  eac 

man  what 

e  might  be,  or  he  01 

aht: 

tliatcon 

opted  thing 

could  e. 

er  such  be  taught. 

SXXVII. 

Dear  Nature  is  the  Idiideal  mother  still. 
Though  always  changing,  in  her  aspect  mild ; 

Her  never-wean'd,  though  not  her  faTOUi'd  chili 

To  me  by  day  or  night  she  ever  smiled, 
Though  I  have  mark'd  her  when  none  other  he 
And  sought  her  more  and  more,  and  loved  her  b 

XXXVIII. 

Land  of  .Albania !  whtre  Iskander  rose, 
Theme  of  the  young,  and  beacon  of  the  wise. 
And  he,  his  name-sake,  whose  oa-bdlHod  foes 
Shrunk  frton  his  deeds  of  chivalrous  emprice- 
l.,and  of  Albaiua  t '  >  let  me  bend  nune  eyes 
Oi.  thee,  thou  rugged  nurse  of  savage  men  1 


fhec 
And  the  p: 


in  the  glen. 


SXXIX. 

Childe  Harold 

ail'd,andpass'i 

Iho  barren  spol 

lere  sad  Pe 

clopo  o'erlook'< 

thiiwa 

^> 

w'd  the  mount. 

T\ 

e  (over's  rellige,  and  the  Les 

T>a 

could  not  verse 

at  breast  im 

uedwiih  such 

lire? 

<! 

uld  she  not 

.ve  who  life  elemal  gav 

? 

11 

iie  eternal  n 

ay  await  the  ly 

e. 

hut 

o..ly  heaven 

to  which  earth's 
XL. 

childre 

may  asp 

T 

Ide  Harold 

h.al'd  Lciicadia' 

gemie  e 

far: 

A 

pot  ne  long 

dlosee,  norcaredto  le 

Oft  did  he  mark  die  scenes  of  v 

A 

lum,  Irfpan 

o,  IbiaJ  Trafalg 

ar;" 

I  Itom  beneatl.  scone  remote  inglorious  star] 

InjhanwofJteedxJray,  or  gap  ant  fight, 

|iajj^^s(Uliic..iKaW&iw&rAJ]|t  laugh'd  a 


He  walch'd  the  billows'  melancholy  flow. 
And,  sunk  albeit  in  thought  as  he  was  wont, 
More  plaud  eeem'd  his  eye,  and  smooth  his  pallid  front. 

XUL 
Mom  dawns ;  and  with  it  stem  Albania's  hiils, 
Dark  Suli's  rocks,  and  Pindus'  iulxnd  peali, 
Robed  half  in  mist,  bedew'd  with  snowy  rills, 
Array'd  in  many  a  dun  and  purple  streak. 
Arise ;  and,  as  the  clouds  along  them  breal{, 
Disclose  the  dwelling  of  the  mountaineer : 
Hue  mams  the  wolf,  the  eagle  whets  his  beak. 
Birds,  beasts  of  prey,  and  wilder  men  appear. 


Now  Harold  felt  himself  at  length  alone. 
And  bade  to  Christian  longM«s  a  long  adieu; 

Which  all  admire,  but  many  dread  to  view ; 

Peril  he  sought  not,  but  ne'er  sh-^k  to  meet. 
The  scene  was  Eavage,  but  the  Keno  was  new ; 
This  made  the  ceaseless  toil  of  travel  sweet. 
Beat  hack  keen  winter's  bbst,  and  wetaomed  suihwhtt'i 
heat. 

XLIV. 
Here  the  red  cross,  for  still  the  cross  is  here, 
Though  sadly  scoff'd  at  by  the  circumiasert, 

Churchman  and  votary  alike  despised. 
Foul  superstition !  howsoe'er  disguised. 
Idol,  saint,  virgin,  prophet,  orescent,  cross. 
For  whaOoever  symbol  thou  art  prized. 
Thou  sacerdotal  gain,  but  general  loss ! 
Who  from  true  worship's  gold  can  separate  thy  droi 

XLV. 

A  world  for  woman,  lovely,  harmless  thmg  1 
In  yonder  rippling  bay,  their  naval  host 
Did  many  a  Boman  chief  and  Asian  king'' 
To  doubtful  conflict,  certain  slaughter  bring : 
Look  where  the  second  Cffisar's  Irophies  rose !"  ' 
Now,  like  the  hands  that  rear'd  them,  wifhcriag : 
Imperial  anarchs,  dout^ing  hunian  woes  I 


Ev'n  to  Ihe  centre  of  fllyria's  vale 
Childe  Harold  pass'd  o'er  many  a  mount  i 
Through  lands  scarce  noticed  in  historic  ta 
Yet  in  famed  Attica  such  lovely  dales 
Are  rarely  seen ;  nor  can  fair  Tempo  boa 
A  charm  they  know  not ;  loved  Psxnassus 
Though  classic  ground  and  consecrated  hk 
To  match  some  spots  that  lurk  within  this  lowe 
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id  onwards  did  Ina  further  journey  take 

)  greet  Albaaia's  chieC,"  whose  dread  command 

?  Bwajs  a  nation,  torhulent  and  bold: 


XLVIH. 

Monastic  Zilia ! '°  from  thy  shady  iirow, 
Thou  small,  but  fawur'd  spot  of  holy  gr 


Hero  dwells  the  caloyer,"  n<^  tude  is  ha 

still  1  i»r  heedless  wiU  he  He 

From  hence, 

if  he  delight  lihid  nature's  she 

L. 

Heremth 

sultriest  season  let  him  rest. 

FreJiistl 

e  green  beneath  thoaa  aged  Ire 

Here  wine 

of  gentlest  wing  will  fan  h'la 

From  heai 

en  itself  he  may  inhale  the  br< 

The  plain 

Lslkrbeneilb-oh!  let  him™ 

Pure  pleas 

ore  while  he  can;  the  scorchi 

Then  let  b 

s  length  the  loilfiring  pilgrim  la 

Dusky  and  huge,  enlarging  on 


Nodding  above :  hehold'hlack  AchcronP* 
Once  consecrated  to  the  sepulchre. 
Huto  I  if  (his  be  hell  I  Uxk  upon. 
Close  shamed  Elyaum's  gates,  my  shade  shall  ee 


Ne  -sty's  lowera  poHufe  the  lovely  liew ; 
Unseen  is  Yonins,  though  not  remote, 
Veil'd  by  the  screen  of  hills !  here  nitin  are  Tew, 
Scantjr  (he  hamlet,  rare  the  lonely  cot ; 
Bui,  peering  down  each  preoipico,  Ihc  goal 
Browseth:  and,  pensive  o'er  his  scatter'd  iQock, 
The  little  shepherd  in  his  mhito  capote  " 
Oolh  lean  his  boyish  form  along  the  rock. 
Or  in  his  rave  awaits  the  lempest's  shoil-Iivcd  sliock. 


LUI. 
Oh!  where,  Dodona!  is  thine  aged  grove, 
Prophetic  fount,  and  oracle  dlvuiaT 
What  valley  echoed  the  response  of  Jovel 
Whal  [race  remaineth  of  the  Thunderer's  ahrin. 
Ail,  all  forgotten — and  shail  man  repine 
That  his  frai)  bonds  lo  fleeting  life  are  broke  ? 
Cease,  foul  I  the  late  of  gods  may  well  be  thine 
Wouldsl  thou  survive  the  marble  or  the  oak  'I 

id  worlds  must  sinii  he. 


thes 


LIV. 


Tired  of  up-gazing  still,  the  weariei 
Eeposes  gladly  on  aa  smooth  a  vale 
As  ever  spring  ydnd  in  grassy  dye : 


The  sun  hod  sunk  behind  vast  T 

omerit," 

And  Laos  wide  and  tierce  came 

roanng  by ; ' 

The  shades  of  wonted  night  wei 

When,  down  the  steep  hanks  w 

n  the  sky. 

en. 

Wi^e  wails  o'eriook  the  strean 

He  heard  the  busy  hum  of  warn 

welling  the  breeze  that  sigh'd  alon^ 

thelength'iung 

LVI. 

He  pass-d  the  sacred  h&ram'a  si 

ent  tower. 

And,  undemealh  the  wiio  o'era 

Survey'd  the  dwelling  of  this  eh 

Amidst  no  common  pomp  the  de 

pot  sate. 

Slaves,  eunuchs,  soldiers,  guests 

and  santonsA 

WitWn,  a  palace,  and  without. 

ere  men  of  every  cnnie  appear  I 

make  resort. 

LVII. 

Richly  oaparison'd,  a  ready  row 

Of  armed  horse,  and  many  a  w 

Above,  strange  groups  adom'd  i 

echomg  J.«. 

The  Turk,  the  Greek,  (he  Albanian,  aai  ilic  W..   i 


bi  their 


my-hued  ar 


While  the  deep  w. 

LVIir, 
The  wild  Albanian  kittled  to  his  kutj. 
With  shawl-girt  head  and  omammnad  gun. 
And  gold-embroider'd  garments,  lijr  to  see ; 
The  crimson-scarfed  men  of  ftl^cedon ; 
The  DoUd  with  his  cap  of  terror  on. 
And  crooked  glaive ;  the  lively,  supple  Or.™ 


ly  Nubia': 
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iiotleys. 


10  that  t 


m  groi^, 


There  some  grave  Moslem  Lo  devotioQ  stoops, 
And  some  Ihat  smoke,  and  soma  Ihat  play,  are  fbnnd  \ 
Here  the  Mianian  proudly  treads  the  ground ; 

Hark!  from  the  moaque  the  nightly  Eolemn  sound, 
The  Mueiia'B  call  doth  shake  the  minaret, 
"TlieraisnogodbutGod!— lo  prayer— loiGodis  great!" 


LX. 


at  this  a 


IS  page 


si  and  feast  essunied  the  rule  again : 

lared  and  spread  the  plenteous  board  within  j 
vacant  gallery  now  seemM  made  in  vain, 
from  the  chambers  came  the  mingling  din. 


LXI, 

nan's  voice  is  never  heard ;  apart. 
And  scarce  permitted,  guarded,  veiled,  to  move 
She  yields  to  one  her  person  and  her  heart, 
Tamod  to  her  cage,  nor  feels  a  wish  lo  rove : 
For,  not  unhappy  in  her  master's  love. 
And  joyful  iu 


Hers 


In  marhle-pavi 


1  other 


mthei 


prmg 


Whose  bubhiing  did  a  genial  freshness  fling. 
And  soft  voluptuous  couches  breathed  repose, 
Ali  reclined,  a  man  of  war  and  woes  j 

While  gentleness  her  milder  radiancs  throws 
Along  that  aged  venerable  face, 
llie  deeds  that  lurk  beneath,  and  stain  lum  with  ifisgrace. 

LXIH. 
It  is  not  that  yon  hoary  lengthening  beard 
III  suits  the  pasMons  which  belfflig  to  youth ; 


eeming  all  men  ill,  but  most  tli 
'ears,  have  markM  him  with  a 
i)d  follows  blood,  and,  through 
wlier  acts  conclude  those  who 

Lxrv. 


oice  of  BuUi, 
tiger's  tooth ; 


sated  grandeur  Irom  the  city's  nms 
-I  =,«.,>  ii  l,.,mMer  it  in  sooth  were  s 
th  artificial  joys, 


But  peace  abhorreth  artificial  joys, 
And  pleasure,  leagued  with  pomp,  the  Kst  of  both 


Whore  is 

the  loe  that  e' 

er  saw  the 

Who  can 

»  well  the  to 

of  vmr  one 

Their  nat 

Than  thej 

bi  doubtful  U 

imeoftroiib 

Their  wrath  how  deadly  1  but  their  friendship  sun 
When  graUtude  or  valour  bids  them  bleed, 
Unshasen  rushing  on  where'er  theit  chief  may  lead. 

LXVI. 

Childe  Hatold  saw  them  in  thcdr  chiellam's  lower 
Thronging  lo  war  ui  splendour  and  success ; 
And  after  view'd  them,  when,  within  their  powH', 

That  saddening  ho^  when  had  men  hotlier  press : 


When  all  around  was  desolalo  and  dark ; 
To  land  was  perilous,  to  sojourn  more ; 
Yet  for  a  wl^e  the  mariners  forbore. 
Dubious  lo  trasl  where  treachery  might  lurk ; 
At  length  they  ventured  Ibrth,  though  doubting  sore 
That  those  who  loathe  alike  the  Ffank  and  Tork 
Might  once  ^Ein  renew  thar  ancient  bulcher-worii. 

Vain  fear !  the  SulioHa  streteh'd  the  wclcfflno  brad. 
Led  them  o'er  rocks  and  past  the  dangeroos  swamp, 
Kinder  than  poUsh'd  slaves  IfaoLigh  not  so  bland. 
And  piled  the  hearth,  and  wrung  their  garments  damp, 
And  mi'd  the  bowl,  and  triuun'd  the  cheerful  lamp, 
And  spread  th^r  fare ;  though  homely,  all  they  had . 


To  rest  the  w- 


n,  and  shames 
LXIX. 

pass,  that  when  he  di^ 
quit  at  length  this  mt 


How  brown  Uie  foliage  of  the  green  hill's  grm 
Nodding  at  midnight  o'er  iJie  cahn  bay's  brea: 
As  winds  come  lightly  whisperuig  from  the  wi 
Kissing,,  not  ruffling,  the  blue  deep's  serene.- 
Hete  Harold  was  received  a  welcome  guest. 
Nor  did  he  pass  unmoved  Ihe  gentle  scene, 
'or  msnya  joy  could  iw from  night's  sofl  presence 
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LXXl. 

Un  the  emoolh  ahoro  Ihs  night-fires  brightly  blaied. 
The  feaat  was  done,  the  red  wine  circGng  fast, " 


Ea£h  palikar^'  lus  EBbre  friHti  him  cast. 
And  bounding  hand  in  hand,  man  linkM  bt  man, 
Velhng  Iheir  uncoulh  dirge,  long  danced  the  lurded  clun. 

Lxxn. 

Childe  Hamid  at  a  little  distance  stood 
And  liew'd,  but  not  displeased,  Ihs  reveicie, 
Nor  hated  harmless  mirth,  bonever  rude : 


xifs  [hat  we  fired,  and  the  plunder  « 
The  wealthy  ive  sloughiec'd,  the  lovely  w. 


cert  Ihey  this  Uty  half  si 


Oh  I  who  is  more  brave  than  s  dark  Suliote, 

In  hia  snowy  camese  and  his  shaggy  capote  7 

To  Ihe  wolf  and  the  vulture  he  leaves  his  wild  flock. 

And  descends  to  the  plain  like  the  stream  Irom  the  rock- 


ShaU  the  sons  ofCbim 
The  fault  ora  friend,  hi 
Let  those  guns  so  uner 


Macedonia  sends  (htlh  her  invincible  race ; 

For  a  tinje  they  abandon  the  cave  and  the  chase : 

But  those  scarfs  of  blood-red  ^i^l  bo  rodder,  belbr< 


Then  the  pirates  of  Parga  tiiat  dwell  by  the  wa 
And  teach  the  pale  Franks  what  it  is  to  be  slav 
Shall  leave  on  the  beach  the  long  galley  and  oa' 
And  track  to  bis  covert  the  capijve  un  shore. 


ling  in  blood  o'er  the  b 


IS  descend  to  Iho  sh 


Immortal,  though  no  more ;  though  fallen,  groE 


TnM  iHindage  nncreate ' 
ich  thy  sona  who  whilonie  did  atva 
opeless  wairiors  of  a  wdling  doom 
tk  Thetmopylis'B  sepulchral  strait 
vho  that  gaUant  spirit  shail  re 


Spiritoffriiedom!  when  on  Phyle's 
Thou  sat'st  with  Thrasybukis  and  b 
Couldsttkou  forebode  the  dismal  tic 
Dims  the  green  beauties  of  thine  Al 
Not  tlurtj  tyrants  now  enforce  the  c 
But  every  eerie  can  lord  it  o'er  Ihy 
Nor  lise  thy  sons,  but  idlf  rail  in  vs 


^Vombl 

^IL 

dfi^^ih 

cnslav^lil 

LXXV 

In  all, 
That 

,ms 

* 

re  still  spa 

ghjBSsd!  tai  ivho 

>ut  would 

With 

Jiy 

chedbeam 

lost  liberty? 

And 

dream  withal  thi 

Thfil 

Five 

lack  their  fathers'  heritage ; 

Fori 

andmdth 

Nor 

olely 

dare 

stUcrage, 

Or  tear 

itme  defiled  from 

slavery's  inoumfiil;io 

b,  Google 


BYRON'S  WORKS. 


May  wind  their  patli  ofblood  along  the  West; 
But  ne'er  will  rrcedonLacck.  ihlsj^d  aoU, 
liui  ^ve  succeed  to  elave  ihtoiigh  jcbtb  gf  endless  mi. 


By  daiiy  abBtinonce  and  nightly  prayer ; 
Bui  «re  his  sackcloth  garb  repentance  wi 
Borne  days  of  joyaunce  are  decreed  to  nl 


LXXX. 

Lond  waa  the  lighlaome  tun^uU  of  lb 
Oa  music  cheiiged,  but  never  ccase< 
And  timely  echoed  back  the  measur 
And  rippling  WHtei-s  maJe  apleasani 
The  queen  of  tides  en  high  consentu 


T  wi",  aa  if  darting  fr 
A  bri^ter  glance  her  f 
l^U  aparkling  billows  seen 

LXXXI. 


hcrhetuTenlythr 
I  reflected  gave, 


Danced  on  the 
Ne  mougbt  had 

Or  gently  presr 


ihore  the  daughters  ol  the  laid, 
man  or  m^  of  rest  or  home, 
angtiid  eye  and  thrilling  hand 


LXXXIII. 

isi  he  feel,  the  true-born 


Yet  with  smooth  smile  his  tyrant ' 

Aht  Greece!  they  love  thee  leaet; 
Their  Idrth,  their  blood,  end  that , 


And  still  bis  honied  wealth  Hymetlus  yields ; 
There  the  blithe  bee  his  fragrant  fortress  buitr 
The  Ireoborn  wanderer  of  thy  mountain-air  { 
Apollo  still  thy  Long,  long  summer  gilds, 
StiU  in  his  beam  Mendeli's  marbles  glare ; 
Art,  glory,  freedom  fail,  but  nature  still  is  [atr. 
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, wlvwU-HpfflU 

Each  JulJ  ay!  dale,  aadi  dpeplning  slso  and  wold 

S^3^!ua^uH!er.>ib]£n!raiiEli'(L.'lb]'iiainp'lea  gone:', 

Age  shakes  Alhena's  lower,  bi«  spares  grayMataUion. 

LXXXIX. 

ThB  sun,  tlieBpil,biitiiotlhEElaJg,  the  tame ; 

t'rese^'^iD^I^iigbinmdsBixl  boundtesB  Tama 
Tbe  baUle-finld',  where  Persia's  vidim  horde 
First  bow'd  heneath  the  brunt  of  Hellas'  sword, 
As  OD  ihe  mom  to  distant  glory  dear, 
When  Marathon  beoama  a  magic  word  ;" 


Wb'ich  utter'd,  lo 

he  cam 

p,  the  host 

the  fight,  th 
SC. 

The  flying  Mode 

his  shafiJess 

jroken 

ry  Greek, 

ills  red  pursu 

Moun 

ins  abov 

Ueath 

nthefron 

,  destruction 

Such  was  the  set 

ne-whatno» 

Whi.1. 

sacred  trophy  marks  the 

'I'heri 

«lun,,tl 

e  violated  mo 

"he  dust  thy  eogrs 

j's  hoof,  rode 

atoumL 

XCI. 

Yet  to 

the  remna 

nts  of  thy  spl 

ndoiirp 

Shall 

lallthev 

'ajer,  with  tl 

Hail  the  bright  clime  of  baule 

and  of 

I.on= 

liall  thuw  annals  and  immortal 

h  thy  fam 

e  die  youth  o 

many  a 

And  gaze  conipiacent  on  congenial  earth. 

But  he  whom  sadness  soothcth  may  abide, 
And  scarce  regret  the  region  of  his  Inrlh, 
When  wandering  slow  by  Delphi's  sacred  e 
ic  gaiiiE  o'er  the  plauia  where  Greek  and  Peri 

XCIII. 
Let  such  approach  this  consecrated  land, 

But  spare  its  relics — let  no  busy  hand 


SCIV. 

For  thee,  who  thus  in  loo  protracted  song 
Hast  sDcthed  thme  Idlesse  with  inglorious 

Of  louder  nunslrels  in  these  later  days : 
To  BQcb  resign  the  strife  for  lading  bays— 

Which  heeds  nor  keen  reproscli  nor  partia 
Since  cokJ  each  binder  heart  that  might  ap 
Lnd  none  are  left  to  plea^  when  none  are  U 

xcr. 


Thou 


_..____ LJcMiitRjne, 

^bflAl.fojne»l'a">weteMeJ(a^..d(i!i,i;, 
Nor  shi^^from.one  albeit jLautwlitttUw- 

Nor  staid  to  welcome  here  thy  wanderer  home, 
W3amBHmapp!srJMBUSL'¥.Woh  we.npfll(ff.e,f^.ldl  see- 
'  ijhej  had  never  he«i,jit,jMi«.  [o  =.onie ! 
a  haj  iie*er  returned  lo.fimlfrBaneajse  lor.oam 

XCVI. 

ver  loving,  lovely,  and  beloved  T 
How  selSsh  sorrow  ponders  on  the  past. 
And  chngs  to  thoughts  now  better  far  removed  I 

All  thou  couldst  have  of  nune,  stem  Death !  thou  haai 


Haih  snatch'd  the  lit 


Then  must  I  plunge  again  into  the  ci 
And  follow  all  Iliat  peace  disdams  ts 
Where  revel  call 
False  to  ihe  heai  , 
To  leave  the  flagging  spirit  doubly  weak ; 
till  o*er  die  features,  which  perjbrce  they  cheei 


d  laughter,  vamly  knid, 


To  feig 

Smiles  form  the  channel  of  a  fun 
Or  raise  the  writhing  Up  with  ill-dii 

xcvni. 

What  is  the  worst  of  wo^  that  ■ 
What  stamps  the  wrinkle  deepe 
To  view  each  loved  one  blotted  I 
And  be  alone  on  eaiUi,  as  I  am 
Before  the  Chastener  humbly  lel 


al  the  , 
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Wilh  form  our  fancy,  gaining  as  V 
The  life  we  image,  ev'n  as  I  do  m 
Wliatnmn  Nothing;  but  net  sc 
Soul  of  my  thought  I  with  wiiom 


U  thy  faee  like  thy  moUier' 

When  Inst  Isaw  thy  ytiun] 
And  then 'we  parted, — not 


The  winds. iifl  tip  Iheif  voices!  I  depart, 
Whither  1  know  not ;  but  Uie  hour's  gone  by. 
When  Albion's  lessening  shores  could  grieve  or 


vn. 

et  must  I  think  less  wildly !— I  have  thought 
00  long  and  darkly,  till  my  brain  Keoame, 
,  its  own  eddy  boiling  and  o'erwrou'ghl, 
iThirbng  gulf  of  phsntisy  anil  flame : 

[y  springs  of  life  were  poiaon'J.    'TJs  too  la 
et  am  1  changed ;  though  still  enough  the  sai 

feod  on  bitter  rniils  without  accuaftu  fate. 


Audihewav 

s  bound  lieneath 

That  knows 

lis  rider.    Weico 

Swift  bethel 

Tliough  the 

train'd  mast  ahoul 

In  my  yo 

Ih'ss 

mm 

id 

fono. 

Theivan 

.itlfl 

his 

dark  mindj 

Again  I 

ethe 

then 

began, 

BkrstJio 

«lmH 

rd 

I  ha 

tslelliml 

Thelurro 

mg 

ho 

ghl 

aiu 

dried-up  tears. 

Which,  6 

>bn.., 

ten 

ik  behind, 

O'erwhi 

Ih 

}<^ 

mcy 

uig  years 

H^hing  too  much  of  thia: — but  i)ow  U 
dUiespell  closes  with  iLs»1en  ^eaL 
Long  -abaml  Hakolb  re-B^)p6».d  at  last ; 
He.of  Ihalwsst  which  ftun  no  more  woul- 
WrMgWilh  the  wounds  which  kill  not  but, 
Tet  ti  me, who  changes  all,  had  aller'd  jiii 
Iftsoul  aaid  tXffcl  as  in  age :  years  sieal 
V^  Can  die  mind  as  vigour  from  the  lira 
h   And  life  Beiiohsjiteii  cup  but  sparkles  near  1 

IX. 
His  had  been  quaff'd  loo  quickly,  and  he 
Tlie  dregs  ivcre  womiwood ;  but  be  fill'd 
And  from  a  purer  fount,  on  holier  ground, 
And  deem'd  its  spring  perpetual  j  but  in  \ 
Still  round  him  dung  invisibly  a  ch^ 
Which  gall'd  for  ever,  ftUering  though  w. 
And  heavy  though  it  olsnk'd  not ;  mom  w 
Which  pmed  although  it  spoke  not,  ani  gi 
Entering  with  every  step  he  look,  through  mai 


ro  my  young  days  of  paaslo 


ded  coldness,  he  bad  m 


Yet,  though  a  drc 

Of  selfish  grief  oi 

rorgetfulness  ami 

To  me,  (hough  Vi  no 

He,  who  grown  a, 


row,  fame,  ambhion,  strife, 


t>l  silent,  sharp  endurance ; 
Why  thought  seeks  refuge  in 
Wilh  airy  images,  and  snapt 


!  sheen  of  bcii,u!y's  d 
lever  all  grow  old  ? 
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lis  ^ns,  uaosfecring  fame  as  fleeting 
In  "  pride  of  place'* '  hore  last  Ihe  et 
Then  lore  with  bloody  talon  the  rent 


>   Where  roU'd 

Iheoce 

n,  ther 

=f« 

as 

i,h"m 

Whcr 

nhli 

e  sky  an 

"d 

TiH  the 

Theci 

vprn   h 

r»fll, 

Were 

uotol 

PI 

.b1  lan^a;;B, ' 

IB 

land' 

B'hi^h 

,.„l. 

"11  forx 

For  nam 

ra'sp 

ges,  gla 

s'dby 

iunb 

on  the 

XIV. 
/  like  Ihe  Chaldean,  ho  could 
I  Till  he  had  peopled  Uiam  wit 

I  And  human  fraillifs.Vmeforg^. 


er^d  links  of  Ibe  world's  broken  ch,dii 
XIX. 


^ndfoaminletteis;- 


relVee 


Or  league  Lo  teach  all  kings  ln«  eovorBignly 
What!  ehall  reviving  thraldom  again  be 
The  palch'd-up  idol  of  enUghtened  days  7 
Shall  we,  who  struck  the  lion  down,  shall  n-e 
Paythe  wolf  homage?  proffering  lowly  gam 
And  sernleknees  to  thrones'!  No;  jiroue  before} 

XX. 


lappy ;  but  this  clay 
jrlaif  envying  it  the  I 


to  break  the  link 


1  falcon 


;:l.> 


le  boundless  ah  alone  were  hisne ! 
Then  came  his  fit  again,  which  to  o'ercome. 
As  eagerly  the  barr'd-up  bird  will  beat 
His  bfeast  and  heak  against  his  wiry  dome 
Till  the  blood  lingo  his  pltmiage,  so  the  heat 
Of  his  impeded  soul  would  through  iiis  bosom  eat 
XVI, 


alHarol 


ofglooi 


th  agun, 
vv  itn  nougnt  of  hope  ieH,  but  witli  lees 
The  very  lywwledge^  hgJnsil,  m  va 
That  all  was  dv«  on  this  «de  the  (onA, 

Which,  though  't  were  wUd,— as  on  the  p 
When  maruiers  would  madly  meet  their  doon 
Did  yet  inspire  a  cheer,  which  he  forbore  to  chi 
XVII. 

An  earthquake's  spoil  is  sepulclired  below  I 
Is  the  spot  matk'd  wiA  no  colossal  bust  ? 
Nor  column  trophied  for  triumphal  show? 
None ;  but  Ihe  niorDl's  truth  teLs  simpler  so. 
As  the  groimd  was  before,  thus  let  it  be ; — 


is  this  I 


I  the  wnrli 
lEt  of  dek 


IE  gain'd  by  thee. 


Tliere  was  a  sound  of  revelry  by  night, 
And  Belgium's  capital  had  gatlier'd  then 
Her  beauty  and  her  chivalry,  and  bright 

A  thousand  hearts  beat  happily ;  and  whe. 

And  all  went  merry  as  a  ilisrriage-bcll ; ' 
But  hush  1  hsj'k  I  a  deep  sound  strikes  like  a  ri 

xxn. 

Did  ye  not  hear  it  ?— No ;  't  was  but  the  v 
Or  Uio  car  rattling  o'er  the  stony  street; 


nvick's  fated  chieilain ;  he  did  heai 
t  the  first  anudst  the  festival, 
t  its  lone  with  death's  prophetic  ear  j 
they  smiled  because  he  deeni'd  it  neai , 
nore  truly  knew  that  peal  loo  well 
ttch'd  his  lalher  on  a  bloody  bier, 

o  the  field,  and,  'biemost  hgnung,  fell- 
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And  gathering  leara,  and  tremblings  of  distress, 
And  chf^eks  all  pale,  which  bul  ati  hour  ago 
Blush'datlhe  praise  of  their  own  loirelinesB; 
And  Uiera  were  sudden  partings,  suth  as  preBS 
Ths  life  from  out  young  beiila,  and  cboking  eigha 
■— bt  be  repeated ;  who  could  guoss 


If  ei 


m  nights  5. 


etthosi 


:  thee 


Went  pouring  forward  with  impetuous  speed, 
And  BwUUy  forming  in  tJio  tanlss  of  war ; 
And  the  deep  thunder  peal  on  poal  afar ; 
And  near,  the  heat  of  ihe  aJatming  drum 
Roused  up  the  soldier  era  Ihe  niomingElar ; 
While  throng'd  the  citiiens  with  terror  dumb, 
Ot  whispering,  wiUi  while  lips—"  The  foe !  They 

XXVI. 

And  wild  and  high  the  "Canteton's  ga 
The  war-note  of  I.oohiel,  which  Albji 
Have  heard,  and  heard,  loo,  have  her  Baxon  1 
How  in  Uie  noon  of  night  that  pibrodi  thriUs, 
Savagf       


xxs 

^ncath  the  fresh  green  It 
!S  where  thou  didst  cease 


1  tumM  from  all  she  brought  to  those  she  could  not  bring 

XXXI, 

I  tum'd  to  thee,  to  thousands,  of  whom  each 
Atid  one  as  all  a  ghastly  gap  did  make 

Forgetfnhjesa  wero  mercy  for  their  sake ; 

Tho  archangel^s  trump,  not  glory's,  muel  awaJie 

""  '        JicylhirBtfoTj  though  the  sound  of  fam 


May  for. 
The  feve 


Lg"ro 


Their  1 
With 


m-pip«, 


«iillth 


Grieving,  if  aught  inanimate  e'er  grieves, 
Over  ths  unreturning  brave,— alas  1 
Ere  eiening  to  be  trodden  like  the  grass 
Which  now  beneath  them,  but  above  shall  a-C"» 
In  its  nett  verdure,  when  this  fiery  mass 
Of  living  valour,  rolling  on  the  foe, 
And  burning  with  high  Hope,  shall  moulder  ctld  ri 
low. 

XXVIII. 
Last  noon  belield  them  full  of  lusty  life. 
Last  ese  m  beauiy's  cirf  la  proudly  gay, 
'Die  midnight  brought  the  signal-sound  of  strife. 
The  mom  the  marshalling  in  arms,— the  da) 
Battle's  msgniHcently-slem  ainyl 
The  thunder-clouds  close  o'er  it,  whidi  when  rent, 


XXXH. 
They  motu-n,  but  smile  at  length ;  and,  smiling,  moumj 
The  tree  will  wither  long  belbre  it  fall ; 
.  The  hull  drives  on,  aiough  mast  aiidsail  he  lorn ; 
,.  The  roof^tree  «nks,  bul  moulders  on  the  hall 
.  In  massy  hoariness ;  the  rain'd  wall 
i  SuukIs  when  its  wmd-wom  battlements  arc  gone ; 
(  The  bars  survive  the  oapavo  they  enthral, 
,  The  day  drags  through  thotigh  storms  keep  out  the  sua 
s  And  thus  the  heart  will  break,  yet  brokenly  live  t.n : 

xxxni. 

Even  as  a  broken  mirror,  which  the  glass 

In  every  fragtnent  multiplies  ;  and  makes 

A  thousand  unages  of  one  that  was, 

The  same,  and  still  the  more,  the  more  it  breakt 

And  thus  [he  heart  will  do  which  not  forsakes. 

Living  in  shatter'd  guise,  and  still,  and  cold. 

Yet  withers  on  till  all  wilhoufls  old, 
Showing  no  visible  sign,  for^iich  things  are  untold 


Which  feeds  these  deadly  branches ;  for  i 
As  nothing  did  we  die ;  but  life  will  suit 
Itself  to  sorrow's  most  detested  fruif. 
Like  to  the  apples  on  the  Dead  Soa's  '  sh 


■nvoea 

Which  her  own  day  shall  cover,  heap'd  at^d  pent. 
Eider  and  horse, — lliend,  foe,-T-in  one  red  burid  blent !   ' 
.      XXIX. 
in-  praise  is  hymn'd  by  loftier  harps  tl 


Yet™ 


Partly  because  ihey  blend  me  with  his  line, 

And  parity  that  bright  names  will  hallow  song ; 
And  his  \vis  of  the  bravest,  and  when  showered 
'I'he  death-bolts  deadliest  the  Ihinn'd  hies  along, 
Kvcn  where  tho  thickest  of  war's  tempest  lower'd, 
llinv  i^aoh'd  no  nohler  breast  than  thbe,  youn;;,  gallon 
Huwaid 


XXXV. 

Tho  Psalmist  niimber'd  out  the  years  of  n 
They  are  enough ;  and  if  thy  tale  be  Ime. 
Tliou,  who  didst  grudge  him  ev'n  that  fleel 
than  euoitgh,  thou  fatal  Waterloo  1 


Hilliot 


■d  thee, 


by  Google 


One  mnmenl  of  iJie. mightiest, : 
On  little  objacls  wilh  like  firmni 
li:«trenie  in  sJJ  things !  hadst  tli 


CHILDE  HAROLD'S  PILGRIMAGE. 


XLII. 
quiet  to  i\mdk  hesems  is  a  heT], 
'  Uun  halh  been  thy  banc ;  there 
I  motion  oTlhe  soni  ivhich  will  not . 

Beyond  the  Rtting  medium  of  desire ; 
1,  but  once  kindled,  quenchless  ev' 
Preys  upon  hi^b  adventure,  nor  can  tii 
or  Bushi  bai  rest ;  a  fever  at  the  con 


Shot 


That 


xxxvn. 

jr  and  captive  of  the  earth  art  thou 
hies  at  thee  Eldi,,aRd  thy  irild  nam 


is  than  no 


nothing,  save  the  jest  offam 
Who  wooM  thee  once,  thy  vnssaJ,  atid  became 
The  flaiteret  of  thy  fierceness,  till  thou  wert 
A  ^od  unto  thyself;  nor  less  the  eanle 
To  the  astounded  kingdoms  alt  inert, 
Who  lieem'd  tliee  for  a  thne  .vhate'er  thou  didst  asserl. 

XXXVIII. 

llattllng  nith  naUons,  flying  from  Qie  held ; 
Now  nmking  ntonarehs'  necks  ihy  footstool,  now 
More  than  thy  meanest  soldier  taught  to  yield ; 
An  empire  thou  couldst  crush,  cDmmani^  rebuild. 
But  govern  not  tl,y  peuLest  passion,  nor. 
However  deeply  in 


Nor  leam  tlial  tempted  faJ 

XXXIX. 
Yet  ivell  thy  soul  hath  brook'd  the  Cu 


0,  nor  curb  the  lust  of  war, 


XLIII. 

lis  ma 

lesthem 

dnien  ^ta  have 

ade  men  n 

j  comiucrora  am 

kings, 

nd  systems,  to  y 

omadd 

phisrs 

bards,  s 

^t  thing., 

Inch 

ngly  (hs  soul's  a 

dare 

themselv 

3  the  fools  to  those  they  K«l 

:h  mankind  the  lust  to  shine  o 


XLV. 
He  wIlo  ascettds  to  mountain-top 
The  kiftiest  peaks  most  wrapt  ir 


iw'd  beneath  the  ills  u 
XL. 


1  their  thoughts;  'twas 
m  the  mstruments  thou 


Toive 

Till  th 

'T  is  but  a  worthless  viwld  to  win  or  lose 
So  halh  it  proved  lo  thee,  and  all  such  lot  v 
XL!. 
If,  like  a  tower  upon  a  hea.llong  ro.^1., 
TIlou  hadst  been  made  to  stand  or  fall  a1 
Such  scorn  of  man  had  help'd  lo  brave  tb 
But  men's  thoughts  were  the  steps  whid 

throne, 
'/AbV  admiration  thy  best  weapon  shone 
The  part  of  Philip's  son  was  thine,  not  tl 
aside  thy  purple  bad  been  throwi 


■n  Diogej 


ItM,ndhim 

are  icy  rocks,  and  lo 

dly  Wow 

Contending 

tempests  on  his  nak 

dhead, 

nd  thus  rew 

XLVI. 

Away  witli 

world  will  be 

Within  its 

wncreauon,orinth 

no. 

like  thee. 

Thus  on  th 

banks  of  thy  majes 

icBhlne? 

There  Har< 

Idgaiescnawork. 

A  Wending 

.OS  and  dells, 

Fruit,  foliage,  crag,  wood,  com- 

eW,  mount™. 

And  chiefle 

s  casUes  breathing  si 

iceptred 


earth  w 


efar 
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XLvin. 

Beneatli  these  battlemenla,  milhm  1} 
Power  dwelt  amidst  her  passions;  u 
Each  richer  chief  uphcM  his  armed 

Thairniiehtier  heroes  of  a  longer  df 

But  hislory^s  purchased  pa^  ta  ctUI 


Their  hopes  were  not  less  warm,  their  souls  were 

xux. 

In  fteir  baronial  feuds  and  single  fields, 
^hat  deeds  of  proi«ess  unrecorded  died  I 
And  love,  which  lent  a  blazon  lo  iheir  shields. 
With  emblems  well  devised  by  anioious  pride, 
Thruugh  hII  the  mul  of  iron  hearts  would  glide  5 
ess,  and  drew  01 


Andm 


But  thus  It  was ;  and  though  in  solitude 
Small  power  the  nipp'd  affections  have  Ic 


Which  unto  his  was  bound  by  stronger  ties 
Than  the  church  links  wllbal]  and,  though  unwed. 
That  love  was  pure,  and,  far  above  disguise. 
Had  stood  the  test  of  mortal  enmities 


aiEchiefw 


But  thou,  exulting  and  abounding  river!. 
Making  thy  waves  a  blessing  as  they  Sow 
Through  banks  ivhoae  beauty  would  endure  for  aver 
Could  man  but  leave  thy  bright  creation  so, 
Nor  its  fair  promise  from  the  surfaee  mow 
With  the  sharp  scythe  of  eonflict,_then  to  see 
Thy  valley  of  sweet  waters,  were  to  know 

Rven  now  what  wants  thy  siroam?— that  it  sbouli 
Lethe  be. 

LI. 
A  thousand  battles  have  assail'd  thy  banks. 
But  these  and  half  thoir  lame  h^ve  pass'd  away. 

Their  leiTgravta  are  gone,  and  what  are  they  J 
The  tide  waah'd  down  the  blood  of  yesterday, 


n 

iss'd  with  Its  danca 

ng  light  the  su 

Ui 

o'er  tho  blacken 

Lvaves  would  vamlj 

roll,aUB> 
LII. 

eopi 

gas  the 

1' 

us  Harold  inly  sa 

,  and  pae 

s'dn 

Y 

.  not  msensibly  to 

Ai 

mkc  the  jocund  bu 
glens  which  might 

d-loearl 
have  ma 

eev 

..* 

ough  on  his  brow 

iveregrai 

■nlin 

A 
0 

J  tranquil  stemnc! 
feelings  fierier  far 

but  less 

adta 

entliep 

Jo 

was  not  always 

bsenlfro 

face. 

The  castled  crag  of  Drachenfels  ■ ' 
ose  breast  of  waters  broadly  swells 
I  hills  all  rich  with  blossom'd  trees. 


Above,  tho  froijuent  feudal  towers 
Through  green  leaves  lift  their  wails  of  gi 

And  many  a  rock  which  steeply  burs 
And  noble  arch  in  pioud  decay. 


Thy  gentle  hand  to  das] 


of  Rhine 


mine  I 


Because  they  yet  maiy  meet  thine  eye. 
And  guide  thy  soul  to  mine  even  here. 

When  thou  behold'si  diem  drooping  nigh. 
And  know'st  thian  gather'J  by  the  Rhme, 


m  earth  a  spot  be  (bund 
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Our  enaaiya,— but  lei 


Hon. 


tDlMarc 


Teura,  }ag  tears,  gushed  from  rh 
Lamenting  and  yet  envying  such  a  aowi, 
Falling  for  France,  whose  rights  ha  hatded  to  reson 

LVII. 

Brief,  brave,  and  glorious-mas  hb  young  career,- 

And  filly  mjy  Iha  stranger  lingering  here 
Pray  for  his  gallaJit  spirit's  hrigBtf^pose ; 
Por  he  wns  Freedom's  champion,  one  of  those. 
The  few  in  number,  who  had  nnl  o'eraiept 


Lvnr. 

Here  Ehrenbreitstein, "  with  her  shafter'd  wait, 
Blaolt  with  the  miner's  blast,  upon  her  height 
Yet  shows  of  what  ^e  was,  when  shell  and  ball 
Rebounding  idly  on  her  strength  did  light ; 
A  towerofvlcloryj  from  whence  llie  flight 
Orbamied  foes  was  walch'd  along  (be  plain; 
Bui  peace  deatroyM  wliat  war  could  never  blight. 
And  Imd  those  proud  roofe  bare  to  summer's  rain — 
On  which  the  iron  shower  for  years  had  pour'd  in  vajii 

LIX. 

Adieu  to  thee,  fair  Rhuie  l  How  long  delighted 
The  stranger  fain  wouhl  linger  on  his  way ! 
Thine  is  a  scene  alike  where  souls  united 
Or  lonely  contemplation  thus  might  stray ;  , 
And  could  Ihe  ceaseless  vuilurcs  cease  to  prey 

Where  nature,  nor  too  sombre  nor  too  gay. 
Wild  but  not  rude,  awful  yet  not  austere. 


Adieu  to TheffBgainl  i 


Theu>  dierish'd  gaie  upon  thee,  lovely  RWne 
T  is  with  Ihe  thankful  glance  of  parting  prab 
Wore  miglity  spots  may  rise— more  glaring  si 

The  brilliant,  fair,  and  soft,— ihe  glories  rifold  ( 
LXI, 
The  negligently  grand,  the  ftailful  bloom 
Of  coming  ripeness,  the  white  aty's  rfieen, 
The  rolhng  sU'eam,  the  precipice's  gloom, 
The  forest's  growth,  and  Gothic  walls  betwei 
The  wild  rodia  shaped  as  they  bad  turrels  lie 
In  rao(*ery  of  man's  art ;  and  these  withal 
A  race  of  faces  happy  as  (he  scene. 


•t  thy  banks,  thaugh  empires  i 


Lxn, 

But  these  recede.    Above  me  are  ihe  Alps,' ' 
The  ppibcpfl  of  nature,  whose  vast  walls 
Have  pinnacled  ui  clouds  iheu'  snowy  scal|>3, 
And  throned  elcniily  in  icy  halls 
Of  cold  sublimity,  where  forma  ami  falls 
Tho  avalanche— Ihe  thunderbolt  ofsnowj 
All  ihB.1  cipands  the  spirit,  yet  appals, 

LXIII. 

But  ere  these  matchless  betghls  I  dare  (o  bcsn. 
There  is  a  spot  should  not  he  pass'd  in  vain, — 
Morat!  Ihe  proud,  the  patriot  held  I  where  man 
May  gaze  on  ghastly  trophies  of  the  slain, 
Nor  blush  for  those  who  conquer'd  on  ihat  plain ; 
Here  Burgundy  hequealh'd  Ins  tombless  host, 
A  bony  heap,  Uirough  ages  to  remain. 
Themselves  th^t  monument ;— the  Stygian  coast 
Unsepulchred  they  roam'd,  and  sbrieli'd  each  wanjerin 
ghost. 

LXIV. 
While  Waterloo  with  Carinni's  carnage  vies, 
Morat  and  MaraUion  twin  names  shill  stand ; 
They  were  true  glory's  sIoinlcBs  viclorics, 
Won  by  the  uruuubitious  heart  and  hand 
Of  a  proud,  brotherly,  and  civic  band. 
All  unbought  champions  in  no  princely  cause 
Of  vice-entall'd  corruption ;  they  no  land 
Doom'd  to  bewail  the  blasphemy  ofkivs 


rights  di 


e,byso 


LXV. 

By  a  lone  wall  a  lonelier  column  rears 
A  gray  and  grief-wom  aspect  of  old  days ; 

And  looks  as  with  the  wild  bewiider'd  gaia 

Yet  still  with  co 


Making 


el  (hat 


1  not  decays. 
When  the  coeval  pride  of  human  hands, 
:evell'd  Aventicum,"  hath  slrew'd  bet  subject  I 
LXVI. 

Julia— the  daughter,  the  devoted — gave 
Her  youlh  to  Heaven ;  her  heart,  beneath  a  c 
Nearest  to  heaven's,  broke  o'er  a  father's  grai 
Justice  is  sworn  'gainst  tears,  and  hers  would 
1  life  she  hvad  in  ;  but  the  judge  was  jusi, 


ouldnot 


Their  tomb  was  simple,  and  without  a  I 


LSVII. 

But  these 

are  deeds  which  should 

And  nam 

Theensia 

vers  and  the  enslaved,  (h 

Should  be 

and  shall,  survivor  of  it 

And  from 

ishnmortalilylookfffll 

s6oe,liiffl  yonder  Alpi 

mperishably  pure  beyond  all  (hings 
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The  slillnm  of  their 

in  each  traoB 

lis  elos 

r  deplh  yields 

Olljifl 

fair  height  and  hue . ■ 

rh«re 

itoomuchol 

inanh 

•re,  W  took  through 

,-ktv 

n  in  m=  shall 

rn.p.lin 

ts  hid,  but  no 

l™r 

erishM  than  of  oU, 

renifflg 

ngwitblhsh 

I,XIX 

penn'd  me  in  their  fold 

'I'o  ily 

hew 

»i  fit  wiih  them  n>  stir  and  toil. 

Nor  Is 

k™p 

le  mind 

■Jrtil 

lyerboil 

In  the 

ot  throng,  wl 

Iwcomo  thosfKMl 

Of  our 

nfeetton,  till  i 

mime 

and  long 

III  ivretehod  intcrchar 

jeof 

leput 


f  life  becomes  a  hopeless  flight 
Lat  walk  in  jlarluiegs :  on  the  saa. 


LXXL 

hetter..lheii.  to  be  alone. 

3  earth  only  for  lis  earthly  sake  ! 

iue  rushing  of  the  arroivy  Rhone," 


Jtfrov 


fay  as  these  a 

ig  crowd,  dooi 

LXXIL 


aroafeelinglbutUtohum 
torture:  Iciasce 


m  sky,  the  peak^  the  he 
he  stars,  mingle^  auci  nc 

IjXXni. 
am  ahsorb'd,  and  this  i; 


With  a  freEft  pimon ;  ■ 


Though  yuung,  yet  waiing  vigorous  as  the  blast 

Which  H  would  cope  with,  on  delighted  wing, 

.R^u'd  the  1 

Spuming  the  eiay-coW  hoods  which  rotmd  our  being 

In  that  absor; 

TiianTDlgarmi 

Reft  of  its  carnal  hie,  aave  what  shall  he 
And  dust  is  as  it  shoidd  bo,  shall  I  not 


EOuntaina,  waves,  and  skies 
m,K.l,..l.f».,!J 
t  of  tllSEe  (Teep  in  my  heart 


With  a 


ouldl 


ipared  »ilh  these?  nnd  stem 
A  tide  of  suffering,  rather  than  forego 
,  Sack  feehngs  for  the  hard  and  worldly  phlcgnt 
t  Of  Ihotre  whoEO  eyes  are  only  tum'd  bolow, 
Gazing  upon  the  ground,  witli  thoughts  which  daru 


LXXVI. 


I  immediate,  and  require 
Those  who  Hod  canlcmplation  in  the  urn, 
To  look  on  One,  whose  dust  was  once  ail  fire, 
A  native  of  the  land  where  I  respire 
The  clear  eji  for  a  whUe — a  passing  guest, 

Che  which  to  gam  and  keep,  lie  sacrificed  all  re 
LXXVH. 
Here  tho  self-torturing  sophist,  wild  gousseai. 


Bnchantment,  o?Gi 
Wirmg  overwhelming  eloquiince,'  first  drew 
The  breath  which  made  him  wtBtohed ;  yejhekni 
How  io  make  madness  beautiful,  and  cast 
O^cr  erring  deeds  and  thoughts  a  heavenly  hue 
Of  words,  like  sunbeams,  dazzbng  as  they  pati 
The  eyes,  which  o'er  them  shed  tears  feelingly  and  fa; 

LXXVIU. 

On  lire  by  lightning ;  v/ith  ethereal  flame 
Kindled  he  was,  and  blasted ;  for  to  be 
Thus,  uid  onamour'd,  were  in  him  the  same. 

Nor  of  the  dead  who  rise  upon  our  dreams, 
But  of  idMl.heaMy,  wluoh  became 
In  him  esdsEence,  and  overflowing  teems 
Along  his  burning  page,  distempcr'd  though  it  seems, 

LXXIX. 

This  breathed  itself  lo  life  In  Julie,  IJiis 
Invested  her  with  all  that's  wild  and  sweet; 
This  hallow'd,  too,  the  memorable  kiss 
Which  every  mom  his  fever'd  lip  would  greet, 
From  hers,  who  Dul  with  friendship  his  would  mow 
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Ih  fiiry  strange  and  blindi 


IS  phreniied, — wherefore,  v 


m  the  Pythian'a  myatic  ci 


Broken  and  Irwnbliiig,  to  the  joke  she  boi 
liuused  up  to  too  much  wrath  which  follows 


And  what  behind  it  lay,  all  earth  shall  viei 
But  good  with  ill  they  also  ovenhrow, 
I.eavuig  but  ruins,  wherewith  to  rebuild 
Upon  the  same  foundation,  and  renew 


Lxxxni. 

dure,  nor  be  ( 
their  sircnglh,  and 


Mankir 


might  ha 


■e  felt 


lade  it  felt. 


gour,  stemlj  have  they  dealt 
On  one  another ;  pity  ceased  lo  melt 
With  her  once  natural  charities.     Sul  they, 
Who  in  oppression's  darkness  coved  had  dwell, 
They  were  not  eagles,  nourishM  with  the  day ; 
What  marvel  then,  at  times,  if  they  mistook  Iheu- prey? 


Lxxxrv. 

XC. 

What  deep  wounds  ever  closed  without  a  scar? 

Then  stirs  (he  feeling  mfinitc,  so  felt 

The  hearts  bleed  bngest,  and  but  hoal  to  wear 

Tliat  which  disfigures  it;  and  Ihey  who  war 

With  liieir  own  hopes,  and  have  been  vanquish'd,  bear 

Fin'd  passion  holds  his  breath,  until  the  hour 
Which  shall  atone  for  years ;  none  need  despair : 
It  came,  it  comelh,  and  will  come, — the  powa: 
o  punish  or  forgive— in  one  we  shall  be  skiwer. 

lo  soUtude,  where  we  are  (east  alono ; 
A  truth,  which  through  our  being  then  dolh 
And  purifies  from  self;  it  is  a  lono, 
The  soul  and  source  of  music,  which  makes 
ElCTt^Jiarjjioni^nd  sheds  a  charm, 
Like  10  (he  fobled  Cytherea's  lone. 
Binding  all  things  with  beauty  j— 't  would  d 
The  spectre  Death,  had  he  subslanliel  power 

LXXXV. 

XCI. 

Clear,  placid  Leman!  thy  contrasted  lake. 
With  the  wild  world  I  dwelt  in,  is  a  thing 
Which  warns  me,  with  its  stilhiess,  to  forsake 
Earth's  trouMod  waters  for  a  putet  spring. 

Not  vainly  did  Ihe  early  Peraan  meie 
His  eltai  the  high  places  and  the  peak 
Of  carth-o'ergaibig  niountains,^"  eiid  (hire 
A  fit  and  unw^I'd  temple,  there  to  seek 

To  wail  me  fl™i  dii 


w'd  and  mingling,  yet  distmctly  sei 
pilously  steep ;  and,  drawing  near 


He  Is  an 
His  life  a 


sings  h 


i^rd  from  out  Ihe  brakes 
Starts  into  voice  a  moment,  then  is  still. 
There  seems  a  floating  whisper  on  the  hill ; 
But  that  is  fancy,  lor  the  starlight  dews 
All  silemly  Ih^r  tears  of  love  instil, 
Weeping  thentselvea  away,  till  they  infuse 
Deep  into  nature's  breast  the  spirit  of  her  hues. 

Lxxxvni. 

Te  stars  1  which  are  (he  poetry  of  heaveii^!    _ 
IruTyoiirTH-lglil  teavraTvo-wouBT^aiTiHe'^e 

That  in  our  aspirations  to  be  great. 

And  claim  a  kindred  with  you  ;  for  yo  are 
A  lieauty  and  a  mystery,  and  create 

That  fortune,  fame,  power,  life,  hive  named  tiiemscl 

LXXXIX, 
All  heaven  and  earth  are  still — though  not  in  slee| 

And  silenl,  as  we  stand  in  ^loughts  too  deep  :-^ 
All  heaven  and  earth  are  still :  irom  the  high  host 
Of  stars,  to  the  luU'd  lake  and  mountain-coast. 
All  is  conccnter'd  in  a  life  intense, 


Unrear'd  of  human  hands.     Com^  and  compa 
Cokunns  and  idol-oiTriUings,  Goth  or  Qreck, 
Wilh  nature's  realms  ^  ivoi^ip,  eal^  and  aJr, 
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■fho  sity  is  changed !— and  such  a  change !  Oh  nighl," 
And  storm,  and  darkness,  ye  are  wondrous  strong. 
Yet  lovely  in  your  strength,  as  is  the  light 
(>{  a  dark  eye  in  woman !  Far  along, 
Pmm  peak  to  peak,  the  rattling  rjacs  amon^ 

With  brealh  all 
Laughing  the  cl 
And  living  as  if 
And  glowing  int 

Riiieiiecy  mountain  now  halh  found  a  tongue, 
And  Jura  answers,  through  bit  misly  ahrond, 
ack  to  iho  joyous  Alps,  who  call  to  her  aloud ! 

XCUI. 

Still  on  Uijshon 

And  food  for  mo 

Much  Uial  may  gl 

Thou  wert  not  sent  for  slumba- !  lei  me  be 
A  sharer  in  Ihy  fierce  and  far  delight,— 
A  portion  of  the  tempest  and  of  thee ! 

And  Ihe  big  run  comes  dancuig  lo  the  earth  I 
And  now  again  'tis  black, — aiul  now,  the  glee 
Of  the  loud  hills  sliahea  n-ilb  its  mouniabi-mlrlh. 
As  if  they  flid  rejoice  o^er  a  young  carthr[uake^s  birth. 

XCIV, 

Now,  where  Ihe  siviil  Rhone  cleaves  his  way  between 
llu^us  which  appear  as  lovers  nho  have  parted 
In  hate,  whose  mining  depths  so  intervene. 
Thai  they  can  meet  no  more,  though  broken-hearted  j 
.Thou^intheirsoulSjWhiehihuseach  other  thwarted. 
Love  was  the  very  root  of  the  Ibnd  ra^ 
Which  blighted  their  Hfe'a  Woom,  and  then  departed ; 
Itself  expired,  but  leaving  them  an  age 
lOf  vonrs  all  ^vinters,— war  within  themselves  to  wage. 


xcv. 

CI. 

Now,  where  the  quick  Rhone  iJius  baa  cleft  his  way, 

All  things  are  bora  of  fam ;  from  the  black  p 

The  mightieal  -of  the  storms  halh  ta'en  his  stand : 

Which  are  his  shade  on  high,  and  the  loud  ro 

For  here,  not  pne,  hut  many,  make  (heir  play. 

Of  loiTsiits,  whora  he  listaneth,  to  the  vines 

And  lUng  thtdr  thunder-bolts  from  hand  to  hand. 

Which  alope  his  green  path  downward  to  the 

Flashing  and  cast  around :  of  all  the  band. 

Where  tho  bowM  waters  meet  him  and  adore 

Tho  brightest  through  these  parted  hills  hath  fhA'd 

KisMog  his  feet  with  murmurs ;  and  tho  woo< 

The  covert  of  old  trees,  with  trunks  all  hoar, 

That  in  such  gaps  as  desalalion  work'd. 

Br  ■:„'.1  '«aves,  young  as  joy,  stands  where 

hci«  die  hut  shaft  should  blast  wliatcverihecianlurk'd. 

XCVI. 

CU. 

A  populous  solitude  of  beos  and  birds, 

With  night,  and  d<  ads,  and  thunder,  and  a  muI 

To  nuke  these  felt  and  feeling,  well  may  be 

Who  worship  him  with  notes  n->re  sweet  than 

Thmgs  thai  have  made  me  watchful ;  the  &r  ruU 

And  innocendy  open  their  glad  wings. 

Of  yew  departing  voices  is  the  knoll 

Fearless  and  full  of  Ufc ;  the  fush  of  spriogs, 

Hut  where  of  ye,  oh  tempests !  is  the  goal  ? 

Of  stirring  branches,  and  Iho  bud  wbirfi  brin 

Are  ye  like  those  within  llie  hu.nnn  breast  7 

The  switicst  thought  of  beauty,  here  Bstend, 

r-Io  »e  find,  at  length,  like  eagles,  son.e  high  nest? 

iVllngling,  and  made  by  Ipvo,  unto  ono  mighty  e 

XCVII. 

ciir. 

Cnuld  I  embody  and  unlwsom  now 

He  who  hath  loved  not,  here  wouU  learn  that 

That  which  is  mnsl  within  mo,— could  I  i%Teak 

That  tender  mystery,  will  love  the  more. 

mind,  pas»ons,  fe^ings,  st 
All  thai  I  would  havs  sought,  and  all  I  se 
Bear,  knon)  feet.gdd  yet  breathe—into  i 
And  lliitt  ana  woidwBBJ  Lightning,  I  woi 
Hut  as  It  ^  )  Elewfld  die  unheard. 
With  a  nm  voieeleEls  thtnigbl^healliing  it 


-th  contatnM  no  tomb,--  . 

jxistence:  andlhusj,  f  ,  """ 
fair  LemaiTi!"  may  find  room 

js  pause,  if  ponder  d  fittingly. 
XCIX. 
-Chirenst  sweet  Clarens,  bitth-plaeo  of  deep  love] 
Thine  air  is  the  young  breath  of  passionate  thouglil , 


Thjtre. 

s  lake  root  i 

kive 

the  snows  ah 

TTieve] 

And  sun 

lue-a 

es  them  wrou 

By  rays 

which  sleep 

hero 

vingly:  tho  re 

llteper 

tdlh 

In  then: 

l^e^..ge^iWlhB^ 

H-ldly  shocks, 

Which  sii 

andstmgth 

soul 

rith  hope  thai 

Clarens !  by  heavenly  fee!  thy  paths  are  trod, — 

To  which  tho  stops  are  mountains ;  where  the  go,! 

Is  a  pervadmg  life  to  Ughi, — su  shovm 

Not  on  those  summits  solely,  nor  alone 

In  the  still  eave  and  forest  j  o'er  the  Rower 

1  his  breath  iiaih  blown, 


His  soft  at 


nglhofslc 


ealh,w: 


And  the  world's  waste,  have  driven  him  far  from  Ehos< 
Ho  staads  not  still,  but  or  decays,  or  groin's 
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CIV.  oj-J-^*^^ 

*T  was  nol  for  fiction  ehoae  Rouss^ii  Ihis  spol^ 
Peopling  it  with  aiTeclions  ;  but  he  found 
It  WB3  the  Bcone  which  paa^on  must  allol 
To  the  mind's  purified  bangs  j  'I  was  the  ground 
Where  early  love  his  PsyiJie's  zone  unbound, 
And  haUow'd  it  with  loveliness;  'lis  lone, 
And  wonderful,  and  de^  and  hath  a  sound, 
And  sense,  and  Hght  of  mveetness ;  here  the  Hhon 
lh,il,  spread  himself  a  eouch,  the  Alps  hare  rear'd 

cr. 

Lansanne!  andFerney!  ye  have  bcenihe  abodes' 

Mortals,  who  sought  and  fomid,  by  dangerous  roads 
A  pQlh  lo  jterpetuity  of  fame: 
'rimy  were  gigantic  minds,  and  their  sleep  aim 
Wm,  Titan-hke,  on  daring  doubts  to  pile 
Thoughts  which  should  call  down  thunder  and  the 

tlemo  ' 

or  Heaven,  again  assail'd,  if  Heaven  Ihe  while 


CVI. 

The  one  was  Rre  and  iiekleness,  a  child. 
Most  mutable  in  wishes,  but  in  mind 
A  wit  as  yarious,— gay,  grave,  sage,  or  wild,— 
ili&iorlan,  bard,  philosopher  combined  ; 

The  Proteus  of  their  lalenls :  but  his  oivn 
Breattied  most  in  ridicule,— which,  as  Ihe  wind, 
Blew  where  it  UsIhI,  laying  all  things  prone, — 
Now  lo  o'ecthrow  a  Ibol,  and  now  10  shake  e.  ibrotie. 

cvn. 

The  other,  deep  and  slow,  eihausting  thought. 
And  hiving  wisdom  with  each  studious  year. 


And  shaped 

his  weapon  with  an  edge  severe, 

Sapping  a  s 

irony, — that  master-spell. 

Which  stun 

his  foes  to  wrath,  which  grew  from 

Anddoom'd 

lim  to  the  zealot's  ready  hell. 

to  all  doubts  so  eloquently  well. 

CVIII. 

»  with  their  ashes,— for  by  them. 

If  merited, 

le  penalty  is  paid; 

to  judge,-far  less  condemn; 

The  hour  m 

St  come  whan  such  thuigs  shall  be 

all,— or  hope  and  dread  allay'd 

By  slumber. 

ononepillow,-inlhedust. 

His 

Maker- 

spreai 

around 

'Ih 

which  from  my  n 

(In 

aproi, 

iging  wil 

'I'h 

clouds 

above 

me  (o  the 

Tlsl 

a!  too,— lialia 

!  looking  on  thee, 

Hashes  on  the 

■»ul  tlic  light  of  sg 

5  Ihe  fierce  C 

'Co 

lie  lBSl1,alo  o 

the  chiefs  and  sag 

Wl 

0  glorify  thy  c 

Thoii  wen  the  Ihr 

Th» 

fount  alwhie 

Her 

thirst  of  know 

edge,  quaffing  there 

notvi'hal 

we  rfiould  be, 

-and  lo  St 

art  agams 

Itself;  and  to 

proud  can 

lion,  love,  or 

late 

orau 

or  feeling,  purpose,  gri. 

s  the  lyra 

.hi; 

■-I 

cxu. 

Though 

Words  which  are  things,— hopes  which  wiL 

griefs  that  some  sincerely  griev 


Thattn 
'hat  goodness  is  no  na 

cxv. 

My  daughter!  with  thy  name  ( 
My  daughter  1  with  thy  name  t 


happme 


9  song  beg;m- 
:s  much  shall  i 


'illbdl:  my  brow  thou  never  shouldsl  behold, 
My  voice  shad  with  thy  fulure  visions  Mend. 
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ThU,  It 
Yet  IhiB  ■ 


cxn. 

id  Lhy  mlnd^s  dcvelopement, — to  watch 
dawn  of  little  joya, — lo  sit  and  see 
iGt  thy  very  growth, — lo  view  rhee  catch 
vledgo  of  objects,— wonders  yet  to  thee ! 
old  thee  lightly  on  a  gentle  knee, 
^nt  on  thy  soft  cheek  a 


ouUse 


■ved  for 


ia  there,  yet  something  like  lo  lliis, 
CXVU. 
Yet,  though  dull  hate  as  duty  should  be  taught, 

Should  be  shut  from  thee,  as  a  El>ell  Elill  fraught 
With  dea^lion, — and  a  broke 


thoughtful,  and  cc 
intimacy  w 

I  a  heart  wh 


Thou; 


ithci 


My  blood  from  ou 

SliUlhouwouldsllov 

The  chad  of  love, 


for  you,n( 

iehha 


if  ieambg,  of  talent,  of 

yet  the  prniacs  of  un- 
■d  (o  the  voice  of  friend- 


n  fori 


r  lately,  b 


sr  of  good-will  a: 
stand  the  shock  Urmly,  timt  I  thus  attempt  b 
inorate  your  good  qualtties,  or  ralber  tho  ad 
19  which  I  have  derived  from  their  exerUon 
10  recurrence  of  the  data  of  this  leUer,  the  aa 
ry  of  the  most  unfortunate  day  of  my  ps 


yfuto, 


whUe  I 


s,  will  henceliirUl  haie 


Aa  yet  such  are  around  thee, — but  th 
Shall  be  more  tempered,  and  thy  hope 
Siveel  be  Ihy  cradled  slumbers !  O'er 

Fain  would  I  »?ft  such  blesaing  upon 


JOHN  HOBHOUSE,  ESQ.  A.M.  F.R.S. 


id  Rook  h 
the  pilgrii 
p  last ;  and  perhaps  it 


more  recently.   The 


h  the  qpol  where  it  was  produci 
.  would  Ma  describe ;  and  howi 

a-  short  it  may  fi 


ons,  yet 


oneoptions 
of  respeo: 
Is  glorious. 


nlhecc 


is  Tenetahle,  ajid  a  feeling  for 

Bn  lo  me  a  source  of  pleasure  in  the  produc- 
tion, and  I  port  with  it  with  a  kind  of  regret,  which  I 
hardly  suspected  that  events  could  have  left  me  for 
imaginary  objects. 

With  regard  to  the  conduct  of  the  k«  canto,  there 
will  be  (o^tnd  less  of  the. pilgrim  than  in  any  of  tlie 
preceding,  and  Uial  little  ^bOy,  if  at  all,  separated 
from  the  auUior  speaking  in  his  own  person.  The  fact 
ry  of  drawing  a  line  which 


jiosition  of  the  first  and  last  cantos  of  Childe  Hi 
Uie  concturaon  of  the  poem  is  about  to  Ife  subn 
the  puWio.  In  parting  with  so  old  a  friend,  il  is 
traordinary  that  1  should  recur  to  one  still  ol 
tn.'Uei, — to  one  who  has  beheld  the  birth  and  death  of 
llie  other,  and  to  whom  I  am  far  more  indebted  for  tl 
rin:ia!  advantages  of  an  enlightened  fineodship,  tban- 
ihough  not  ungrateful— 'I  can,  or  could  be,  to  Childe 
Harold,  for  any  public  favour  reflected  through  the 
,-Htcni  on  the  poet, — 10  one,  whom  I  have  known  long, 
mid  .ccom^ied  far,  whom  I  have  ibund  wakeful  over 
my  sickness,  and  Mnd  in  my  sorrow,  glad  in  my  pro^ 
perily,  and  firm  in  mj  adversity,  true  in  counsel,  and 
inisiv  in  peri! — to  a  friend  often  tried,  and  never  loHnd  el 
wnnLing; — to  yourself. 

Ill  *o  doinj,  1  recur  from  ficlion  to  truth,  and  in 
nitiua  to  vuu  m  its  complete,  or  at  least  concluded  u| 


ned  dot! 


.Goldsmith's  "Citiienof thoWorU,"v 
lohody  would  believe  to  be  a  Chinese,  it  was  in 
hat  I  asserted,  and  imaguied,  that  1  had  drawn  i 
inctjon  betiveen  the  author  and  the  pilgrim ',  an 


altogether — and  haw  di 


and  die  author,  who  has  i 
beyond  the  reputation,  Ira 
is  Lo  arise  intra  his  litera 
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But  Ihe  I 


Ihin  the  U 


tslpi 


id  hardly  suffident  for  Ihe  labyrinth  of 
lernal  objecis  and  tlie  consequent  reflectloua ;  and  lor 
the  whole  of  the  notes,  excepljng  a  few  of  the  ehortcst, 
I  am  indebted  to  youreelf,  and  these  were  necessarily 
Umited  to  Ihe  elucidftdon  oT  the  teit. 

It  is  also  a  delieate,  and  no  very  grateful  task,  to 
dissert  upon  the  literature  and  manners  of  a  nation  so 
dissimilar }  and  reijulres  an  attention  and  impartialily 
^vhlcb  would  induce  us,' — though  perhaps  no  inatlen- 
tiTB  observers,  nor  ignorant  of  the  language  or  customs 
of  the  people  amongst  whoni  we  ha»e  recently  abode, 
—to  dislnisl,  or  at  least  defer  our  judgment,  and  more 
tarrowly  examine  oar  inlbrraation.  The  state  of  hte- 
-dry,  as  well  as  pohdcal  parly,  appears  to  run,  ct  10 
have  run,  so  lu^  Ihat  for  a  stranger  to  atoer  unpar- 
lially  between  ^lem  is  next  to  impossible.  It  may  be 
enough,  ihen,  at  least  Lbr  my  purpose,  to  quote  from 
Iheu-  own  beautiful  language — "Mi  pare  fha  in  un 
jaese  lutto  poelioo,  cbe  vania  la  lingua  la  jn(f  niJiile  ed 

Icntare,  e  cbe  sinch*  la  patria  di  Alfieri  e  di  Monti  n 
na  perdulo  I'antico  valore,  in  tutte  ^a  dovtebbe  esse 
■B  prima."  Jlaly  has  great  names  still — Canova,  Mon 
Ugo  FoEcolo,  Pindemonli,  Visconli,  Morelli,  Cicognai 
AUirizd,  Nemifanti,  Mai,  Mustoildi,  Agliellj,    a 


— Europe—Ihe  world— has  but  one  Canova. 

It  has  been  somewhere  said  by  Allieri,  tbi 
f  lania  uomo  nasce  piii  lobusta  in  Italia  die  in 

to  the  latter  part  of  to  propuaition,  a  dangero 
trine,  the  ti^  of  wluch  may  be  disputed  o 


e  wilfully  blind. 


IS  (ban  their 


lorantly  heedless,  w] 
he  eiitraordinary  capacity  of  this  people, 
a  word  be   admis^le,  their  capabitUi 
Ihea  acqui^lions,  the  rapidity  of  th< 
the  fire  OC  their  genius,  dieh  sense 
idsi  all  the 


e  desolation 


norlalily  of  mdopendi 
id  tht 


itages  of  repeated 
of  Rome,  beard 


lie  simple  lament  of  the  lahourr 

ioma !  Koma !  Koma  non  i  piEi  come  era 

vas  dllbcult  not  to  contrast  this  melancholy 

he  bacchanal  roar  of  the  songs  of  eiuttalion  slilV  yelled 

rom  the  London  lavems,  over  iho  carnage  of  Mojii  " 

lean,  and  die  betrayal  i^  Genoa,  of  Italy,  of  Fran 

ind  of  the  world,  by  men  whose  coiiducl  you  youn 

lave  eKpoded  in  a  work  wo^diy  of  the  better  days  of 


What  Italy  has  gained  by  the  laU  i 


verily  they  wiU  Sate  thdr  re 
Wishing  yoli,  my  dear  Hobhi 


As  from  the  stroke  of  the  enchanter's  wand : 
A  thousand  years  ihdr  cloudy  winga  expand 
Around  me,  and  a  dying  glory  smiles 
O^er  the  lar  times,  when  many  a  subject  land 
IrfKik'd  lo  the  vringed  Lion's  marble  piles, 


At  airy  distance,  with  majeslie  motion. 

And  such  she  Vfae  ;*— her  daughters  had  their 
From  spoils  of  nations,  and  ihe  cjbaustless  1 
Pour'd  in  her  lap  aU  gems  in  sparkling  ahovt 


Those  days 
States  fall,  s 


Of  mighty  shadows,  whose  dim  forms  despo 
Aboie  Ihe  dogeless  dly's  rtuiish'd  sway ; 

With  the  RiallOi  Shylock  and  the  Moor, 
And  Pierre,  cannot  be  swept  or  worn  awaj- 
The  keystones  of  the  arch  I  ihough  all  werr 
For  us  te-pcopled  were  the  ailiiary  shore. 


The  be 


!  of  the  m 


Of  mortal  bondage,  by  these  spirits  supplied 

Watering  the  heart  whose  early  flowers  have 
.nd  with  a  fresher  grovrth  replenishing  the  viwl 
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VI. 


Such  is  die  tefiige  of  ™r  youth  and  ay;, 
The  first  from  hope,  the  last  from  vacancy ; 
And  this  worn  feeling  peoples  many  a  page. 
And,  may  be,  that  which  grows  beneath  mine  ay 
Yet  there  are  things  whose  strong  reality 
Outshines  our  &iry-land ;  in  shape  and  huea 
Mere  beautiful  Ihan  ottr  fantastic  sky, 

O'er  her  wild  universe  is  skilful  to  diffusa  ! 

VII. 

I  saw  or  dream'd  of  such,— hut  let  then,  go— 
They  came  like  truth,  and  disa[^ar'd  like  dteai 

I  could  replace  them  if  I  would,  siiU  teems 
My  mind  with  many  a  form  which  apdy  seems 
Such  as  I  sought  lor,  and  at  momenls  [bund ;    . 
Let  these  too  go— for  waking  reason  deena 
Such  overweening  phanta^es  tmsound, 
And  other  vcuces  speak,  and  other  sighla  surround, 


Which  ia  itself,  no  changi 
Nor  is  it  harsh  to  make,  j 
A  country  Hith — ay,  or  vi 


Perhap; 
My  a! 


ved  it  widl :  and  should  I  lay 
.  a,  soil  which  is  not  mine. 


My  simit  shdl  rei 
Unbodied  choose  a  sanctuary.    I  twine 
My  hopes  of  being  rsmember'd  in  my  line 
With  my  land's  language :  if  too  land  and  fa 
These  aspkadons  in  their  scope  uictlne, — 
ir  my  fame  should  be,  as  my  fortunes  are. 
Of  hasty  growth  and  blight,  and  dull  oblivion  ba 

X. 


And  light  the  laurels  on  a  lollier  head '. 
And  be  the  SpaJtan's  epitaph  on  me — 
"  Sparta  hath  many  a  worlbler  son  than 


at  fruit  would  spring  from 


The? 


oew'd. 


The  Bucei 
Neglected  garnient  of  her  widowhood ! 
St.  Mark  yet  sees  his  lion  wber e  he  stood  ' 
Stand,  uul  in  mockery  of  his  wither'd  power. 
Over  the  proud  Place  where  an  emperor  sued. 
And  rnonarchs  gazed  and  envied  in  the  hoiu' 
VI/  lien  Veni^^  was  s  queen  with  an  une^iuall'd  do 


™ms. 

nd  cha 

IS 

Clank  over  sceptred  cities; 

melt 

From  power's  high  pinnaci 

,  when 

ley  ha 

fte/ 

hamou 

Hf 

Oh  for  one  hour  of  bhnd  ok 

Dandol 

Th'  octogenarian  chief,  Byza 

tium's  e 

onquer 

nglo. 

xiir 

Before  St.  Marft  still  glow 

is  stcei 

ofhr 

Their  gilded  collars  glitteri 

But  IS  not  Dona's  menace 

Are  they  f«l  bndUd  ?-Venice,  tosi 

mrfw 

Her  thirteen  hundred  years 

of  free. 

omdon 

Sinks,  hke  a  sea-weed,  inl 

whence 

shore 

se! 

's  depiii,  her  foreign  foes, 


In  youth  she 

wasal 

glory,— 

new  TV 

e,— 

rang  fn 

.victon 

;rofU 

Uon," 

which  11 

rough  fi 

And  blood ! 

ebore 

ndsca 

Though  ma 

hei^lfs 

ill  free. 

IheOUoi 

,  Candia 

Vouch 

Immortal  w 

ves  tha 

saw  Le 

panto's  fi 

or  ye  arena 

nesnot 

me  nor  tyranny  co 

t.  blight 

Statues  of  glass—all  shiver'd— the  long  ffle 
Of  her  dead  doges  are  declined  to  dust ; 

Bespeaks  the  pageant  of  thar  splendid  tnist  ] 


sr  Venice'  lovely  walls. 


When  Athens'  armies  fell  at  Syracuse, 

And  fetter'd  thousands  bore  the  yoke  of  war. 

Redemption  rose  up  in  the  Attic  Muse,  " 

"    nt  the  tragic  hymn,  the  car 


Of  the  o'er. 
Fall  from  hi 
Starts  from 
Lnd  bids  him  thank  the  ti 


d  for  freedom 


xvn. 

Thus,  Venice,  If  no  atrongor  claim  wero  t 
Were  all  thy  proud  hisloric  deeds  forgot. 
Thy  choral  memory  of  the  bard  divine. 
Thy  bve  of  Tasso,  should  have  cut  the  : 
Which  ties  Ihea  to  thy. tyrants ;  and  Ih 


shameful  to  the  nati 
Albion  1  to  thee:  the  ocean  qui 

or  Venice  Uiiok  of 


>f  all, 


Iren:    in  the  fall 


by  Google 
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XVIII.  . 
I  loved  her  from  my  boyhood— she  to  m6  -- 
Weib  as  a  fab-y  city  of  the  heart, 
Rising  Lko  watcr-coluoins  from  tiie  aea,  ^ 
Ur  joy  the  sojourn,  and  oT  wcaldi  the  inait ; 
And  Otiv^,  Raddifle,  Schiller,  Sbakspeare's  art,' 
Had  stampM  her  image  m  me,  and  oven  £0, 
Although  I  found  her  thus,  we  did  not  pirt, 


repco[>le  with  the  past — and  of 


I  Elilt  for  eye  and  thought, 


jr  Venice  I  have  (heir  colours  caugh 
IS  feelings  time  cannot  benumb, 
e,  or  pune  would  now  be  cold  and  duni 


Rooted 

n  bartemiesa,  where 

nought  belo 

Of  soil 

upporiB  them  'gainst 

the  Alpine 

Of  eddy 

ng  storms  i  jet  sprin 

gs  the  trunk. 

Thehov 

Img  tempest,  till  its 

eight  and  frt 

Arowo 

tliy  of  the  mountabis 

Ofblea 

,  gray  gnmite,  into 

fe  it  came. 

Mdgrew 

a  giant  tree;— them 
XXL 

Esisten 

^  may  be  borne,  an 

the  deep  re 

Of  lift 
In  bare 

nd  sufferance  make 
and  desolated  bosonB 

Is  firm  abod 

The  car 

el  labours  Willi  the  heaviest  load 

And  the 

wolf  dies  in  nience 

hould  such  example 

e;  if  they. 

Things 

rignobleorofsava 

emood, 

Endi.™ 

and  shrink  not,  we  of  nobler  clay 

May  temper  it  to  bcaj, — k  is  but  for  n  day. 

XXH. 

AllsufT 

ring  do«h  destroy,  or 

is  destroy-d 

Eiren  by  the  sufferer;  and, 

neacl.  even 

Finds:- 

-some,  with  hope  replenish'd  and 

to  whence  they  came 

-with  like 

And  we 

ave  their  web  agoin 

some,  bow' 

W^g 

ay  and  ghastly,  with 

And  pa 

ish  with  the  reed  on 

which  iheyl 

Somes 

ek  devotion,  toil,  wn 

.good  or  en 

Acoordmg 

as  their  souls  were 
XXIII 

form'd  to  sh, 

But  eve 

and  anon  of  grief  su 

bdued 

XXIV. 

And  how  and  why  we  know  not, 

cloud  this  lightning  of  the  min 

But  feel  the 

hook  rencVd,  nor 

an  efface 

^le  blight  and  blackening  which 
Which  out  of  things  familiar,  u 
When  least  we  deem  of  such,  c 

itieaycs 

The  spectre 

The  cold-t 

he  moum'd, 

few! 

whom  no  esorcism 

he  loved,  liie  lost- 

XXV. 

can  hind 
cethede 

But  my  sou 

wanders ;  I  demand 

It  back 

XXVI. 

The  commomveallh  of  kings,  the  men  of  Kom. 
And  even  since,  and  now,  fair  Italy ! 
Thou  art  the  garden  of  the  world,  the  home 


More  rich  than  other  climi 


n  immacuhtle  charm  whict 
XXVII, 


night- 
Sunset  divides  the  sky  with  her'-a  sea 
Of  glory  streams  along  the  Alpine  height 
Of  blue  Priub's  mountains ;  heaven  is  free 
From  clouds,  but  of  all  colours  seems  to  Ik 
Melted  to  one  vast  Iris  bf  the  west. 
Where  the  day  joins  the  past  eternity ; 
While,  on  the  other  hand,  Inoek  Kan's  ere 

XXVIII. 

A  single  star  is  at  her  side,  and  reigns 
With  her  o'er  half  the  lovely  heaven ;  but  s 
f  on  sunny  sea  heaves  brightly,  and  remains 
fidPd  o'er  the  peak  of  the  EhrRhstian  hill, 

Nature  reclaini'd  her  order: — gently  flows 


;t,  tiU — 't  is  g^ne — and  all  is  g'n^ 
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Many  femiliar  wiUi  his  ivdl-sung  woes, 
The  pilgnins  oT  his  genius.    Ho  btobs 
Ta  raise  a  language,  and  his  land  reclaim 
From  the  dull  yoke  of  her  barharic  Toes : 

'"'■  ' '        *   "       tears,  he  gave  huoself  to  fi 


With  hi 


Went  down  the  vale  of  years;  and 'tis  their  pi 
An  honest  piido' — and  let  it  be  Ih^  prruse. 
To  offer  to  the  pasang  stranger's  gaze 
His  man^nn  and  his  sepulchre ,  both  plajn 
And  venerably  simple,  such  as  raise 
A  feeling  more  accordant  with  his  strain 
llian  if  a  pyramid  fomi'd  his  nwnumental  &jie. 

XXXII. 


j'ur  those  who  their  moriaiilj  have  felt. 
And  sought  a  rcfnge  from  their  hopes  decayed 
In  tiia  dofp  umbrage  of  a  green  hill's  shade. 
Which  shows  a  distant  prospoet  fa/  away 
Of  busy  aiies,  now  in  vain  thsplay'd, 
For  they  can  lure  no  further ;  and  the  ray 
Ufa  bright  sun  can  make  sufficient  holiday, 

xxxni. 

Developing  the  mountains,  leaves,  and  flowers. 

Clear  as  its  current,  gUde  the  sauntering  hours 
With  a  calm  languor,  which,  though  to  the  eye 
Idlesse  it  seem,  ha.th  its  morality. 
If  from 


It  haUi  no  IlatI 


er'd  iJie  douds  away — and  on  that  name  att 

xsxvn. 

Tlia  tears  and  praises  of  all  dmo ;  while  tliine 

>Tould  rot  in  its  ohhvion— in  the  sink 

Of  worthless  dust,  which  from  thy  boasted  line 

Is  shaken  into  nothing ;  but  the  link 

Thou  formest  in  his  fortunes  bids  us  thitik 

Of  thy  poor  malice,  naming  thee  with  scorn — 

From  thee!  if  in  anqlher  station  born, 
Scarce  fit  to  be  the  slave  of  him  thou  mad'st  to  r 

xxxvm. 

Theu !  fotm'd  to  eat,  and  be  despised,  and  di. 
Eren  as  the  beasts  that  perish,  save  that  Ihoi 


Each  year  bt^ngs  forth  its  millions ;  but  h< 
The  tide  of  generations  shall  roll  on. 


XXXIV. 

)r,  it  may  be,  witi 

demons,  >'  w 

B  impair 

The  strength  of  bt 

er  thoughts, 

ns,  such  as 

K  moody  leituro 

And  loved  to  dwel 

nd  dismay. 

0  a  doom 

-Vbiehanotoflh 

MaUi^lhesun  lik 

ebleod,  the  earth  a  tomb, 

Ihou  art,  jet  parallel'd  by  Ih 
i  of  hel'l  and  chivalry:  first  i 


Sang  ladye-love  and  war,  romance  and  kulghlly  w. 

XLI. 

The  hglilning  rent  from  Ariosto's  bust " 


Uf  former  sovereigr 
I  If  Esta,  which  for 
Its  strength  wilhm  t 
Patron  or  tyraift,  as 


Is  of  the  tree  no  boh  of  thimder  cli 
And  the  fabe  Semblance  hut  disgraced  hi! 
Yet  still,  if  fondly  superstition  grieves. 
Know  that  the  lightning  sanctilice  below  ^ 
.  Whaic'er  it  strikes  j— yon  head  is  doubly  ea 
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It;,l1»!  ohiLnni! 

hnii 

"vhohaat" 

Thofalalgiftofbe 

Afimsraldowerc 

On  ihy  sweci  brow  is  s 

BTow  plough'd  bj  s 

ame. 

And  annals  grave. 

ini- 

Oh  God!  ihatllw 

;  in  thy  nakedness 

verful,  and  couldsl 

aim 

Thy  nghi,  and  sav 

flihn 

robbers  back  whop 

■>  ehcil  Ihy  bluod,  a 

idd 

nk  Lhe  (eai^  ofil.y 

disLMS 

XLin. 

Then  mjghC'Et  iho 

o  appal;  or,  leas  d 

aired. 

Ite  lioniely  and  be 

oCul,  undeplored 

For  Iby  destructi' 

^di; 

Wotddnolbaace 

th- 

il 

nor  would  the  hosii 

hotda 

or  manyii»lion'd 

spail 

TS  Troin  the  Fn 

XLVIII, 
le  fair  - 


walls, 


Vhere  lhe  Elruriaii  Alhcna  claims 
k  sofier  feeling  for  her  fairy  halls. 
Girt  by  liar  theatre  of  hills,  she  reaps 
Her  corn,  and  wine,  and  oil,  and  plenty  lea 
To  lagghijig  life,  with  her  tedundant  honi. 
Alung  the  banks  where  smiling  Arno  sweep 
s  modem  luxury  of  caaimerce  born, 


Thcri^  loo,  the  goddes 


"Hioai 


id  with  b< 


and  ffls" 


The  BinbnBial  aspect,  which,  beheld,  instils 

Ofheayenishalfundrawni  withmthepalo 
nd,  and  in  that  form  and  face  behold 
Liind  can  make,  when  nalure's  self  would  fj 

And  to  the  fond  idolaters  of  old 

which  such  a  soul  could  mould 


The  bright  blue  water 
Came  Megara  before 
^^na  lay,  Pircus  o 


These  sopukhres  of  cilies,  which  eioite 

Sad  woiaiet,  and  his  yet  surviving  page 

The  moral  lesson  bears,  drawn  from  such  pilg 


XL\1, 
Tti(st  page  is  now  before  me,  ! 
Hii  counlry^B  ruin  added  to  thi 


We  gsxe  and  tiim  away,  and  know  not  where, 
DflHled  and  drunk  with  beamy,  till  lhe  heart 
Reels  with  ils  fulness ;  there— for  ever  there— 
ChalnM  to  the  chariot  of  tt^timphal  art, 
We  stand  as  captives,  and  would  not  depart. 
Away ! — there  need  no  words,  nor  terms  precise. 
Tha  paltry  jargon  of  the  marble  mart. 
Where  pedantry  gulls  folly — we  have  eyes : 
Blood — pulae — and  breasl,  confirm  the  Danlan  si 
herd's  prise. 

LI. 
Appear'dst  thou  not  to  Paris  m  tills  guise  ? 
Or  tomoredeoply  blestAnchiaes?  or. 
In  all  thy  perfect  goddess-ship,  when  lies 
Before  ihee  thy  own  yanquish'd  lord  of  war  ? 
And  gaung  in  Ihy  face  as  toward  a  star, 
Laid  on  Ihy  lap,  his  eyes  to  Ihee  upturn, 
Feeding  on  tliy  sweet  dieek! "  while  ihy  lips  ar 

Shower'd  on  his  eyeKda,  brow,  end  mouth,  a»  froi 
urn? 

LH. 
Glowing,  and  circumfused  in  speechless  lore, 
Their  full  divinity  inadequate 
That  feeling  to  express,  or  to  improye. 
The  goda  becotno  as  mortals,  and  man's  fals 
Has  niomenls  like  their  brightestj  but  the  woigl 
Of  earth  recoils  upon  us ;— lei  it  go ! 
We  can  recall  such  viaiona,  and  create. 
From  what  has  been  or  might  be,  things  which  : 
Into  thy  atatue's  form,  and  look  bko  gods  below. 
LIII. 


Was  then  o. 
Nuions  havi 


and,  all  bai^ward  dritn 


Hon 


The  graceful  bend,  ai 
Let  these  describe  the  undeacrrbable  - 
I  would  not  their  vile  breath  should  cnsp  lhe  »inj 
Whotein  that  imago  shall  for  ever  dwell ; 
The  unruffled  mirror  of  tha  kvdiest  dream 
Thai  over  left  the  sky  on  die  deep  soul  to  beam. 
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Ashus 


'  ''oly  pret 


Thaugh  tbere  were  nothing  save  the  past 
TJie  particle  of  thoae  sublimities 
Whlnh  have  relB[Bed  to  chaos  : — here  re 


Thes 
Hero  M 


liavelU^s  Qonh  re 


la  slill  impregnate  wiih  divtnity. 
Which  gilds  it  nilh  revivilyiDg  ray ; 
Such  as  (be  great  of  yore,  Canova  is  to-day. 
LVI. 
But  where  repose  the  all  Etruscan  tlirce— 
Dante,  and  Petrarch,  and,  scarce  less  than  tt 


Of  the  Hundred  Tales 
Their  bones,  disllnguisi 
In  death  as  life?  Are  tl 


Jfromou 


'a  marbles  nought  to  say  J 
Could  not  her  quarries  furnish  forth  one  bust  ? 

Uid  they  not  to  hei  breast  their  filial  earth  entrust  7 
LVII. 
UngroteiulFlureneel  Dante  sleeps  afar," 
Like  Scipio,  buried  hy  the  upbraiding  shore ; ' ' 
Thy  factions,  in  their  worse  than  civil  war. 
Proscribed  the  batd  whose  name  for  evetmore 
Their  children's  children  would  in  vain  adore 

.    With  Ihe  remorse  of  ages ;,  and  the  crown  " 
Wliieh  Petrarch's  laureate  brow  supremely  wore. 
Upon  a  far  ar 


19  Ufe,  hi 


u  grave,  li: 


rlEled — not  1^ 


LVIU, 
Boccaccio  to  his  ps  jnt  earth  bequeaih'd  " 
His  duel, — and  lies  it  not  her  great  among, 
Wiih  many  a  sweet  and  solemn  retjuiein  breathed 
U'c[  him  who  Ibrm'd  the  Tuscan's  aren  tongue  ] 
That  mufflc  in  itself,  whose  sounds  ate  song. 
The  poetry  of  speod.  ?  No ;— even  his  tomb 
TJplom,  must  bear  Ihe  hyrena.  bigot's  wrong, 
No  more  amidst  the  meaner  dead  find  room. 


hcst  son  remind  her  more ; 
on  Ihy  hoary  shore, 
empire!  honout'd  sleeps 
i — Atqua,  too,  her  store 


The  imnior 
Of  tnnrful' 
•V>«le  Fioreimo  vamly  begs  her  baiuf 


Of  gem  and  marble,  to  en 
Of  merchant-dukes?  the 
Which,  sf 
FreslmesE 
Whose  m 


le  green  turf  that 


MydiDug 
Than  art 
Calls  for  1 


Fatal  to  Romajl  rash 
For  there  the  Carlhe 
Come  back  before  m 


e  sultry  phun,  wit 
LXlll. 


Upon  their  buckl 


Plunge  in  the  clouds  ^r  refiige,  and  niihdrai 
From  their  down-topphng  ne«ts ;  aiul  belbwij 


Fat  other 


erpl™, 


Her  aged  tn 


save  Uie  gentle  plough ; 
;  thick  as  once  Ihe  slain 
lOtsare^  but  a  broukhath  ia 
A  little  rill  of  sdanly  stream  and  bed— 
A  name  of  Mood  from  that  day's  sanguuie  rain 
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LXVl. 

Butlhuu,  CliUimnus!  in  Uiy  swocteal 
Of  the  most  living  crystal  that  was  e'. 
I'hc  hauDt  of  river  nymph,  to  gaze  an 
Her  limbs  where  nolhing  hid  Ihem,  Ui 
Tliy  grassy  banks  whereon  Ihe  mllk-n 
Grazes ;  the  purest  god  of  gentle  we 


LXVB. 

Ando 

hore  a  temple 

Or.EniaUanddellc 

Upon 

milddflolivilyofhiU, 

Its  mo 

;  bonealhita 

Thve. 

nm;  oft  from 

Tiiefi 

ny  darter  v 

th  the  glilteni 

Who< 

wells  and  r 

yds  in  ihy  gl 

WhUe 

chance,  so 

no  seatter'd  wa) 

where  the  ehallower  wave  still  tells  its  bubbling 
LXVUI. 


I  flashingmasa  foama  shslcing  the  abyss; 
hcU  of  waters  I  where  Ihey  howl  and  hiss, 
I  boil  in  endless  torture ;  while  the  sweat 
Ihcir  great  agony,  wrung  out  from  this 
:ir  Phlcgethon,  curls  round  (he  rocks  of  jel 
■ird  the  gulf  around,  in  pitiless  horror  set, 


Andm 


1  spray 


With  its  unemptjed  cloud  of  gentle  rain. 
Is  an  eternal  April  to  Ihe  ground, 
Making  it  all  one  emerald:— how  proiound 
The  gulf!  Bndhowlha  giant  element 
From  rock  to  rook  leaps  with  deli 
Crushing  the  olirs,  which,  ii 


lund, 


iteps,  yiel 


inchasT 


LXXI. 

J'o  the  troad  column  which  rolls  on,  and  shows 
More  like  the  fnunlaui  of  an  infant  sea 

Of  a  new  world,  than  cnly  thus  to  be 

Parent  of  rivers,  which  flow  gushingly, 

With  many  windings,  through  the  vale:— look  bad 

As  if  to  sweep  down  all  things  ui  its  track, 
Charming  Ihe  eye  with  dread, — a  matchless  cataract,' 


ris  ^ts,  amidst  the  infernal  surge,  ^° 
fiady  dyes,  while  all  around  is  torn 


Re 

embllng,  'mid  the  torture  of  the  scene 

Love 

watclUng  ma 

dncss  with  onalte 
LXXIII. 

rable  mi 

On 

the  woody  Apen 

nmo. 

■I'l 

which_had  I  t 

Ga 

zed  on  their  r 

ightior  parents. 

ivhere  the 

Tl 

e  thundering 

Ki 

I  have  seen 

He 

never-trodc 

r.' 

And 

n  Chimari  h 

ard  the  ^under- 
LXXIV. 

ills  of  fs 

Tl 

Acreeeroun 

old  name 

An 

d  on  Pamass 

s  seen  the  eagle 

fiy 

I  of  Ihe  I 

For  still  they  soar'd  unutterably  high : 
I  've  look'd  on  Ida  with  a  Trojan's  eye ; 
Athos,  Olympus,  jGtna,  Atlas,  made 
These  hills  seem  things  of  lesser  dignity, 
All,  save  the  lone  Sorade's  height,  display'd 
lot  naui  in  snow,  which  asks  Ihe  lyric  Roman's  ^i 

LXXV. 

For  our  remembrance,  and  from  out  the  plain 
Heaves  like  a  long-swept  wave  about  to  brealf, 


Thel 


:h  Latia 


or  for  tl 


ea;   I  a' 


The  drili'd  dull  lesson,  forced  down  word  by 
In  my  repugnant  youth,  with  pleasure  to  reoorc 

LXXVI. 

Aught  that  recalls  the  daily  drug  which  lum'd 
My  tokening  memory ;  and,  though  tii 


Yet  such  the  fij'd  Inveteracy  wrought 
By  the  impatience  of  my  early  thuughi 
That,  with  the  freshness  vrearmg  out  b 
My  mind  could  relish  what  it  might  he 


im'd. 


Its  health;  butwhai 


tthen 


Not  for  Uiy  faults,  but 
To  understand,  not  feel  thy  lyric  flow 
To  comprehend,  but  never  love  Ihy  vl 
Although  i»  deeper  moralist  rehearse 
Our  little  life,  nor  ban!  preEcribe  his  a 
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Th^ 

rphons  of  Ihe 

llPB 

rtmuat 

um  10  thee, 

I/Mlfl 

molherofdead  e 

(uidconlrol 

Inth 

irshutbreEiEts 

th 

irpelly 

miBery. 

VVhi 

suffer; 

'I'he 

ypreas,  hfor  i 

>vl,and 

plod  joM  way 

ileps  of  broke 

wldiaUourfaet 

3l 

agiloaa 

our  clay. 

LSXIS. 

I'he 

Jlobe  of  naliffl 

there  E 

e  slanrt.. 

Childless  and  crown 

^BS 

Aneriipljurawithi 

he 

f  wither 

d  hands, 
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Thee 


LXXSIV. 

d  wreath, — oouldst  thou  divine 
d  one  day  dwmdie  that  which  ni 


rtaH  a 


Wliose  holy  dust  naa  Bcatler'd  long  ago ; 
The  Soipios'  tomb  eonlains  no  eah?8  now ; " 
Tlie  very  sepulchres  lie  tenajilless 
Of  their  heroic  dwellers :  dost  thou  flow. 
Old  Tiber!  througii  a  marble  wildemeBB? 
Rise,  with  tiiy  yellow  waves,  and  mantle  her  distr 

LXXX. 


Byanghl 

She  who  was  najned  eternal,  and  array'd 
Her  warriors  but  to  conquer — she  who  veil'd 
Earth  with  her  haughty  shadon,  and  displav'd, 
Unli!  the  o'er-canopied  horizon  fah'd. 
Her  mshing  whigs — Oh  I  she  who  was  nhnighly  ho 

Lxxxy. 

Sylla  was  flrst  of  victots  ;  but  our  own 

The  s^est  of  usurpers,  Cromwell ;  he 

Too  swept  oS"  senates  while  he  hew'd  the  llironi 

Down  to  a  blods — immortal  rebel  I    See 

And  famous  Ihrongh  ail  ages !  but  beneath 
His  Ikto  the  moral  lurks  of  destiny ; 
His  day  of  double  ™tory  and  death 


Temple  and  towei 
O^er  the  dim  fragi 


barbarian  monarcbs  rid 
imh'd  the  capitel ;  far  s 
r  went  down,  nor  led  a 


DEposed  him  genily  from  bis  throne  o^  fore 
And  show'd  not  fortune  thus  how  fame  and 


LXSXL 

The  double  night  of  ages,  and  of  her, 
Night'3  daughter,  ignorance,  hath  wrapt  and  wrap 
All  round  ua ;  we  but  feci  our  way  to  err : 
The  ocean  hath  Ids  chart,  the  stars  their  map. 
And  knoivledge  spreads  them  on  her  ample  lap  j 
But  Rome  is  as  the  desert,  whore  we  steer 
StumWing  o'er  recoLections ;  now  we  clap 
Our  hands,  and  cry  "Eureka!"  it  is  clear — 
Wben  but  some  false  mu-age  of  ruin  rises  near. 

LSXXII. 
Alas !  the  loDy  city  1  and  alas ! 
The  trebly  himdred  triumphs ! "  and  the  day 
When  Brutus  made  the  dagger's  edge  surpass 
The  conqueror's  sword  in  beanng  fame  away ! 
Alas,  for  Tully's  voice,  and  Virpl's  lay, 

Her  resurrection ;  ail  beside — decay. 
Alas,  for  eailh,  for  never  shall  we  see 


Lxxxvn. 

si  Ibrm  of  naked  maj 


ilietdcst 


Id  the  a 


free! 

LSXXIU. 

Oh  ihou,  whose  chariot  roll'd  on  fortune's  wheel, " 
Triumphant  Sylla!  thou  who  dldal  subdue 
Thy  country's  foes  ere  thou  would  pause  to  feel 
The  wrath  of  thy  own  wrongs,  or  reap  the  due 
or  hoarded  rengeajlce  till  thine  eagles  flew 

Aaa;— thou,  who  witii  thy  frown 


At  thy  bathed  base  the  bloody  Cesar  he, 

Folding  his  robe  in  dying  dignity. 

An  offering  to  thine  altar  from  the  queen 

Of  gods  and  men,  great  Nemesis  1  did  ho  die, 

Victors  of  countless  kings,  or  puppets  of  a  scene 
LXXXVIII. 
And  thou,  the  thunder-stncken  nurse  cf  Romt 
She->volf!  whose  brazen-unageddoip  impart 
The  milk  of  conquest  yet  within  the  doino 
Where,  !is  a  monument  of  antique  art, 

Which  the  great  fijuoder  auck'd  fiom  thy  wild 

Soorch'd  by  the  Roman  Jove's  ethereal  dart. 

And  thy  bwhs  black  with  lightning — dost  thou 

Guard  thine  immortal  cubs,  nor  thy  limd  charge  I 

LXXXIX. 

Thou  dost ;— iBit  all  thy  foster-babes  are  dead 
The  men  of  iron ;  and  the  worid  hath  rear'd 
Cities  from  out  their  sepidchres  !  men  bled 
In  imitation  of  die  Ihuigs  (hey  rear'd, 
And  Ibught  and  conquer'd,  andthesamecoursca 


inuld,  th 


byLlOOglC 


CHILDE  HAROLD'S  PILGRIMAGE. 


XC. 

The  fool  of  false  dominion—and  a  kind 
Of  baslaid  Cffisar,  folloiving  liim  of  old 
Wilh  slope  unequal ;  for  Ihe  Roman's  mind 

Wilh  pasHona  fiercer,  jet  a  judgoienl  cold. 


lortalid 
The  fcailtiee  oT  a  heart  so 
Akides  mlh  the  distaff  tu 
At  Cleopatra's  foot,— and  now  himself  he  beam'd, 


soft,  yet  bold ; 


Who  would  have  lamed  his  eagles  i 
Like  a  It^n'd  falcon,  in  tho  GaUio  ■ 
Which  he,  in  soclb,  long  led  to  vict 


xcn. 

And  would  Ije  all  or  nothing — nor  could  wait 
For  the  sure  grave  to  level  him ;  few  years 
HiLd  fu'd  him  with  the  Cesars  in  his  fal«, 
On  whom  we  tread  t  for  thla  the  conqueror  rears 
The  arch  of  triumph !  and  for  this  Ihe  tears 
And  hlood  of  earth  flow  on  ts  they  have  flow'd, 
versa]  deluge,  which  appears 


mfrdl," 
which  loves  the  dee[ 


XCIV. 

And  thus  they  plod  m  slug^sh  nusory, 
Rotting  from  aire  to  son,  and  age  to  age, 
Proud  of  their  trampled  nature,  and  so  die, 
Bequeathing  their  hereditary  ra^ 

War  for  their  chains,  and,  rather  than  ba  fi^o. 
Bleed  gladiatnr-likc,  and  still  engage 
Within  the  same  arena  where  they  see 
Tlieu'  fellows  M  before,  like  leaves  of  the  same  t 

XCT. 

i\1ari  and  his  Maker — but  of  things  allowed, 
Averr'd,  and  known, — and  daily,  hourly  aeen,- 
The  yoke  that  is  upon  us  doubly  bow'd. 
And  the  intent  of  tyranny  avow'd, 
Tije  edict  of  earth's  rulers,  who  are  grown 
The  apes  of  him  who  humbled  once  tho  proud. 


And  Ihe  I 
Which  nipt 


re  Ibis  all  bis  mighty  arm  had  do 


Euchm 


a  Pallas, 


lurish'd  in 


Deep  in  the  unpri 
Of  cataracla,  where  nursing  Nature  smiled 
On  infant  Washington?  Has  earth  no  mori 
lueb  seeds  within  her  breast,  cr  Europe  no  su 
XCVII, 
But  FYanoe  got  drunk  with  bbjod  to  vomit  < 
And  fatal  have  her  Saturnalia  been 
To  freedom 


i&  the  deadly  days  ^hich  wo  1 


epageai 


itfm" 


ind  faU. 

XCVUI. 
Yet,  fi^edom  I  yet  thy  banner,  torn,  but  flying. 
Streams  bke  the  thunder-storm  againsi  tho  wind ! 
Thy  trumpet  voice,  though  broken  now  and  dying 
The  loudest  still  Ihe  tempest  leaves  behind ; 
Thy  tree  hath  lost  its  blossoms,  and  the  rind, 
Chopp'd  by  the  a^e,  looks  rough  and  little  worth, 
But  the  sap  lasts,— -and  still  the  seed  we  find 
Sown  deep,  even  in  Ihe  bosom  of  the  north ; 
>  shall  a  better  spring  less  bitter  fiiiit  bring  forth. 
XCIX. 
iund  lower  of  ot 


i^rm  as  a  fortri 

Handing  with  half  iti 
Lnd  with  two  thousaj 
rhe  gadand  of  etern 


with  its  fence  of  El, 


-ength  delays. 


But  who  was  she,  the  lady  of  the  dead, 
Tinnb'd  in  a  palace  1  Was  she  chaste  and  fair  ? 
Worthy  a  king's — or  more — a  BomaJi's  bed  7 
What  race  of  chiefs  and  heroes  did  she  tjcar  7 
What  daughter  of  her  beauties  was  the  har  1 
How  lived— how  loved— how  died  she  1  Was  she  not 


Where  m 


lusly  then 


re  than  mortal  lot  1 


Who  love  the  lords  of  others?  such  hai 
Even  in  the  olden  time,  Rome's  annals 
Was  she  a  matron  of  Cornelia's  mien. 
Or  the  Ught  air  of  Egypt's  graceful  quel 
Profuse  of  joy — or  ^gjiiriEt  it  did  she  wa 
Inveterate  in  virtue  ?  Did  she  lean 
To  the  soft  side  of  the  heart,  or  wisely  1 
.ove  from  amongst  her  griefs  ? — for  such  i 
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Perchance  she  died  m  youth :  it  may  be,  bowM 
With  woea  far  heavier  than  the  ponderous  tomb 
Tha.t  welgh'd  upon  her  gentle  duel,  a  cloud 
Might  gather  o'er  her  beauty,  and  a  gloom 
In  bet  dark  eye^  prophetic  of  the  doom 
Heaven  gives  its  favourites— early  dealii ; "  yet  shed 
A  sunset  charm  around  her,  and  illuuie 
With  hoctic  light,  the  Hesperus  of  the  de^ 
t)l  her  consuming  cheek  the  autumnal  leaE-Uke  red. 

cm. 

Perchance  she  died  ui  ago — surviving  bU, 
Charms,  kindred,  children — with  the  silver  gray 

It  may  be,  still  a  something  of  ih:  day 
mieu  they  were  braided,  and  her  proud  array 
And  lovely  form  were  envied,  praised,  and  eyed 


Thus  much  done  wi 


CIV. 


1  know  not  why — but  standing  thus  by  thee 
It  seems  as  if  I  had  thine  inmate  known, 
Thou  tomb  [  and  other  days  come  back  on  me 
Whh  recollected  music,  though  the  tone 
Is  changed  and  solemn,  like  the  cloudy  groiLO 
Of  d^g  thunder  on  the  distant  wind : 
Tel  could  I  seat  me  by  this  ivied  stons 
TiU  1  had  bodied  forth  the  heated  mind 
Forms  f.  00)  Cne  floating  wreck  which  nun  leaves  behind; 

cv. 

And  iiom  the  planks,  lar  shalterM  o^et  the  rocks, 
Built  me  a  little  bark  cf  hope,  once  mote 
To  battle  with  the  ocean  and  the  shocks 
Of  the  loud  breakers,  and  the  ceaseless  roar 


There  is  the  moral  of  all  human  tales ;  " 
'Tis  but  the  same  rehearsal  of  the  past, 
Krst  freedom,  and  then  gloty— when  that  fails, 
Wealth,  vice,  eortuption, — barbatiam  at  last. 
And  history,  w^th  all  hot  volumes  vast, 
Hatli  but  one  page, — *t  is  better  written  here, 
Whote  gotgeous  tyramiy  had  thus  amass'd 
All  treasures,  all  delights,  that  eye  ot  ear, 

Heart,  soul,  could  seek,  tongue  asK Away  viilli  words! 

draw  near, 

CIX. 
Admite,  exult — despise— laugh,  weep, — for  hete 
There  is  such  mailer  lor  all  feeling :— man ! 
Thou  pendulum  betwixt  a  smile  and  tear, 

This  mountain,  whose  obliterated  plan 
The  pyrarmd  oT  empires  pinnacled. 
Of  glory's  gewgaws  shuiuig  hi  the  van. 
Till  the  sun's  rays  with  added  Home  were  nU'd  I 
Where  are  its  golden  tools  1  where  those  who  dated  tc 
build  7 

ex. 

Thou  nameless  column  with  the  buried  base  I 
What  are  the  laurels  of  the  Cajsafs  brov:  ? 
Crown  me  with  ivy  from  his  dwcUmg-pkee. 
Whoso  areh  or  pillar  roeels  me  in  the  face, 
Titus, or  Trajan's?  No— tis  Ihaloflmie: 
Ttiumph,  arch,  pillar,  all  ht 


To  crush  I 
Buried 


CXI. 


CVI. 

llien  let  the  wmds  howl  on !  their  harmony 
Shan  hencefotth  he  my  music,  and  the  night 
The  sound  shall  temper  ivith  the  owlet's  cry. 
As  I  now  heat  them,  m  the  iading  light 
Dun  o'er  the  Wrd  of  darkness'  native  site, 

With  theh  large  eyes,  all  glistening  gray  and  btight, 

What  are  our  petty  griefs  ? — let  me  not  numlier  nune. 

CYII. 

Matted  and  mass'd  together,  hillocks  heap'd 
On  what  were  chambers,  arch  crush'd,  column  strowi 
In  fragments,  choked-up  vaults,  and  frescos  steep'd 
In  subterranean  damps,  where  tlie  owl  peep'd, 
Oecuiing  it  mtdntght: — temples,  baths,  or  hallaT 
Pronounce  who  can ;  for  all  that  learmng  reap'd 
ftoni  her  research  hath  been,  that  these  are  vraQs- 
Hehold  thoImpetialMoimtl  'tis  thus  the  rmghtyfalls.^ 


lep-blue  sty  of  Rome, 
jLuu  Looiung  m  me  stats  t  ihey  had  c<HitainM 
A  spirit  which  with  these  would  hud  a  liome, 
The  last  of -those  who  o'er  the  whole  earth  re! 
The  Roman  globe,  for  after  none  suetain'd, 
But  yielded  back  his  conquests  :— be  was  mo 
Than  a  mere  Alexander,  and,  unstain'd 
With  household  Nood  and  wme,  serenely  wor 

CXIL 

Where  is  tlie  rock  of  triiunph,  (ho  high  place 
Whets  Rome  embraced  het  heroes  7     ' 
TarpeianT  fittest  goal  of  treason's  ra 
The  prfflnontoty  whence  the  Traitor's  I^ap 
Cured  all  ambition-   Did  the  com^uerors  bei'p 
Thiut  spoils  here  7  Yes:  and  in  yon  field  bdo 
A  thousand  years  of  silenced  factions  sleep — 

And  still  iho  eloquent  air  breathes — bums  with  C 
CXIII. 
The  field  of  freedom,  taction,  fame,  and  blooJ 
Hete  a  proud  peoplo's  passions  weto  exiialed, 
From  the  first  hour  of  empire  m  the  bud 
To  that  when  further  worUs  to  conquer  liijl'd ; 
But  long  belbre  had  freedom's  face  been  veil'i 
And  anarchy  S5  "        ■-  '■    ■ 

'nilov 


thesti 


i  soliher 
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From  her  ten  Ihouamd  Ijrants  Uim  lo  Ihee, 
Reilcemar  of  dark  centuries  of  shaniE— 
The  friend  of  Petraroh— hope  of  Italy— 
Rienzi  Mast  of  Romans!"    While  ihe  tree 
Of  fieedom's  willier'd  trunk  putt  forth  a  leaf, 
Even  for  Uiy  tomb  a  garland  lei  It  be — 
The  forum's  champion,  and  the  people's  chief— 
Her  nevr-horn  Numa  thou — inth  reign,  alas !  loo  brief 

cxv. 

Which  found  no  mwlal  resling-plice  so  ^r 


our  young  affect 
aterbullhedeacri 
reeds  of  dark  luiu 


Orv. 


young  Aurora  of  the  air, 
The  nympliolepsy  of  some  fond  despair ; 
Or,  il  might  be,  a  beauty  of  iho  earth. 
Who  found  a  more  than  common  votary  there 
Too  much  adoring;  whatsoe'er  Ihy  birth, 

itiful  lliought,  and  sofdy  bodied  IbrUi. 


CXVI. 

The  mosses  of  thy  fountain  s^ll  are  spi^nkle 
With  thine  Elysian  water-drops ;  the  face 

Reflects  the  meek-eyed  genius  of  the  plai 
Whose  green,  mid  margin  now  no  more  i 
Art's  woriis ;  nor  must  the  delicate  water 
Prison'd  in  marble ;  bubbling  from  the  ha 
Of  Iho  cletl  stBtue,  with  a  gentle  leap 
The  rill  runs  o'et,  and  round,  fern,  flowers,  and  ivy  creep,  , 

CXVII. 

Fantastically  tangled ;  the  green  hills 

Of  summer-birds  sing  welcome  as  ye  psss ; 
I'lowers  frceh  in  hue,  and  many  In  their  class, 
Implore  tjie  pausing  step,  and  mlh  their  dyes 
Dance  in  the  soft  breeze  in  a  fairy  mass ; 

Kiss'd  by  the  breath  of  heaven,  seems  cdour'd  by  its 

CXVIII. 

Here  didst  thou  dwell,  m  this  enchanted  cover. 

Par  the  far  fooielops  of  thy  mortal  ioier ; 
The  purple  nudnight  Tal'd  that  mystic  meeting 

Thyself  by  tbme  adorer,  what  befeU  7 
l^is  cave  was  surely  shaped  out  for  the  greeting 
Of  an  enamour'd  goddess,  and  the  cell 
Haunted  by  holy  love — the  earliest  oracle ! 

CXIX. 

And  didst  thou  not,  thy  breast  lo  his  replying, 

Blend  a  celestial  with  a  human  heart ; 

And  love,  which  dies  as  il  was  born,  in  sighing. 

Make  them  Indeed  knmortal,  and  imparl 
The  purity  of  heaven  to  earthly  joys. 


CXXI. 

Oh  levc !  no  habitant  of  earth  (hou  art—    . 

iineeen.  setaphiVe  beii«ve  in  thee, 
A  Ihjth  whose  martyrs  are  the  broken  heart, 
never  yet  hath  seen,  nor  e'er  shall  see 
naked  eye,  thy  Kmn,  as  il  should  be ; 
mind  hath  made  ihee,  as  it  peopled  heav 
nmiibiisown  desiring  phantasy. 
And  to  a  thought  such  shape  and  image  given 
U  hnunts  the  unquench'd  soul — parch'd-~-we: 
wrung — anZI  riven. 

CXXII.  ,^'^,  ,i 

Qfi'SsBim  beanly  is  the  mind  diseased,  t,  u 


No.  worth  nor  beauty  dwells  from  out  the  ! 
Ideal  shape  of  such,  yet  still  it  binds 
Tlio  fatal  speli,  and  stilj  :t  dra»G  us  on. 
Reaping  the  whirldwlnd  from  the  oft-sown 


We  wither 

flv«l<i 

Sick-sick 

iml^ 

Though  to 

he  \i! 

But  all  loo 

lale,- 

™  are  we  doubly  cu> 

Each  idle- 

-and  a 

lill-and  none  the 

For  all  =re 

swithatUffetentna 

nd  death  the.  sabi 

smoke  where  vanisl 

cxxv. 

Few-non. 

-tin. 

what  they  love  or  CO 

Though  ac 

cidenl 

blind  contact,  and  1 

of  lov 

Antipalhte 

-b.,i 

o  recur,  ere  long. 

Envenom' 

with 

Andcircu 

,  (hat  unspirilual  g^ 

And  mlsS 

ator, 

nakes  and  helps  alo 

Our  coinii 

wiLh  a  crutch-hko  r 

Vhosetouc 

hi^c  to  dust—the  di 
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CXSVI. 
Oiir  life  is  b  false  nature— '1  is  not  in     , 
The  harmony  of  Ihings,— this  hard  decree, 
This  uneradicaMe  lainiof  sin,,  t^'"'' 
This  boundiess  up^^lhTs  sll-blasting  tree. 
Whose  root  is  earth,  whose  leaves  and  branches  be 
T!ie  skies  which  raui  their  plagues  on  men  like  dow— 

And  worse,  the  woes  wo  see  not— which  Ihrob  through 


Aban. 


right  of  thought— our  laal  and  only  place 
Ofiefuge;  this,  at  least,  shall  still  be  mine : 
Though  from  our  birth  the  fecul^  divine 
Is  cliainM  and  tortured — C3rbin'd,  cribbed,  confined. 

Too  brightly  on  the  unprepared  mind. 
The  beam  pours  in,  for  time  and  skill  win  couch  the 
blind. 

cxxvm. 

Collecting  the  cliiof  trophies  of  her  lino,' 
Would  build  up  all  her  triumphs  ui  one  dome, 
Her  Coliseum  stands;  the  moon-boams  shine 
As  -t  were  its  natural  torches,  for  divine 
Should  be  the  light  wbidi  streams  here,  to  illun 
Tins  bog-eiphwed  but  still  eshaustloss  mine 
Ofconlemplalion;  and  the  amre  glooiji 
liranllaliannight,  whore  the  deep  skies  assume 

CXXIX. 

Floats  o'er  this  vast  and  wQndrims  monument. 
And  shadows  forth  its  gk>ry.  Thers  is  given 
Unto  the  things  of  earth,  which  time  hath  bent 

His  hand,  but  broke  Ms  acjthe,  there  is  a  pow 
And  magic  in  the  ruined  batlteuient, 
Vot  which  the  palace  of  the  present  hour 
Blust  yiekl  its  pomp,  and  wait  till  ages  are  its  dov 

cxsx. 

Oh  Ume  I  the  beautiBer  of  the  dead, 
Adorner  of  the  ruin,  comforter 
And  onl,-  nealer  when  the  heart  hath  bled— 
Time !  the  oorrectur  where  our  judgments  err, 
The  teat  of  truth,  love,— *jle  philosopher. 
For  all  beside  are  sophiats,  from  thy  thrift. 
Which  never  loaea  (hough  it  doth  defer— 
Time,  the  avenger !  unto  tnee  I  lift 
My  hnjids,  and  eyes,  and  heart,  and  crave  of  thee; 


And  temple  more  divinely  desolate, 
Among  thy  mighder  otlerings  here  ate  mine, 
Kuins  of  years—though  few,  yet  full  of  fale  ;- 
If  Uiou  hast  over  seen  me  too  elate, 
Hear  me  not:  but  if  calmly  I  have  borne 
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th 
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o«  Shalt, 

cxxxni. 

It  is  not  that  I  may  not  have  incurrM 
For  my  ancestral  feuks  or  nune  the  wound 
I  bleed  vtiihal,  and,  had  it  been  conferr'd 
weapon,  it  had  AowM  unboi 


shaUno 


Ik  in  the  ( 


it — Hum  ahalt  ta 

Which  if  /  have  not  token  for  the  sake— 
lut  let  that  pass — I  sleep,  but  thou  shall  yet  awal 

CXXXIV. 
And  if  my  voice  break  forth,  t  is  not  that  now 
I  shrink  from  what  is  sulTer'd:  let  bim  speak 
Who  hath  beheld  decline  upon  my  brow. 
Or  seen  my  mind's  convulaon  leave  it  weak ; 
But  in  this  page  a  record  will  I  seek. 
Not  in  the  air  ahaJI  these  my  words  disperse, 
Though  I  be  ashes ;  a  far  hour  shall  wreak 
The  deep  prophetic  fuUiess  of  this  verse, 
ind  pile  on  human  heads  the  mountain  of  my  curi 

cxxxv. 

That  curse  shall  be  (brgivenesa— Have  I  not— 
Hear  m^my  mother  Earth !,  behold  il.  Heaven 


CXSXVI. 

"  From  mighty  wrongs  to  petty  perfidy,!" 
Have  I  not  seen  what  human  things  co^ld  do  ? 
From  the  loud  roar  of  foaming  calumny  ,  .  ■ 
To  die  small  whisper  of  tho  as  paltry  few, 
And  Bubder  venom  of  the  reptile  crew, 

..The  Janus  glance  of  whose  signiiicuil  eye. 


[oething  unearthly, 
ie  the  remember'd 


db,  Google 


CHILDE  HARJLD'S  PILGRIMAGE. 


VnJ  hew 


CXXSVIII. 

lesSj  yet  ihiiB  omnipotent,  which  hero 
St  in  the  shadow  of  the  midnight  hou 


a  part  of  what  has  bei 
Bpol,  all-Eccing  but  ujisf 
CXXXIX. 

ost'd  applau. 


Both 


As  man  was  slau^hlerM  by  hi: 
And  wherefore  slaughMr'dt  wherefore 
Such  WGie  the  bloody  Circus'  genial  I; 
And  the  imparial  pleaaute.—Wherefor 
What  mallere  where  we  fall  to  fill  the  i 
Of  ^^0J^nf^-on  batlle-plains  or  llaied  S] 


■..M-- 


le  the  first  of  a  thunder-shower ; 
sensed  the  inhuman  shout  which 


AU  this  rusb'd  with  his  blood— Shall  he  expire, 
Aiiil  unavenged  ? — Arise !  je  Goths,  and  glut  your  iie! 
CXLIL 
Bui  here,  where  murder  breathed  her  bioody  steam ; 


Hero,  where  the  Roman  milllon'B  blama  or 
Was  death  or  life,  the  playthings  of  a  eron 
My  voice  sounds  much — and  M  Ihe  slats' 
On  the  arena  mid— seats  ctush'd— walls  h 


And  marvel  where  the  spiul  co 
Halh  il  indeed  been  plunder-d, 
Altai  dovelopod,  opens  the  d 
When  Ihe  ouloasal  fabric's  fori 


The  garland-forest,  which  Iha  gray  walls  wet 
Like  laurels  Ml  the  bald  first  Ciesar's  head;' 
When  the  light  shines  serene  but  doth  nol  gli 
Then  in  this  magic  circle  riuse  the  doad  : 


On  their  foundatio 


Shrino  of  all  s^nts,  and  temple  of  all ) 
From  Jove  to  Jesus— spared  and  Heal 
Looking  irarujuillity,  while  Jails  or  nod 
Arch,  empire,  eacfi  thing  round  thee,  i 
His  way  through  thorns  to  ashes— glo 
Shalt  thouoot  last?  Time's  scythe  an 
Shiver  upon  thee — saneluary  Hud  born 
If  art  and  piety— Pantheon !— pride  of 
CXLVir. 
Belie  of  nobler  days,  and  noblest  arts 
DespoTdyei  perfect,  with  thy  circle  i 
A  holineES  appealing  to  all  hearts— 
To  art  a  model  ]  and  to  him  who  treat 
Rome  for  the  sake  of  ages,  glory  shec 
Her  light  tlu-ough  thy  sole  aperture ;  I 


cxLvni. 

i  a  dungeon,  in  whose  dhn  drear  light " 
J I  gaze  on  J  Noliiiogi   Looka^ain! 
ms  are  slowly  sbadow'd  on  my  sight— 
lulatcd  phantoms  of  the  brain: 
so ;  I  see  them  full  and  pl^n — 
nan,  and  a  teniae  young  and  fab, 

—hut  what  doth  she  there, 


With  her  unmanlled  m 


Full  swells  the  deep  pi 
Where  on  the  1 


CXUX. 

puro  fountiu 
and/r«„,h. 


t  into  ntother,  in  Ihe  innocent  Iuok, 
ven  the  piping  cry  of  hps  that  brook 
>ain  and  small  suspense,  a  joy  perceives 
I  knows  nol,  when  irom  out  Its  cradled  nc 
sees  her  little  bud  put  forth  its  leaves- 
may  the  Ihiit  be  yet?— I  know  noi—iJai 
Eve's.   . 


by  Google 


BYRON'S  WQRKS. 


Hut  he 


CL. 


re  Toulh  offers  to  old  age  the  foe 
10  milk  of  hia  own  gifl : — it  is  her  s 
To  whom  she  renrlcra  baok  the  debt  o 
Born  with  bet  birth.  Ko :  he  shall  ni 
While  in  Ihoae  fJorm  and  lovely  veina 
or  health  and  bot;  feeling  can  provide 


deep  so 


CLI. 

tany  fable  of  the  milky 
ot  thy  Morj'a 


Where  Bparhle  diatunt  worlds :— O 
To  thy  sire's  heart,  repleoishmg  it> 


Imperial  mimic  of  old  Egypt's  piles. 
Colossal  copyist  of  deformity, 
Whose  U-avell'd  phantasy  from  the  far 


To  view  the  huge  design  whieh  sprung  from  t 

CLin. 

But  iol  the  dome— the  vast  and  wondro 
To  which  Diana's  marvel  was  a  cell- 
Christ's  mighty  shrine  nbova  his  martyr' 
I  have  beheld  the  Ephesion's  miracle— 
Its  columns  strew  the  wilderness,  and  dv 
The  hyiena  and  the  jndial  in  iheir  shade 
I  halt  beheld  Sophia's  bright  roolii  swell 
Their  glittering  moss  i'  the  sun,  and  hav 
ttB  sanctuary  the  while  the  usurping  Moslei 

CUV. 

But  ihou,  of  temples  old,  or  altars  new, 
Siandest  alone — with  notiung  hke  Ui  Ihei 
Worthiest  of  God,  the  holy  and  the  true 
Since  Zion's  desolation,  when  that  He 
Forsook  his  former  city,  what  could  be,. 

Of  a  sublimer  aspect3  W=jeatj, 


genius  of  Ihe  spot, 
al,  and  can  only  find 
■iit  appear  enshruied 


Hich  marbles- 

-richer  paintino— shri 

caw 

TJie  lamps  of 

gold-and  haughty  do 

ewl 

In  air  with  earth's  chief  structures,  Ih 

migh 

Sits  on  the  firm 

claim. 

CLvn. 

Thou  seeal  not  all ;  but  piecemeal  th 

To  separate 

twho 

And  as  the  o 

ean  many  hays  »iL  m 

ke, 

That  ask  the 

thys 

To  more  imm 

diate  objects,  and  con 

Thy  thoughts 

un^l  thy  mind  hath  go 

byh 

Its  eloquent  p 

oportions,  and  unroll 

t.  mighty  gra 

uatJons,  part  by  part, 

Tho  glory  whie 

at  once  upon  thee  did 
CLVIII. 

noldi 

Not  by  its  fa 
Isbutofgrad 

It— but  thine  r  our  out 

«ard 

That  what  .V 

have  of  feeling  most  intens 

faint  eipression;  even 

soth 

Fools  our  fon 

gaie,  and,  greatest  of  the 

Defies  at  first 

Till,  growing 

isdila 

Our  spirits  to  th 

esLie  of  that  they  con 
CLIX. 

cmpi 

Then  pause. 

In  such  a  sur 

ey  than  the  sating  gaa 

Of  wonder  pi 

jsed,  or  awe  which  w 

old  a, 

The  worship 

f  the  place,  or  the  me 

Of  an  and  il 

great  masters,  who  c 

uldr 

What  former 

ime,  nor  skill,  nor  tbo. 

ghtc 

CLK. 

Or,  turning  to  the  Va^oao,  go  sco 
Laocoon's  torture  dignifying  .pMi— 


pe,  and  deepening  of 
I  man's  clench ;  the  k 
the  living  Ibiks, — the  ( 


od  of  Dfe, 
n  in  hum= 


id  poesy,  s 


lb  triumph  in  the  frght ; 
The  shall  hath  just  been  shot — the  arrow  brigta 
With  an  immortal's  Tengoancc ;  in  his  eye 
And  nostril  beautiful  disdaiti,  and  might. 
And  majesty,  Bash  their  full  lightnings  by, 
Daveloomg  in  Ihai  one  glance  the  Deity. 
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CLXir. 

Bui  in 

alafotm-adfea 

Shapei 

Andm 

nihalvi^n-B 

All  thtt 

i>l«a!  1 

CBWy  ever  bles3'< 

Them 

«lm(h 

nils  most  uneac 

When 

Xmy 

lalily— apd  sloo. 

BT-like, 

around 

unlil  Ihey  gather 

cLxin. 

And  if 

the? 

■omelheus  stole  fii 

Thsfir 

whirh 

By  him 

(ovvho 

m  the  energy  wa. 

Could  not  the  grave  Ibrgel  thee,  and  lay  Vv 

In  the  Bad  midnight ,  while  Ehy  heart  still  bkilj 
The  mother  of  a  moment,  o'er  Ihy  boy, 
Death  huah'd  that  pang  for  ever :  with  thee  fiei 


soMilseem'dtocloT. 


CLXIX. 


Peasai 


.be, 


And  Timi 


h  halloH-'d  it, 
,— nor  halh  it 


A  lingo  of  years,  hut  breath 

CLXIV, 

But  where  is  he,  the  Bigrim  of  my  Bonf. 
The  bang  who  upheld  it  through  the  pasi 
Methinka  he  ciKnolh  late  end  tarries  long. 

Hia  nanderings  done,  his  visions  ebbing 
And  he  himself  as  nothing : — if  he  was 
Aughl  but  a  phantasy,  and  could  he  clasi 

Hiss 


IV  fades 


CLXV. 


Which  gathers  shadow. 


Through  whieh  all  thinj 


cloud 


{inks,  ar 


Till  glory's  self  i 

A  melancholy  halo  scarce  allowed 

Sadder  than  saddest  night,  for  they  distract  the  gaze, 
CLXVL 
And  send  us  prying  into  the  abyss. 
To  gather  what  we  shall  be  when  the  frame 
Shall  be  resolved  to  something  loss  than  this 
Its  wretched  essence ;  and  to  dteam  of  fame, 
And  wipe  the  dust  from  olf  the  idle  name 

Ob,  happier  thought!  can  we  be  made  the  same! 
It  is  enough  in  sooth  that  once  we  bore 


so  happy,  so  adori 
Those  who  weep  not  for  kuigs  shall  wcop  for  Ihee, 
And  Freedom's  heart,  grown  heavy,  cease  to  hoard 
Her  many  griefs  for  Oke  ;  for  she  had  poui'd 
Het  orisons  for  thee,  snd  o'er  thy  head 
Beheld  her  Itis— Thou,  too,  lonely  lord. 
And  desolate  consort— vainly  werl  Ihou  vied ! 
The  husband  of  a  year!  the  father  of  the  dead ! 

or  sackcloth  vras  thy  wedding  garment  made ; 
Thy  bridal's  fruit  is  ashes :  in  the  dust 
The  fair-hair'd  daughter  of  the  isles  is  laid, 
The  love  of  millions !    How  we  did  intrust 
Futurity  to  her  I  and,  though  il  must 

Our  children  should  obey  her  child,  and  bless'd 
Her  and  her  hoped-for  seed,  whose  promise  seem'd 
Like  stars  to  shepherds'  eyesi-^-'t  was  but  a  meteot 

CLSXI. 

Woe  unto  ns,  not  her ;  for  she  sleeps  well : 
The  fickle  wreath  of  popular  breath,  the  tonguo 
Of  hollow  counsel,  the  lalse  oracle. 
Which  from  the  birth  of  monarchy  hath  rung 
Its  koell  in  piinceiy  eats,  till  the  o'erstung 
Nations  have  arm'd  in  madness,  the  strange  fate 


Tiichtu 


Aga 


El  their 


CliXXII. 

so  young,  s. 


Our  hcai 

Good  without  effort,  ^ 
But  now  a  bride  and  molher — and  now  tkerel 
How  many  ties  did  that  stern  moment  tear : 
n  thy  are'a  to  his  humblest  aui^ect'a  breasi 


Hark!  forth  fr 
A  long  low  di! 
Sfich  as  arise: 


CLXTII. 

anl  murmur  of  dread  sound, 
when  a  nation  bleeds 
Lp  and  immedicable  wound ; 
tnd  darkness  yawns  the  rending  ground. 


?r  breast  yields  no  relief^ 


Is  Imk'd 
Whose  shock  i^ 
The  land  which  loved  thee  so  that  none  c 

CLXXIU. 

Lo,  Nemi ! "  navell'd  in  the  woody  hi 
So  far,  that  Ilie  uprooting  wmd,  which 
The  oak  from  his  founda^on,  and  wl 
The  ocean  o'er  its  iioundary,  and  hi 
Its  foam  ag^nst  the  skies,  reluctant 
The  oval  nurror  of  thy  glassy  lakc,- 
And,  calm  as  cherlshM  hate,  its  surl 
A  deep  cold  settled  aspect  nought  c£ 
^11  coii'd  into  itself  and  round,  as  sleei. 


ob,L,oogle 


BYRON'S  WORKS. 


CLXXIV. 

Andf  near,  Albano's  scarco  divided  wares 
Shine  rrom  a  sislcr  -valley ;— and  afar 
The  Tiber  winds,  and  Uie  broad  ocean  laves 
The  Latian  coast  where  sprang  the  Bpio  war, 

Rose  o'er  an  empire; — but  benealh  Ihyrighl 
Tully  reposed  from  Kome ; — and  where  joa  bar 
or  girdling  mountains  intercepts  the  siglit. 
The  Sabine  farm  was  till'd,  the  weary  bard's  delight." 

CLXXV. 

But  I  Torget.— My  Pilgrim's  shrine  is  won, 

HiB  [ask  and  mine  alike  are  nearly  done ; 
Yet  once  more  let  us  look  i^on  (he  sea ; 
The  midland  ocean  breaks  on  Mm  and  me, 


CLSXVI. 

Upon  the  bkie  Symplegades :  long  years- 


For  earth's  destruc 
Spurning  him  from 
And  send'sl  lum,  s 


Of  lord  of  thee,  and  arbiter  of  war ; 
These  are  thy  toys,  and,  as  the  snowy  flake, 
They  melt  into  thy  yeast  of  waves,  which  mai 
AUke  the  Armada's  pride,  or  spoils  of  Trafalgar. 


nan  to  trouble  what  is  clear. 

CLXXVII. 

ft  were  my  dweBing-place, 


Oh !  that  the  desert  were 

With  one  lur  spirit  for  mj 

That  I  might  all  forget  the  human  ra 

And,  hating  no  one,  love  but  only  hei 

Te  elements  !— in  whose  ennobling  i 

I  feel  myself  exallBd— can  je  not 

Accord  me  such  a  bemg  7    Do  I  err 


By  the  dee| 
I  love  not  n 
From  these 


cLxxxin, 

Thou  glorious  narror,  where  the  Almighty's  form 

CaJm  or  convulsed — in  breeze,  or  gale,  or  storm, 
Iraig  the  pole,  or  in  the  torrid  clime 
iJark-heavuig ; — boundless,  endless,  and  sublime- 


Obeys  thee  ;  thou  goest  forth,  dread,  fathomless,  alon 
CLXXXIV. 
d  I  have  loved  thee,  oi 


___  <p  the  e^rlh.wj*_rojn— his  contr 
Slops  with  the  shore ; — upon  the  ivatery  p 
Tiie  wrecks  ate  all  thv  deed,  nor  doth  rem 
A  shadow  of  man's  ravage,  save  his  own. 
When,  for  i  moment,  like  a  drop  of  rain, 
H«  sulks  inio  Ihy  depths  with  bubbling  groi 
Wuhoul  a  grave,  unkisTd  imcoflin'd,  ajid  uii 


)f  youthf 


e,  hke  thy  bubbles,  ot 

Wereadelight;  and  if  the  freshening  sei 
Made  them  a  terror — 't  was  a  pleasing  G 
For  I  was  as  it  were  a  child  of  Ihee, 
And  trusted  to  thy  billows  far  and  near, 
And  laid  my  haJid  upon  thy  mane — as  I  do  ] 


IVIyla 


died  in 


CI.XKSV. 


ireak  of  this  protraotec 
The  torch  shall  be  extinguish'd  which  hi 
My  Inidnight  lamp — and  what  is  writ,  is 

That  which  I  have  been — and  my  nsion; 

Leas  palpably  before  me— and  the  glow 

Which  in  my  spirit  dwelt  is  flutlerinj,  fain 
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:XXVI.  Lssaaalnation  is  nol  confined  B 

^ru^e  nightly,  and  not  a  Sicili 


NOTES. 
CANTO  I. 


said  ilie  guide,  "of  a  king  who  broke 


onvondon  of  Ciittra  wsa  signed  in  Ihopalao! 
Jarchese  MariiJvru  The  lata  exploits  of  Lord 
ton  have  slTaccd  the  follias  of  Cintra.  He  tias, 
done  wonders:  he  has  perhaps  changed  tho 
T  of  a  nation,  reconcile  rival  superetiikms, 

Note  6.  Stanza  xjui. 
Yet  Mirra  Bluil  one  inomenl  claim  dplaj-, 
ixtentofMafra  is  prodigious;  it  contains  a  psl 
Lvenr,  and  most  superb  clturch.  The  six  org.'uis 
most  boauuful  I  aver  bolield  in  point  of  deuu- 
we  did  nol  hear  ihem,  but  wero  tuiil  that  llieir 
ire  coiiespondent  to  Iheir  splenduut.  Mafra  is 
Ihe  Eaewial  of  PorhigaL 

Note  6.  Slansa  nioiii. 


of  immense  depth;  the  upp 

On  the  other  side  of  Cas 

with  a  range  of  caverns  d 
parentiy  leading  to  the  intari. 
ably  to  the  Corycian  Cavern 


mountain  i  prob-  g 
d  by  Pausai '  ' 
id  tha"DeiV3  0f  5' 


Note  2.  Stanza  sx. 
nt  of  "  Our  Lady  of  Pun, 


iha  hills,  the  s 


nandl  is  tb 
n  Charles,  Ih 


f  most  of  the  Spanish  pBtdotit 
ly  in  dispraise  of  the  old  Kin^ 
id  the  PruicB  of  Peace.    I  hav. 


Id,  that  in  the  year  IED9, 
■eats  of  Lisbon  and  its  ricii 

;n  were  daily  butchered !  a 
.  obtained,  w, 


ly  of  them;  i 

Godoy,  the  Prmdpe  de  la  Poe,  was  born  at  Badajoi, 
■  e  frontiers  of  Portugal,  and  was  originally  in  the 
of  the  Spanish  Guards,  till  his  person  aiUncted 

lia,  etc.  etc.    It  ia  to  iWs  man  that  the  Spauiatila 


jmpafriol  detcnd- 
elf  against  lu3  allies.  1  was  once  stopped  n: 
lo  the  theahe  at  eight  o'ckek  in  the  evenmg. 
slraela  were  not  more  empty  than  Ihey  gener- 
Lt  that  hour,  opposite  to  an  open  shop,  and  in 
e  ivilh  a  Mend ;  had  we  not  forttnialely  been 
have  not  the  least  doubt  that  we  shonld  have 
a  lale  instead  of  te 


The  red  cockado,  with  "Fernando  Seplimo 


m  a  battery  will  recollect  the 
h  shot  and  shells  are  piled, 
s'  fbniflad  ui  evoty  defile  d 
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Prado,  decorated  wilh  medals  and  ordera,  bjr  command 

Rote  8.  Stanza  i. 

of  iho  Junta. 

But  worBe  than  eleel,  and  flame,  end  ag"  ^ow. 

Note  12.  Stamalviii. 

Of  ^cn  »ho  ne.«  telt  ihe  Mtreil  ,loiv 

Thai  IhooghlH  of  then  and  thine  on  puTiBh'dhroasts  bestow. 

Vsr:iZ''^f!Zi^t!i^.t^^t^l 

We  can  all  fed,  or  imagine,  the  regret  with  which 

the  ruins  of  cities,  once  the  capitals  of  empire!,  are 

Note  13.  Stanza  \x. 

too  trits  to  require  recapitulation.     But  never  did  the 

litdeneas  of  man,  and  the  vanity  of  his  very  best  virtues. 

TheMSlaniaswere™tlenmCartri(DElpho3),atth« 

of  patriotiam  to  eialt,  and  of  valour  to  defend  his 

country,  appear  more  conspicuous  Ihan  in  the  record 

Note  14.  Stanza  III, 

of  what  Athens  was,  and  the  ccrtunly  of  what  she  now 

fsnisSZTtA'^^'^^^^.is^'^^. 

is.    This  theatre  of  contention  between  mighty  factions, 

of  the  struggles  of  orators,  the  exaltation  and  depoaltion 

Seville  was  the  Hispalis  of  the  Romans. 

of  lytanla,  the  triumph  and  punishment  of  generals,  is 

NotslS.  Slaraata. 

now  become  a  scene  of  petty  intrigue  and  perpetual 

A^  re.  BtBQtian  >hade«  •-  the  reason  whrl 

disturbance,  between  the  bickering  agents  of  certain 

This  was  written  at  Thehea,  and  consequently  in  tlie 

British  nobility  and  gentry.     "  The  wild  fojea,  the  owls 

best  situation  fir  asking  and  answering  auch  a  quea 

and  serpents  in  the  ruins  of  Babylon,"  were  surelyless 

tion ;  not  aa  the  birth-place  of  Pindar,  hut  aa  the  capital 

of  Bceotia,  where  Ihe  firat  riddle  was  propo  inded  an  I 

plea  of  conqueat  for  Ihar  tyranny,  and  the  Greeks  have 

solved. 

only  suffrred  the  fortune  of  war,  incidental  to  the 

Note  16.  SlaniabLfxii. 

Some  biller  D'ei  the  Bowen  iis  bubbUng  vecom  Biasa. 

^^Mnilin  lie  fanTB  looorLim 

bmvest,    but  how  are  the  mighty  fahen,  when   two' 
piuiters  contest  the  privilege  of  plundering  the  Par- 
thenon and  triumph  in  turn,  according  to  the  tenor  o( 

Buriil  amaiL  ali^id,  „™l  iS  b5»  flSlbos  WMt    -Imc 

each  succeeding  firman !  SyUa  could  hut  punish,  Philip 

Note  17.  Stanza  hjiv. 

subdue  and  Xerxes  bum  Athens ;  but  it  remauied  for 

A  traitor  only  fell  beneath  the  Feud. 

the  paltry  antiquarian,  and  his  despicable  agents,  to 

Alluding  to  the  conduct  and  death  of  Solano,  the 

Govemnr  of  Cadiz. 

The  Parthenon,  before  its  destriiction  m  part,  by  fire. 

Note  18.  Stanza  Ixxxvi. 

duruig  the  Venetian  sege,  had  been  a  templo,  a  church, 
and  a  mosque.    In  each  point  of  view  it  is  an  oliJBCt  of 

place  of  worship  thrice  sacred  to  devotion:  Ha  violation 

'War  to  Uie  knife ;"  Falafoi's  answer  to  the  French 

General  at  the  siege  of  Saragoia. 

is  a  triple  sacrilege.     But 

Note  19.  Stanza  joi. 

"Men.  vain  man. 

Dreslinalilllehmraolhoriu^.     ^.  ^, 

The  honourable  I*.  W**.or  the  Guards,  whodiedo 

Plays  Bucl.  fsniiMTC  uiche  before  h:«h  heaven. 
As  make  the  Bneels  weep." 

B  fever  at  Coimbra.    I  had  known  him  ten  yeara,  the 

better  half  of  his  life,  and  the  happiest  part  of  mine. 

Notes.  Stanza V. 

In  the  short  apace  of  one  month  t  have  lost  her  who 

Far  on  ihn  eelilarf  sbore  be  sleeps. 

rave  me  bang"!  and  moat  of  those  who  had  m-tdo  Ihal 
b»ng  tolerable.    To  me  the  lines  of  YotJHU  are  no 
fiction: 

It  vtas  not  always  the  custom  of  the  Greeks  to  hurt 

their  dead ;  the  greater  Ajai  in  particular  was  inlerrca 

entire.    Almost  jiL  the  chiefs  became  gods  after  thai 

decease,  and  he  was  indeed  neglected  who  had  not  an- 

'A^Bif^i^^z^BB'^ks'h^m?' 

nual  gamea  near  hia  lomb,  or  festivals  in  honour  of  his 

late  Charles  Skinner  Matthews,  Fellow  of  Downing  Col- 

memory by  bis  countrymen,  as  Achilles,  Brasidas,  etc., 
and  at  last  even  Anlinous,  whose  death  was  as  heroic  ai 
his  life  was  infamous. 

lege,  Cambridge,  were  he  not  loo,  mueh  above  all  ^iralae 

Note  4.  Stanza  t. 

flf  grealei  honours,  against  the  ablest  candidates,  than 

Here,  son  of  Saturn  :  was  thy  fay'rite  thriin.i. 

those  of  any  graduate  on  record  at  Cambridge,  have 

The  temple  of  Jupiter  Olympius,  of  which  sixteen 

lumriently  established  his  fame  on  the  spot  where  it 

cokunna  entirely  of  marble  yetsm'vive:  originally  theie 

were  ISO.    Those  colinnns,  however,  are  by  many  sup- 

wction of  friends  who  loved  him  too  woU  to  envy  his 

posed  to  have  belonged  to  the  Pantheon, 

mioeriorilj. 

Notes.  Stanza  «. 

The  diip  was  wrecked  in  the  Archipelago. 

CANTO  II. 

Notes.  StaraajiL 

Note  I.  St^za  1. 

To  rive  what  Oolh.  gnd  Turk,  and.time  ham  spared 

At  thia  moment  (January  3,  1S09),  bc^des  wtiat  hal 

-aesnUe  of  war  and  waulue  tire— 

been  already  deposited  in  London,  a  Hydriot  vessel  Is 

ui  the  Pir^ius  to  receive  every  pos^ble  relic.  Thus,  as  1 

H  >  niogaime  during  the  Venolian  dega. 

heard  a  yonng  Greek  observe,  in  coram™  with  msnv  of 

b,  Google 


CHILDE  HAROLD'S  PILGRIMAGE. 


ih 


IS  they  are,  they  y^t  feel 


m  y  liord  I 


dAlh 

nat  d  L  en  th  enl  or  dcvoslotion;  and, 
Ih  G  9k  Jmder  f  V  irea  In  Sicily,  who  foUowea  me 
same  profession,  he  has  provail  ihe  able  inslrumenl  of 
plunder.  Between  this  aitisl  and  Ihe  french  consul 
Fauvel,  who  wishes  to  rescue  the  remains  for  his  own 
Eovemmenl,  there  is  now  a  liolenl  dispulo  concerning 

locked  up  by  the  consul,  and  Lusi^  has  laid  his  corn- 
plant  before  the  Wnywode.  Lord  Elgi"  has  been  ex- 
tremely happy  in  his  choice  of  Signer  Lusieri.  Durin; 
a  re»dence  of  ten  years  in  Athens,  be  never  had  thi 


jcced  US  far  as  Suiunm, '  till  he  accom- 


ist  all  unfi 


utiful; 


i..T^iu^c..<.>  «,  .™.".s  medals,  appreciating  cameos, 
sketching  columns,  and  cheapening  gems,  their  little 
absurdities  are  as  harmless  as  insect  or  fox-buntuig, 
niaiden-speochilying,  barouche-drivmg,  or  any  such 
pastime  j  hut  when  they  cany  away  three  or  four  ship- 
loads of  the  most  valuable  and  massy  relica  that  time 
end  barbarism  have  left  to  the  most  injured  and  most 
celebrated  of  cities ;  when  they  destroy,  in  a  Tun  at- 
tempt to  tear  down,  those  works  which  haie  been  the 
admiration  of  ages,  I  'know  no  motive  wliich  can  ex- 
cuse, no  name  which  can  designate,  tho  perpetrators  of 
this  dastardly  desoslalion.  It  was  not  the  least  of  the 
crimes  laid  to  the  charge  of  Verres,  that  ho  had  plun- 
dered Sicily,-in  the  manner  since  inutated  at  Athens. 
The  most  unblushing  impudence  cguld  hardly  go  fur- 
ther than  to  alfii  the  name  of  its  plunderer  to  the  walls 
of  the  Acropolis ;  while  the  wanton  and  useless  deface- 
ment of  tho  whole  range  of  the  basso-relieTos,  in  one 
compartment  of  the  leraple,  will  nerer  permit  that  name 


Falliu  anil  rielo  an 


9<leadorniihl.brLi>iii 


ThlsumpleufM 


On  this. 


lionl  speak  impartially: 

;r  of  collections,  conseiiuenl]; 


sarly  prepossessions  in  favour  ofGrci 
and  do  not  think  the  honour  of  England  advanced  by 
plunder,  wheth"r  of  India  or  Al^ca. 

Another  noble  Lord  has  done  better,  because  ho  hoi 
done  Ices  :  but  some  others,  more  or  luss  noble,  yet 
■   '■ )ne6M(,h, 


deal  of  e: 


ounlermining,  they  havi 
nothing  at  all.  Wo  had  such  ink-shed,  and  wine-shed, 
which  almost  ended  in  blood-shed  I  Lord  E.^s  "  prig,^' 
— see  Jonathan  Wylde  for  ihe  defuiilion  of  "  pnggism," 
— quarrelled  with  another,  Orgpnn'  byname  (a  very 


,ss),  a 


^at  no  dinner  ailcrwards. 
d  when  I  left  Greece.  1 
Ir  squabble,  for  they  want) 


jof 


my  friend  Dr.  Clarke,  whose  name  requires  no  corn- 
fold  waghl  to  my  tcsUmiBiy,  to  insert  the  following  ei- 

"  When  the  last  of  Ihe  Metopes  was  taken  from  Ihe 
Parthenon,  and,  in  moving  of  it,  great  part  of  the  sn- 

down  by  the  workmen  whom  LiH^  Elgin  employed  ; 
the  Ihsdar,  who  beheld  the  mischief  done  to  the  build- 
ing, took  bis  pipe  from  his  mouth,  dropped  a  tear,  aJid, 


Tho  Disdar  alluded  to  was  Ihe  father  of  the  pr 

s^al 

is.lar. 

No 

eB.  Stanza  liv. 

.^A2'&'liVr'-' 

ngtoZoz 

niuB,Mmerva  and  Achilles  f 

phi- 

edAlar 

cfrom  Ih 

Acropolis ;  but  others  relate 

ihm 

leGothi 

nearly  as  mischievous  as  Ihe 

-SeeCH 

No 

9.  Stanza  iviii. 

Thene 

tent  bkicks  or  splinters  from 

igonde 

10.'siania™x. 

Gffiai 

said  to  ha 

e  been  the  island  of  Calypsc 
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Now  11.  StaniaxMviii. 

Lend  of  Albaninl  let  me  bend  mine  orei 

On  thee.  U.00  miseJ  aor^  of  M.ase  mta ! 

Albania  coniprisea  part  of  Macedonia,  Illjria,  Cha- 

nni^a 

ud  Epirus.    Iskander  is  the  Turkish  word  lor 

der;  and  th«  celebrated  Scanderbeg  (Loid  Al- 

eiander)  is  alluded  lo  in  Ihs  Shird  and  fourth  lines  of 

ihe  thirty-eighth  etanjo.    I  do  not  know  whether  I  am 

lorreo 

in  makmg  Scandarbeg  the  countryman  of  Alei- 

ander, 

whowas  l»rQ  at  Pella  in  Maeedon,  but  Mr. 

Gihbo 

terns  him  10,  and  adds  Pjiriius  to  the  Ust,  in 

.peak 

g  of  his  exploits. 

Of  Albania,  Gibbon  remaiks.Aat  a  country  "withm 

irighip 

Ilaly,  is  tea  known  than  the  interior  of  Ame- 

.i^n,1 

k!  Mr.  Hohllouse  sid  myself  into  that  country, 

befo™ 

we  ™ited  any  other  part  nf  the  Ottoman  doinin- 

and  with  the  eiccption  of  Major  LetJte,  then 

Olfioially  resident  at  Joannina,  no  other  Englishmen 

haree 

»er  advanced  beyonJ  the  capital  into  the  interior, 

as  tha 

that  tima,  (Ootoher,  1809),  oarrvmg  on  war 

against  Ibrahim  Paoha,  whom  he  had  driven  to  Herat, 

ward  to  Mesaalonghi  in  jEtolia.  Thei 


t  they 


H.  for  England,  I  was  se 
Morea,  these  men  savei 

ly  phyacian,  whose  thri 

ras  not  cured  within  a  given  tuno.     10 

lie  refusal  of  Dr.  Romanelli's  prcscriplior 
ly  recovery.  1  had  left  my  last  remai 
Eertant  at  Athens  ;  my  dragoman  was  BS 
id  my  poor  Aniaouts  nursed  me  with 

They  hail,  a  i 
Dervi^  lieing 
lys  s<iuabWin_ 
ich  lliat  four  of  the 


but  though  fumii 
hI  escorted  by  one-of  the  Viaer' 

%  a  journey  which,  on  out  rein 


inity  of  Zitia  and  Delvi 


to  Tepaleni,  hb 

fl  accordingly  Ibl 
is)  in  BEConi 


lage  of  Bpirus  and  Alban: 
On  Albania  ai  '  *"    '  ' 
descant,  because 


The  Amaouls,  or  Albanese,  struck  mo  fordhlyhj' 
their  resemblance  10  tho  Highlanders  of  Scotland, 
dress,  figure,  and  manner  of  living.  Their  very  mou 
tains  seemed  Caledonian,  with  a  kinder  climate.  T 
kilt,  though  white ;  tha  spare,  active  form ;  'htdr  di 
leoi,  Celtic  in  its  sound,  and  th<ur  hardy  habits,  all  c: 


and  dreaded  !ij  their  neighbours 
Greeks  hardly  regard  them  as  C. 
as  Moslems ;  and  m  fact  titey  : 


IS  the  Albanese :  the 


e  predatory; 


i  andDer- 


Ihe  h 


th— whom 
hiwfully,  bought  ho««yer — a  thing  quite  cont 

ily  gallant  amongst  1 


parsuasio 


,  and  had  the 
led  wilii  the  h 


cuffed  u 
lannor.  Yet  he  neven  passed  a 
dg  hunself;  and  I  remembec  th< 
ng  St.  Sophia,  in  Slambol,  teca 
a  place  of  his  worship.  On  reu 
■■    ■  -  iings,hi 


fiablyai 


Jiaracter.    As  Tar  as  my  o*vn  espericnce 

tpeak  faToiu-ably.    I  was  attended  by  two,  an  Infidel 

und  a  Mussulman,  to  Constantinople  and  every  other 

more  faithful  in  peril,  or  indefatigable  in  service,  arc 

KiEleni,  Di!i'^sb  Tahiri ;  the  former  a  man  of  middle 


awered,  *'  our  church  is  holy,  o 

ears  of  the  first  "  papaa"  who  refused  .to  assist  m  any 
roipiired  operation,  as  was  always  found  to  be  neces- 
sary where  a  priest  had  any  influence  with  the  Cogia 
Bashi  of  his  village.    Indeed  a  more  abandoned  race 

Greek  clergy. 

When  preparations  wore  made  for  my  setum,  my 
Albanians  were  summoned  to  receive  their  pay.  Easih 
look  his  with  an  awkward  show  of  regret  at  my  in- 
tended departure,  and  marched  away  (o  bis  quarters 
with  his  bag  of  piastres.  I  sent  for  Derlish,  but  tor 
some  time  he  was  not  to  be  found ;  at  last  he  entered, 
just  as  Signet  Logothcti,  father  lo  the  ci-devant  Anglo- 
consnl  of  Athens,  and, some  other  of  my  Greek  at- 

but  on  a  sudden  dashed  it  to  the  ground ;  and  clasping 
his  hands,  which  ho  raised  to  his  forehead,  rushed  out 
of  the  room  weeping  bitterly.  From  that  moment  to 
the  hour  of  my  embarkation,  he  continued  his  lament- 
ations, and  all  our  efforts  to  console  him  only  produced 

Logothoti,  who  never  wept  before  fiit  any  thing  less 


the 

OSS 

ehed;  th. 

pad 

1  of  the 

viators— and  I 

^rilybe- 

n  "Sterne's  foolish  fat  s 

'  would 

hnv 

-M 

lish-ketlle"  to 

wit 

theun 

aMe 

cteda 

ndu 

nexpected  sort 

arba 

an. 

IP 

iboutthefou 

nh  of  a  Itut 

DB. 
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inure  EVom  England,  a  noUi 
iate  liad  excused  hknseir  fron 
cause  ho  had  to  allend  a.  telalion  A 

occurrence  anj  Ihe  paai  recollec- 


'Hut  Dervish  ivould  1e 


wilh  eo 


gcramlilin^ 


srihen* 


dozea  provmces  ti 
getncr,  uiey  are  unwilling  to  Ee|Kirale ;  but  his  preee 
feelings,  contrasted  with  his  naiivs  fermaly,  unprovi 
my  oiitriioa  oT  tlui  human  heart.    [  hcUave  this  almost 
Teudal  lidelitj  is  frequent  anioilgst  lliem.     One 
our  joiimej  over  Plu'naSBus,  an  Englishman  in 


aajd,  That  on  the  day  previous  to  Ihe  l>all' 
I,  Anthony  had  thirteen  kings  at  his  levee. 

Note  16.  Stanra  ilv. 
Look  ivheiQ  Ub  samwl  CKtai's  Iruphiea  roM. 
ipolis,  whose  ruins  are  most  extensive,  ix  at  > 
e  from  Aclium,  where  the  wail  of  Uie  Hi 

Note  17.   Stanza  ilvii. 
Jrding  to  Pouqueville,  the  Lake  of  Yanina ; 


rich  ho  uiilucliily  m 


a  Wow ; 


It  the  hi 


,  tht 


Trav 


dckme;  2;<m  are  my  master,  Ihav 
t  by  thai  bread  I  (a  usual  oath) 
.  I  would  have  stabbed  the  dog  ;( 


hul  from  that  day  forv 
the  thouglkless  fellow 


vho  insulted  hi 


oughlj  forgave 


jf  his  counlry, 
lantoftheanoientPyrrhic;  beihatae 
it  may,  it  i^  manly,  snd  requires  wonderful  agili^.  It  is 
very  distinct  rrom  the  stupid  Itom^ka,  the  dull  round- 
about of  the  Greeks,  of  which  our  Athenian  parly  had 
so  maiij  specimens. 

Ti,e  Albanians  in  general  (I  do  not  mean  the  culliva- 
lors  of  Iha  earth  in  (he  provinces,  who  have  also  that 
appellation,  bitt  the  mountamoers)  have  a  fine  cast  of 
countenance  ;  and  the  ntosl  beallliful  woinen  I  ever  be- 
held, hi  stature  and  in  foalures,  we  saw  leueUingr  the 
road  Iffoken  down  by  the  torrents  between  Delvinachi 
and  Libochsbo.  Their  manner  of  walking  is  truly  the- 
BtHcol ;  hut  this  strut  is  probably  the  effect  of  the  ca- 
pote, or  eloali,  depending  from  one  shoulder.  Their 
long  hair  reminds  you  of  the  SparlJuis,  and  their  cour- 
age in  desulioiy  warfare  is  unqueslionaWs.  Thou^ 
ic  cavalry  araongst  tliQ  0^;des,  1 


ThecelehratedAliPadia.  Ofthisetl 

Noleia.  Stanza  xlvii. 
!  power. "SVmtfoir'roclinraM 


Five  thousand  SoUoleB,  amcoig  the  rocks  and  in  the 
castle  of  SuU,  withstood  30,000  AlbaniiinE  for'  eighteen 
:  tile  castle  at  htst  was  taken  by  bribery.    In  this 


Note 


t  jihiii 


Thocc 


id  lillagi 


ofZitia 


ney  from  Joannina,  or  Yanina,  the  lapilil  of  the  Pa- 
;halick.  Inthevslleytlie  liverKalamas  (once  the  AdiB- 
on)  flows,  and  not  far  from  Zitia  forms  a  line  cataract. 
The  situation  is  perha(B  the  finest  in  Greece,  though 
the  approach  to  Delvinachi  and  parts  of  Acamania  and 
^tolia  may  contest  the  palm.  Delphi,  Parnassus,  and, 
Allica,  eten  Cape  Colonna  and  Port  Raphti,  are 


16  appron 


to  CoosI 


Engli! 


Note  SI.  Sis 

Here  dwells  th> 

ill  monks  are  so  cf 


mildnevi 


1  saddles,  whic 
foot  they  are  not  to  bii  subdued  by  fatigue. 
Note  IS.  Stanaaxsm. 


The  Chiniariot  m 


Note  Ig.  Suoia  il. 

Aolium,  I^pnaU),  tuxii  TrilalEar. 

Acliuni  and  Trafalgar  need  no  further  mention. 

battle  of  Lepanlo,  equally  bloody  and  consideraljle,  but 

less  known,  was  fought  in  Ihe  gulf  of  Patras ;  he 

author  of  Don  Quiiole  lost  his  left  hand. 

Note  14.  Stanza  >li. 


Now  called  Kala 


by  Google 
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Hobhouae.  In  the  summer  il  muni  be  much  narrower. 
It  ceit]UD!y  is  the  flnest  rivet  in  the  J^evam  {  neither 
Adiebiia,  Alpheua,  Acheron,  Scamander,  nor  Caystet, 
B[iproached  il  in  breadUi  or  boauly. 

Note  27.  Stanza  Ixvi. 
And  fenow-counurnen  have  simJ  aLouT. 
Alluding  to  the  wreckers  of  ComivaU. 
NoteSS.  Stanza  Ixii. 

The  Albanian  Mussuhnans  do  not  ahstnin  from  wine, 
and  indeed  very  few  of  the  others. 

Esch  Falitar  Ka  table  fiotn  him  cast. 
Palihar,  shorLened  when  addressed  lo  a  single  person, 


theGteelianndAlbanesev 
properly  "a  lad." 

Note  30.   Siamalsiii. 

Ab  a  epecimen  of  the  Albanian  or  Arnaoul 
the  riyrio,  I  here  insert  two  of  their  most  popi 
songs,  which  are  generaUj  chaunLed  in  danoir 
DT  women  indisciiminately.   The  fu-st  words  a 


door  that  I  may  enter. 
Open  the  door  by  halves 


icle.  The  Amaont  girls  are  much  handsomer  liian  the 
reeks,  and  their  dress  is  far  more  picturesque.  They 
eserve  iheit  shape  much  longer  also,  from  being  al- 


I.  They  an  copied 
and  understands  the  dialect  per- 
naljra  of  Athens. 

jasa       I  am  wounded  by  thy  love, 

lofsB      Thou  hast  consumed  me! 

a.  Ah,    maid!    thou  hast 

struck  me  to  the  heart. 

IhatesaidlwUhnodow. 

ty,  but  thine  eyes  aud 


Ndi  sefda  tinde  i 


ti  siatmi  tildl  em. 

Eij  im  bhea  "pietit  si  gui 
Udi  vura  udormi  udiri  ci-  II 
Odorini  laW  holbia  u  eda 


'ithered  tree, 
have  placed 


nother  ballad.    An 


uo,  Bo,  Bo,  Bo,  Bo 

i  egem  spirta  esinnro 

Lo,   lo,   I  hear  [1 
soul. 

ee,   my 

pam  as  far  as  his  shouUer  for  some  days  aller,  and 

aliriolD  vu  le  funds 

llierelbrB  very  properly  resolved  to  teach  his  disciples 

de  veie  (unde  lunde. 

garh,  waiks  with 
pride. 

graceful 

in  future  without  touching  ihem. 

Note  31.    Seng,  stanza  1. 

Caliriot  maid  of 

Tambqurgi:  Tamliouisi!  thr  'larom  afar,  eic 

i  mi  put  e  poi  mi  le. 

eyes,  give  me  a 

kiaa. 

These  stanzas  are  partly  talien  from  diRerent  Alba- 

e  ti  pina  «ti  mora 

If  I  have  kissed  ih 

ee,  what 

ness  songs,  as  far  as  I  was  able  to  make  liiein  out  by 

mi  ri  ni  veti  udo  gia 

d?    My 

the  eiposilion  of  the  Albaneaa  in  Romaic  and  Ilalian. 

fire. 

ed  wilh 

Note  32.  Song,  stanza  8. 

a  ,e  ni  L  chc  cadalo 

Dance  lightly,  mo 
and  gemly  still. 

o  gently, 

It  w-as  taken  by  storm  from  (he  French. 

,g  harl  ti  tirete 

Make  not  so  muo 

dust  to 

Note  33.  Stanza  ksiii. 

[u  huron  cia  ura  seti 

desffoyyourem 

roidered 

Fgir  Gr>«ce !  lai  relic  ordeparted  worth,  cic. 
Some  thoughts  on  this  subject  will  be  found  in  the 

The  las.  stanza  won 

the  men 

subjoined  papers. 

nve  certainly  buskin 

texuire, 

Note  34.    SlamalsHV. 

m  the  aboTa  is  auppo 

edtobe 

sei.Maih-ar'.S'iK:.. 

g  under  their  little  ye 

o»  boots 

Phyle,  which  commands  a  beautiful  view  of  Aihens, 

™»(''(;rij™-"to 

°Sal'rJ!S)"Ti"^'i,eTh 

f.,..n,„ 

has  still  considerable  remains ;  it  was  seized  by  Thiasy 
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Note  S5.  SUnxB  I: 


or  nature.     The  di 


Nota36.  Slanialvm 

id  Medina  wtre  Laken  soi 

a  sect  yesfly  increasing. 

Nole31.  Slanialsjj 


or  MoimL  Pemdicus,  from  whenee  (he  loatble  was 
dug  that  consUucMd  ihe  public  editiccE  of  M 
The  moJcrn  mme  ia  Mount  MendelL.    An  imi 


"Si 
the  fa 

le,  viMor- 
nme  Cgun 

hero 
la- 

ca 

cas!"  was  (he  0 
-what  then  mu 

pittph  on 

foeUng 

nding 

tbe  tumulus  o 

hundrc 
dpaib 

d  (Greeks 

lies,  ,•.»  va 
Tin  of  Mar 

«ho  fell 
cendyha 

alhonwa. 

on  Marathon? 
en  opened  by  Fa 
ere  found  by  the 
offered  to  me 

TbeprLn- 
or  sale  ^ 

theauniofsiYieen 

ihoi 

nine  hm.- 

Bumm^nvenies 

"^ 

'  Eiponde— qoot  liltr 
SI  ihe  dusi  of  Miliia 

deswonb 

foiuid  at  Livadia  an  "esprit  fori"  in  a  Greek 
,  i^  aU  free-thinkers^  1  lis  fcrorlhy  hypocrile 
bis  own  religion  iviih  greal  jnirepidity  (iiut  n^t 
before  his  Hook),  and  talked  of  a  mass  as  a  "  coglio- 
sria."  It  was  inipoBsible  to  (hink  belter  of  him  for 
lis !  but,  for  a  Bmotian,  he  was  brisk  wi(h  all  his  ab- 
jtdity.    This  phenoniHion  (with  ibe  eMepdon  indeed 

Plotea,  Orcbomenus,  Livadia,  and  i(a  nominal  cave  of 
Ttophonius),  was  Ibe  only  remarkable  thing  we  saw 


Dirce,  and  any  body  who  thinks  it 


re  fetched  less  if  sold  by 


PAPERS  REFERRED  TO  BY  NOTE  33. 


n  Alheni 


a  genlleman  than  a  "  Diadar  Aga"  (who  by 

greatea  pn(ton  of  larceny  Athens  ever  saw  {eitoept  Lwd 
E.),  and  the  unm»(hy  occupant  of  the  Acroptdis,  on  a 
handsome  annual  stipend  of  160  piss(reE  (eight  pounds 
sterling),  out  of  whidi  he  has  only  to  pay  bis  Rarrison, 
the  most  iiUregnlatcd  ^corps  in  the  ill-regula(ed  Okd- 

the  cause  of  the  husband  of  "  Ida  of  Alhens"  ne^ 
Euflering  the  bas(inado ;  and  because  the  said  "  Disdi 
is  a  liirbulcnl  husband,  and  beats  his  wile,  bo  tha 
ejhort  and  beseech  Miss  Owenson  to  sue  for  a  separ 
behalf  of  "Ida."    Havmg  preniii 


n  leave  Ida,  to  mention  t 

ic  of  the  name,  and  all  tht 
>uld  bo  pedantic  and  sup' 


hirth- place 


.t  Ihrot 


.bablj  from 


:e  poor  Doctor  Chandlet'. 
From  Port  Phyle,  of  which  (arge  remains  s^ll  esist, 
e  Plain  of  Athenf^  Penlelicua,  Hymetuts,  the  jEgcan, 
id  Ibe  Acropobs,  burst  upon  the  eye  at  once ;  in  my 
linion,  a  more  glorious  prospect  than  even  Cmua  or 
Is(ainbi>I.  Not  Iho  view  from  the  Troad,  with  Ida, 
he  Hellespont,  and  the  more  distant  Mount  AllioE,  can 

I  heard  much  of  the  beauty  of  Arcadia,  bu(,  eicepl- 
ing  the  view  from  the  monastery  of  Megaspelion  (which 
'    inferior  lo  Zitza  in  a  command  of  country),  and  the 

Hcent  from  Ibe  mounlauB  on  Ibe  way  from  Tripolitaa 


I  Arga 


had  better 


have  put  (his  in(o  the  mouth  of  none  bm 
.ind  (with  reverence  be  it  spoken)  it  dooi 
the  epithet.  And  if  Ihe  Polynlces  of  Sla- 
idiis  audU  duo  Ultora  campis,"  did  actually 

journey  since. 

"Alhens,"  say?  a  celelH'ated  topographer, "  is  stiU  Urn 
t  poHshed  diy  of  Greece."  Perhaps  il  may  o. 
Ece,  bill  not  of  the  Greets;  for  Joannina,  in  Epiiij. 
niversally  allowed,  amongst  LbemsdveB,  to  be  supe 
in  the  weahh,  refincmeol,  learning,  and  dialect  of 
inhalBianls,    The  Aihonians  are  rcmattable  w 


b,Goo^lf 


BYRON'S  WORKS. 


characterize  in  Ihat  proverb,  which  classes  them  miih 
"the  Jews  of  Salnnica,  and  ilie  Turks  of  the  Negro- 
pom," 

Among  the  various  foreigners  resident  in  Athens, 
French,  Kalians,  GGrnians,  Ragosans,  etc.,  there  was 
never  a  diSbrence  of  opinion  in  their  estimate  of  the 
Greek  chaiacter,  Uioogh  on  all  other  topios  Ihej  dis- 

M.  Faurel,  the  fVench  consul,  who  has  passed  thirty 
^ars  piincipaUj  at  AThens^  and  to  whose  laienfs 

known  him  can  refuse  their  testimony,  has  ftequenlly 
declared  in  my  hearing,  that  the  Greeks  do  not  dsservf 
to  he  emandpated ;  reasoning  on  the  grounds  of  theii 
"nadonai  arid  individual  depravity,^'  while  he  forgo' 
that  such  depravi^  is  to  be  atliibuted  to  causes  vjhlc} 
can  only  be  removed  liy  the  roetiaure  he  reprobates. 

M.  Eoque,  a  French  merchant  of  respeetahility  lon| 
settled  io  Athens,  asserted  with  the  moet  amusm) 
gravity :  "  Sir,  thay  are  the  same  caiiaiHe  thai  eiislet 
in  the  ddf/s  of  The-ndstocka  1"  an  alarming  remark  tt 
the  "  Laudator  [emporia  aeli."   The  ancients  banished 


Then; 


,ieur  Roq. 


thus  great  men  have  ever  been  trea 

In  short,  all  tha  Franks  who  art 
of  the  Englishmen,  Germans,  Dan 
came  nver  by  degrees  to  Iheir  op 
same  grounds  Ihat  a  Turk  in  Engl 
the  nation  by  vfholesale,  Ijeoause  he  was  virongsd  by 
hie  lacquey,  and  overcharged  by  his  washerwoman. 

Certainty  it  was  not  a  little  staggering,  when  t]|f 
SieuiiFauv^  and  Lusieri,  the  two  greatest  demagogue! 
of  the  day,  who  divide  between  them  the  power  of 
Pericles  and  the  popularity  of  Cleon,  and  puizle  the 
poor  Waywode  with  perpetual  difTcrenecs,  agreed  in 
Ehe  nder  condemnation,  "  nulla  vttule  redemptum," 
of  the  Greeks  in  general,  and  of  the  Athenians  in  par- 


n  loth  to  hazi 


For  my  own  bumble  opimon. 
Knowing,  as  1  do,  Ihat  there  bo  now  m  JUS.  no  les 
than  five  tours  of  the  first  magnitude  and  of  the  mcf 
threatening  aspect,  all  ui  typogii^cal  array,  by  pei 
sons  of  vrit,  and  honour,  and  regular  commonplac 
books ;  but,  if  I  may  say  this  without  oflenec,  it  seem 
to  me  rather  hard  to  declare  so  iioMlively  and  pertins 
dously,  as  almost  every  body  has  declared,  that  th 
Greeks,  because  they  are  very  bad,  will  never  be  bettei 

Eton  and  Sonnini  have  led  ns  astray  by  &ar  pan( 
gyrica  and  projects ;  but,  on  the  other  hand,  De  Pau' 
nnd  Thornton  have  debased  the  Greeks  beyond  their 

The  Greets  will  never  he  indcpendei 

ever  should !  hiit  they  may  be  subjects  without  belt 

^e  free  and  industiious,  and  such  may  Greece  1 
nereailer. 

At  prasent,  like  the  Catholics  of  Ireland,  and  ll 
Jews  tfarmighoul  the  world,  and  such  other  cudgelled 
and  heterodoir  people,  they  suffer  all  the  moral  and 
physical  ills  that  can  afllict  humanity.    Their  life  is 

fletence.    They  are  so  unused  to  kindness,  that  whi 


^n,  as  a  dog  often  beaten  snaf 
uusly,  abormnably  ungratcfulT^- 
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ftheharbai 

oUcy  of  the 

eatUer  ages,  ar 

of  bandage 

chyete*ist 

itriea;  w 

ose  inhabit 

vided  m  tellgio 

n  and  mai 

uiers,  aknost 

all  agree  m  op- 

The  English  have  at  1 

uiate 

d  their  ne- 

gross,  and,  under  a  iei 

bigoted  goveti 

nenl,  may 

probably  Mie  ■ 

heir  Cathol 

c  hr 

Mhren;  but 

5reeks,  who. 

otherwise. 

the  Turks,  a 

ath 

Gw  mankind 

n  general. 

Ofiheai 


nt  Greeks  w 


re  than  enough ; 
devote  much  of 
their  time  to  the  study  of  the  Greek  writers  and  history, 
which  would  be  more  usefully  spent  in  mastering  theii 
own,  Of  the  moderns,  we  are  perhaps  more  neglectful 
than  They  deserve;  and  while  every  man  of  any  pre- 
tensions to  learning  is  tirmg  out  his  youth,  and  often  his 
age,  in  the  study  of  the  language  and  of  the  harangues 
of  the  Athenian  demagogues,  hi  favour  of  freedom,  the 
real  or  supposed  descendants  of  these  sturdy  republicans 
are  leil  to  the  actual  tyranny  of  Iheir  masters,  although 
a  very  slight  effort  is  required  to  strike  ^ff  their 
chains. 

To  talk,  as  the  Greeks  thenaelves  do,  of  their  rising 
again  to  their  pristine  superiority,  would  be  ridiculous  j 
as  the  rest  of  the  world  must  resume  its  bubarism,  aficr 
re-asserting  the  sovereignty  of  Greece :  bul  there  seenu 
to  be  no  very  great  obstacle,  except  in  the  apathy  of  the 
Franks,  to  their  becoming  a  useful  dependency,  ot 
even  a  free  state  with  a  proper  guarantee ;— under 
correction,  however,  be  it  spoken,  for  many  and  well- 
informed  men  doubt  the  practicability  even  of  this. 

The  Greelia  have  never  lost  their  hope,  though  ihey 
are  now  more  divided  in  opinion  on  (he  subject  of  their 
probable  deliverers.  Religion  recommends  the  Russians; 
but  they  have  twice  been  deceived  and  abandoned  by 
that  power,  and  the  dreadful  lesson  they  received  aAer 

forgotten.  The  French  they  dislike ;  although  the 
subjugation  of  the  rest  of  Europe  wilt,  probably,  be 
attended  by  the  deliverance  of  continental  Greece. 
TTie  istanders  look  to  the  English  for  succour,  as  they 
have  very  lately  possessed  themselves  of  Ihe  Ionian 
republic,  Corfu  excepted.    But  whoever  appear  with 

day  arrives.  Heaven  have  mercy  on  the  Ouomans ;  they 

Bul  instead  of  considering  what  they  have  been,  and 
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of  opbiona :  some,  particularly  Ihe  metchante,  ( 

idg  the  Greeks  ia  the  strongest  language ;  others,  gea- 

erally  travellere,  turning  periods  in  their  eulogy, 


Ooe\ 


another, 


IS  them 


not  allow  them  to  be  the  allLeB  of  any  body,  and  c 
Ihdr  very  descent  from  Ihe  ancients ;  a  tlurd,  mo 
gcnious  than  either,  builds  a.  Greek  empire  on  a,  Ri 
foundation,  and  realiies  (on  paper)  ail  the  chiniei 
Catherine  Q.  As  to  the  question  of  their  deECenl, 
can  it  import  whether  the  MainoLes  are  the  lines 

as  the  bees  of  Hytnetlos,  or  as  the  grasshoppe 
whidi  Ihey  once  bkened  themselves?    What  En 
man  cares  if  he  be  of  a  DaniEii,  Sajon,  Nomis 
Trojan  blood  ?  or  who,  eicept  a  Wdchman,  is  afflicted 
with  a  desire  of  b^ng  descended  &oni  Caraotacus? 

The  poor  Greeks  do  not  so  much  abound  in  the  good 
things  of  this  world,  as  to  tender  even  their  clahna  to 
antiquity  an  otgect  of  envy ;  it  is  very  cruel  then  in  Mr. 
Thornton,  to  disturb  (hem  in  the  possession  of  all  thai 
lime  iias  lell  them ;  viz.  their  pedigreo,  of  which  they 
jtre  the  more  tenacious,  as  it  is  all  they  can  call  Ibeii 
own-  It  would  be  worth  whilo  to  publish  together,  and 
compare,  the  works  of  Messrs,  Thornton  and  Do  Pauw, 
Eton  and  Sonnlni ;  paiadoi;  on  one  side,  and  pr^udice 

claims  to  public  confidence  from  a  fourteen  years'  rea- 
dence  at  Per* ;  perhaps  he  may  on  the  sulaact  of  the 
Turks,  but  this  can  ^to  him  no  more  insight  into  the  real 
elate  of  Greece  and  her  inhabitants,  than  aa  many  years 
spent  in  Wapping,  into  that  of  the  Western  Highlands, 
Tiie  GreeliE  of  Constantinopla  live  in  Fanal ;  and  i[ 
Mr.  Thornton  did  not  oflener  eross  the  Golden  Horr 
than  bis  brother  merchants  are  accustomed  to  do,  I 
should  place  no  great  reliance  on  his  informati< 

lilfle  general  intercourse  with  Ihe  cily,  and  assi 
himself,  with  an  air  of  triumph,  that  he  had  bee 


to  Mr.  Thomt 


nany  yeai 


Greek 

as  a  cruise  to  Berwick  in  a  Scotch  smack  would  of 
Johnny  Grot's  house.  Upon  what  grounds  ther 
he  arrogate  the  right  of  condemnuig  b^  wholesale  j 
of  men,  of  whom  he  can  know  btlle  ?  It  is  rather 
rious  drcumstance  that  Mr.  Thornton,  who  so  Id 
dispraises  Pouqueville  on  evory  occasion  of  ment 
the  Turks,  has  yet  recourse  to  him  as  au^oiity 
Greeks,  and  terms  him  an  impartial  observer.  Nt 
Pouqueville  is  as  httle  entitled  to  that  appellation,  as 
Mr.  Thornton  to  confer  it  on  him. 

The  fact  is,  we  are  deplorably  in  want  of  mfot 
on  the  subject  of  tho  Greeks,  and  in  particula 
bterature;  nor  is  there  anyprobabilityofour  bei 
ler  acquainted,  M  our  intercourse  becomes  mo 

pas^n<{  travellers  aro  as  lilfle  to  be  depended  on 


However  defective  these  may  be,  they  are  preferable 
to  the  paradoiea  of  men  who  have  road  superficially  of 

of  horses  is  nuned  by  Newmarket,  and  that  the  Spar- 
tans were  cowaJ^  in  Ihe  field,  l>etrays  on  equal  know- 
ledge of  English  horses  and  Spartan  men.    His  "phi- 

tbe  tille  of  "  poetiial."  It  could  not  be  expected  that 
he  who  60  liberally  condemns  some  of  the  most  eele- 

Ibe  modem  Greeks  t  and  it  fortunately  happens,  that 
hypothesds  on  their  forefeiJiers  re- 


futes 


m  them 
n,  that  in  spile  of  the  propheoi 


Da  Pauw,  and  the  doubis  of  Mr.  Thornton,  Ih 

re  is  a 

on  am 

pobcy,  have  been  amply  punished  by  three  o 

and  a  half  of  captjuty. ' 

in. 

JOmi,  JVanoioon  C-mvfO,  JHordfi  17 

IBM. 

"  1  mUBl  have  some  talk  with  Ihi.  learned  Theli 

Some  time  after  my  return  from  Conslanti 

this  city,  I  reowved  the  Ibirly-fitst  number  of  th 

burgh  Review  as  a  great  favour,  and  certmnly 

distance  an  aoeeplable  one,  Irom  the  Caplai 

of  an 

English  (Hgate  off  Solamis.    In  that  number, 

Art.  3, 

contuning  the  review  of  a  French  translation  ol 

Strabo 

there  are  inuoduced  some   remarks  on  the 

modern 

oimt  ol 

Coray,  a  co-translator  in  the  French  version.  1 

remarks  I  mean  to  ground  a  few  observatio 

lis,  and 

"Salesman,  tie  eater  of  carreeijK  c»MniUE."  "Al 
diinhs  Mr,  Thomlon,  Inngrr  with  the  doctor  for  the  llf 
liniel  "btve  [  caueht  lonl"— Then,  in  a  nole  Iwice 

Turliiilh  verb'),  "  it  means  nothing  ^ 


"  Saa^oieer  ofgtibUitate 


■■  foUI 


t    IDiielher    discreet!;,    o 


'■TiBvelteia  Mrsas  T'actorB"- shall  rn 

>,-■  "No  meichanl  beyond  hiTbVlei  ° 
III  aTHr.  Tbonlon    'Suloc"  ii  at  i 
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at  Sao  (In  the  Beviaw  Smyrna  b  slated,  I  have  r 
to  ttiink,  inoortecllj),  and,  besides  Ihe  translali 
Bflccatia,  and  olher  works  mentioned  by  the  revi 
has  publi£]ied  a  lexicon  in  Romaic  and  Frenchi  if  I  may 

airived  from  Paris ;  but  the  latest  we  have  seen  here 
in  French  and  Greek  is  that  oT  Gregory  Zobkogloon.  • 

controversy  with  M.  Gail,'  a  Parisian  commentator  and 
editor  of  some  translations  from  the  Greek  poets,  in 

priie  for  hia  veision  of  Hippocrates  "  Dipi  iid-nm," 
etc.  to  the  disparagement,  and  consequently  displeasure, 
oftheeaidGaU.  To  his  siertibns,  literary  and  patriotic, 

ought  not  to  be  withheld  from  the  two  brothers  Zosbnad 
(merchants  settled  ui  Leghorn),  who  sent  him  to  Parii 

dating  the  ancient,  and  adding  to  the  modem  researcht 
of  his  comitrymeiu  Goray,  however,  is  not  considered 
by  his  CDimtrymen  equal  to  somo  who  hved  hi  Ihe  1 
last  centuries :  more  partioularly  Doroiheos  of  Mi 
iene,  whose  Hellenic  writings  are  so  much  esteemed  by 
the  Greeks,  lliat  Meletius  terms  him,  ■'  Mirn  -rie 
OonKvilSvt  tat  asM^ira  Ipwro!  'KXXijmiv."  (P.  22t 
Ecclesiastical  History,  vol,  iv.) 

Pana^otes  Rodrikas,  the  translator  of  Funtenelle, 
and  Kamarases,  who  translated  Ocellus  Lucamis  i 
the  tTniversa  into  French,  OhrisUidoulus,  and  moi 
particularly  Psalida,  whom  I  have  oonversod  with  : 
Joannina,  are  also  in  high  repute  among  th^r  literat 
The  last-mentioned  has  puhUshed  in  Romaic  and  Lat: 
a  work  on  "  True  Happiness,"  dedicated  to  Calherii 
II.  But  Poiyzois,  who  is  stated  by  the  reviewer  to  1 
the  only  modem  except  Coray,  who  has  diatinguishf 
himself  by  a  knowledge  of  Hellenic,  if  he  be  the  Poly- 
Tioia  Lampanituotes  of  Yanina,  who  has  published  i 
number  of  editions  in  Romaic,  was  neither  more  noi 
less  than  an  idnerant  vender  of  books  {  with  the  con- 
tents of  which  he  had  no  concern  beyond  his  name  or 
the  title-page,  placed  there  to  secure  his  property  in  thi 
publication,  and  he  was,  moreover,  a  man  ult&ly  des- 
titute of  soholastio  acquirements.  As  the  name,  how- 
ever, is  not  uncommon,  some  other  FoEyzois  may  havt 
edited  the  Epistles  of  AQstsnetue, 

It  is  to  be  regretted  that  the  sptem  of  coniinenta 
blockade  has  closed  the  fen  channels  through  which 
the  Greeks  received  their  pubHcahDns,  particulariy 
Venice  and  Trieste.  Even  the  common  graiumars  &x 
children  are  become  too  dear  for  the  lower  orders. 
Amongst  th^r  ori^nal  works,  the  Geography  of  Mele- 
titis,  Archbishop  of  Athens,  and  a  multitude  of  theo- 
logical quartos  and  poetical  pamphlets,  are  to  be  met 
■       ■   "  ■■     Loons  of  two,,  three,  and 

I  and  excellent.    Their 


poetry  is  m  rhyme.  The  r 


th;  their  gramn 
lour  languages,  a 


il  hsidJT  parallel  Ihli  F. 


jlogue  bi 


angular  piec 


a  Russi 


lish,  and  French  traveUer,  and  the  Waywode  of  Wal- 
bchia  (or  Blackbey,  as  they  term  him),  an  archbishop, 
a  merchant,  and  Cogia  Bachi  (or  primate),  in  suoces- 
Mon  i  to  all  of  whom  under  the  Turks  the  wrher  aitrib- 
utes  their  present  degeneracy.  Thar  songs  are  some- 
limes  pretty  and  pathetic,  but  their  tunes  gencraJly 
unpleasing  to  the  ear  of  a  Frank :  the  best  is  Ihe  famous 
"  Ac6-rc  rWti  rfflv  "EW^vav,"  by  the  unfortunate  Riga. 
But  from  a  catalogue  of  more  than  sixty  authors,  now 
beftire  roe,  only  tiftcen-ean  be  fcund  who  have  touched 
OD  any  theme  except  theology- 

I  am  intrusted  with  a  conunission  by  a  Greek  of 
Athens,  named  Marmarolouri,  to  make  arrangements, 
if  poB^ble,  lor  printing  in  London  a  translation  of  Bar- 
Ihelemi's  Anacharsls  in  Romaic,  as  he  baa  no  otlicr 
opportunity,  unless  be  despatches  the  MS-  to  Vienna 
by  the  Black  Sea  and  Danube, 

The  reviewer  mentions  a  school  establiahed  at  Heca- 

he  means  Cidonies,  or,  in  Turkish,  Haivati ;  a  town 

students  and  three  professot^,  still  exists.  It  is  true, 
that  this  estabUshmeot  was  disturbed  by  the  Pertc,  under 
the  ridicjilous  preteM  that  the  Greeks  were  constructing 

and  Ihe  payment  of  some  purses  to  the  Divan,  it  has 
been  permitted  to  contmue.  The  priniJpd  professor, 
named  Veniamin  (i-  e,  Benjamm),  is  stated  to  be  a 
man  of  talent,  but  a  free-thinker.  He  was  born  ir. 
Lesbos,  studied  in  Italy,  and  is  master  of  HeUenic, 
I^alin,  and  some  Frank  languages,  besides  a  smattering 


'Othat 


riewer's  Ii 


fall  of  the  Greeks  appears  singular,  when  he  closes  it 
ith  these  words ,-  "  Ihi  change  ialobe  alliilnaed  la  'Jieir 
isfoTluiea,  rather  than  to  am/  physical  dfgndclvm." 
ma.y  be  true,  that  the  Greeks  are  not  physically  de- 
aieraled,  and  thai  Constanlmople  contMned,  on  the 

and  upwards,  as  in  the  hour  of  prosperity ;  but  ancient 
history  and  modem  poUlicg  Instruct  us  Uiat  someUliog 
moro  than  physical  perfection  is  necessary  to  preservo 
a  state  it*  ngour  and  independence ;  and  the  Greeks, 
in  particular,  are  a  melancholy  example  of  the  near  con- 
nexion between  moral  degradation  and  national  decay. 
The  reviewer  meiilions  a  plan,  "aa  btliem,"  hy  Po- 
temkin,  Ibr  the  puritication  of  the  Romaic,  and  I  have 


brtheGi-eel 
.ott«enrev 


yinSt-P 


suppressed  by  Paul,  and  has 


nd  it  can  only  he  a  slip  of  the 
pen,  in  p,  SS,  No,  xvxi,  of  the  Edinburgh  Review,  where 
these  wonls  occur :— "  We  are  loW  that  when  the  capi 
lal  of  the  East  yielded  to  Soii/oion"— It  may  be  pre 
sumed  that  this  last  word  vnll,  in  a  future  edition,  be 
altered  to  Mahomet  II,'  The  "ladies  of  Constantinople," 
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a  dialect,  "  which  wouki 


able  gpecimeiB  of  Ihclr  eprslolary  style.  I  al: 
lost  hjperbolieaJ  style,  but  in  llie  Ir 


inliqiie 


III  Gilibop,  vot.  X-  p.  161,  is  the  folb^ing  senteDci 
"  The  Tulgar  dialect  of  the  city  was  gross  and  barhai 
though  the  compoM^ons  of  the  diurch  siid  paJaco  si 
times  aSecled  lo  copy  the  purity  of  the  Attic  modi 
Whalfiter  may  bo  asserted  on  the  subject,  ii  is  difficult 
to  conceive  that  ihe  "  ^ies  of  Constantinople," 
reign  of  the  last  Ciesar,  spoke  apurerdiakct  then 
Comnena  wrote  three  centuries  before ;  and  those 
pages  are  not  esteemed  the  best  models  of  composition, 
although  the  princess  yXurmv  axn  AEFIBAS  A 
JainTuv.  In  tlie  Fanal,  and  in  Yanina,  the  best  ( 
is  spoken:  in  the  latter  there  is  a  flourishing  i 
under  the  direction  of  Psalida. 

ITiere  ia  now  in  Athens  a  pupU  of  Psalida's,  v 
malung  a  tour  of  ol^tvation  through  Greece :  he 
tdligciil,  and  better  educated  than  a  fellow-comi 
of  most  colleges.  1  mention  this  as  a  proof  thi 
spirit  of  inquiry  is  not  dormant  amongst  tlie  Gree 
^The  retiewor  mooUons  Mr.  Wright,  the  author  of  the 
beautiful  poem  "  Horie  lonicie,"  as  qualified  to  gi 
tails  of  these  nominal  Romans  and  degenerate  Greeks, 
and  also  of  their  language:  but  Mr.  Wright,  thou^ 


I^e  revienet  proceed.';,  after  some  remarks  on  tho 
igue  in  its  past  and  present  state,  to  a  paradox  (page 
)  on  Ihe  great  mischief  the  knowledge  of  his  own 
iguBge  has  done  to  Coraj-,  who,  it  seems,  is  less  likely 
understand  the  anclem  Greek,  because  he  is  perfect 
isleroftfae  modem!  This  observation  Mows  a  para- 

Rranoie,  as  "  a  powerful  auxiliary,"  not  only  to  tho 
ieller  and  Hweign  merchant,  but  also  lo  the  classical 
olar  -f  iu  short,  to  cveiy  body  except  Iha  only  person 
a  can  be  Ihoroo^ly  acquainled  with  its  uses :  and 
by  a  parity  of  reasoning,  out  old  language  is  conjectureJ 
be  probably  mora  attamahle  by  "  foreigners  "  than 
Dui^lves !  Now  I  am  incUned  to  think,  that  a  Dutch 
rro  in  our  tongue  (albut  hiotself  of  Saxon  bloood] 
luld  he  sadly  perplexed  with  '^  Sir  TVisttem,'*  or  any 
ler  given  "Auchbileeh  MS."  with  or  mifliout  a  grani- 


le  critic  credit  for  h 


and  an  able  t 


nistake  -v 


he  stales  die  Albanii 

oiate  nearest  to  the  H^enic :  ftti 

1  Romaic  as  notoriously  corrupt  as  the  Scotch  of  Abet^ 

ieenshire,  or  tho  Italian  of  Naples.     Yanina  (where 

oeil   to  Fanal,  the  Greek  is  pin^st),  although  thi 

Epu-u!!i  and  beyond  Delvinachiui  Albania  Proper  u] 
to  Argyrocastro  and  Tepaleen  (beyond  which  I  did  no 
advance),  they  apeak  ivorse  Greek  than  even  the  Athen- 

these  singular  mountaineers,  whose  mother  tongue 
niyric,  and  I  never  heard  them  or  the' 


(>vh 


d  in  the  G 


lyof  VeU  Pi 


10  the  at 
icha)  praised 


amongst  which  some  from  the  Bey  of  Corinth,  writle 
to  me  by  Notaras,  the  Cogia  Bachi,  and  others  by  Ih 
dragoman  of  the  Cabnaoam  of  the  Morea  (whiih  la 
governs  in  VeU  Pacha's  absence)  are  said  to  bs  favou 

m"i>fe  th^  ^ic^  maau  in/iMti^f^unkmn  is,* " 

The  oitiiako  aeemcd  so  ajnujletnli  a  lajice  of  the  pen  (fto 
Hh!  great  anailariU  of  the  two  worda,  and  ll»  lolilf  uiiiN 
c/error  from  the lonperpan* ofthe  lilemti' leviutiBii),Ui 

in  Iha  EdinhiiirKeviiiw  oioch  RiceUoui  exaltation  on  i 


ia  very  possible ;  but  if  he 


Sir.  W.  Drummond,  Mr.  Hamilton,  Lord  Aberdeen 
f.  Claike,  Captain  Leake,  Mr.  Gell,  Mr.  Walpol* 
d  many  others  now  in  England,  have  all  the  requisitta 
furnish  detaiU  of  this  fallen  people.    The  few  obser- 

Bm,  had  not  the  article  in  question,  and,  above  alt, 
the  spot  where  I  read  it,  induced  me  lo  advert  to  those 


pliable  1  have  formerly  published,  but  simply  frern 
le  of  Ihe  imptopiioty  of  miiing  up  private  resent- 
particularly  at  this  distance  of  tioie  and  place. 


Thad 


irably  di: 


tfi  years.     The  Mussi 

lid  of  sullen  civility,  very  comfortable  to  voyageii 

It  is  haiardous  to  say  much  on  the  sulyecl  of  T 
n  and  l^hey  j  since  it  is  possible  to  live  amongst  I 

enty  years  without  acquiring  informaiion,  al 
4  from  themselves.  As  far-as  my  own  slight  expeti 
re  no  complauit  to  make  {  but  an 
V  civi^Iies  (I  might  almost  saj 
fl  friendship),  and  much  hospitality,  to  Ail  Pacha,  hii 
?acha  of  the  Morea,  and  several  others  of  high 


Suleyi 


n  Aga; : 


loGovei 
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A-tnens,  end  now  or  Thebes,  •nas  a.  (wm  »' 


labls  perfeolly. qualified  lor  buy  club  in  Chrislendom 
while  (lie  worthy  Waywode  hinieelf  Uiumphed  in  hi 
fall. 

In  nJI  mono;  tranaactioDs  with  Ibe  Moslems,  t  eve 
found  Ihe  BIricteat  honour,  the  highest  diamtereatedneaf 
In  rraiuacling  busioess  with  them,  there  are  Qooe  t 
those  dirty  peeulolione,  under  the  name  of  interest,  di) 

found  in  applying  lo  a  Greek  consul  to  cash  billa,  evi 
on  the  first  houses  in  Pera. 

With  regard  to  presents,  and  established  custom 
the  East,  you  will  rarely  find  yourselt  a  Loser ;  as  oi 

In  the  capital  and  at  court  the  citizens  a 
are  fornied  in  Ihe  same  school  with  those  of  Chtistian- 

friaidly,  and  high-spirited  character  than  the  true  Tutli- 
isb  proviniual  Aga,  or  Moaiem  country  gentleman.    Il 

but  those  Agas  who,  by  a  kind  of  feudal  tenure,  pos: 
lands  and  houses,  of  more  or  less  extent,  m  Greece 
Asia  Minor. 
The  lower  orders  are  in  as  tolerable  disdpline 

cinhzatioiu    A  Moslem,  in  walking  the  Btteets  of 
eounlry  towns,  woiAd  be  more  incommoded  in  England 
than  a  Frank  in  a  similar  situation  in  Turkey.    Ro^ 

The  best  accounts  of  the  roUgion,  and  diSc 
of  IslaniTsm,  may  be  found  hi  P'Olisson^s  French ;  of 
their  manners,  etc.,  perhapsinThorlon'sEnglish.  Th< 
Ottomans,  with  all  their  defects,  are  not  a  people  to  b> 
despised.    Equsl,  at  least,  to  the  Spaniards,  they  an 

will!  ihey  are,  we  can  at  least  say  what  they  are  lurf , 
they  are  iwl  treacherous,  they  are  not  cowardly,  they 
oo  nolbum  heretics,  Ihoy  are  noi  assassms,  nor  hi 
».emy  advanced  to  Ihpr  catutal.    They  are  faithC 
tneir  sullan  till  he  becomes,  nnhl  lo  govern,  end  di 
to  tneir  Cod  widiout  an  mquisition.    Wero  they  di 
from  St.  Sophia  to-morrow,  and  the  Frenrii  or  Eusi 
enthroned  in  their  stead.  It  would  become  a  quet 
wbellier  Europe  would  gain  by  the  exchange.  England 
would  certainly  be  the  loser. 

With  regard  lo  that  i^orance  of  which  they  are 

doubled,  always  excepting  France  and  England,  in  w 
useful  points  of  knowledge  they  are  OKoelled  by  ot 
nations.  Is  it  in  the  eommoo  arts  of  Ufa?  In  their 
•nanufactures  7  laa  Turkish  sabre  inferior  to  a  Toledr 
itf  IS  a  Turk  worse  clollied  or  lodged,  or  fed  al 
.aught,  than  a  Spaniard  7  Are  their  Pachas  wor^e  edi 
i.nied  than  a  grandee  ;  or  an  Efiendi  than  a  Knight  of 
KUJagoT    1  think  ■>«.. 

I  remember  Mahmout,  the  grandson  of  All  Pacha, 
■(tant  whether  my  fellow-tiavellei  aitil  myeelf  were  in 


that 


a  College  of  Dervises  ,■  but  I  am 
does  not.    How  liuie  Maiunoui 

X  there  was  such  a  thing  as  a  j: 

tors  did  not  confine  his  studies 


In  all  the  mosques  there  are  schools  established 
hich  are  very  regiilarly  attended ;  and  the  poor  ore 
taught  without  the  church  of  Turkey  bemg  put  into 
1  believe  the  system  is  not  yet  printed  (though 
is  such  a  thing  as  a  TuiUsh  press,  and  books 
d  on  the  late  military  institution  of  the  Niram 
Gedidd):  nor  have  I  heard  whether  the  Miifll  and  die 
MoUas  have  subscrib'ed,  or  Ihe  Caimacam  and  the 
Teflenlar  lakon  the  alarm,  for  fear  Ihe  ingenuous 
uf  the  turban  should  be  taught  not  to  "  pray  lo 
God  tlirar  way."  The  Greeks,  also— a  kind  of  Eastern 
'  ■  '  lapists— have  a  college  of  Iheir  own  at  Maynooth 
at  Huvab ;  where  the  heterodox  receive  much 
mie  kind  of  countenance  from  the  Oitomen  as 
Ihe  Cadiolic  -college  trom  the  English  legislature.  Who 
iidl  then  aflinn  that  the  Tnrks  are  ignorant  bigots, 
ben  they  thus  evince  the  exact  proportion  of  Chris- 
in  charity  which'  is  tolerated  in  the  most  prosperous 
td  orthodox  of  ali  possible  Idngdoms?  BuT,  though 
ey  allow  all  this,  they  will  not  sufler  the  Greeks  to 
UTicipale  in  their  privileges:  no,  let  them  fight  their 
Ltlles,  and  pay  their  haralch  (lajes),  be  drubbed  m 
this  world,  and  danmed  in  the  ne:tt-  And  shdl  ws 
then  emancipate  our  Irish  Helots?  Mahomet  forbid! 
We  should  then  be  bad  Mussulmans,  and  worse  ChritH 
at  present  we  unite  the  best  of  both— jeBUilical 


APPENDIX. 


1  general  subjects,  than 


re  find  so  few  publlca 


iroporlion  of  books  and  tlieir 


from  dispelling  it,  "ay,hul  these  are  mostly,  if  not 
all,  ecclesiastical  tracts,  and  consequently  good  for 
nodimg."    Weill  and  pray  what  else  can  lliey  writs 


e  every  govei 
e  at  will  ove 
sceptical,  or 
nds.  AGree 

nmeni  e~cepl  his 
every  philosophic 

louch  on  sc 

ence  for  want  of 
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joubr^  he  is  excouinmnicated  and  dartmed  ;  Iherefbr 
his  coiuitrymen  are  Dot  poisoned  wilh  modem  philosc 
phj;  and,  as  to  morals,  Ihanks  to  the  Turks!  Iheieai 
no  siieh  things.  What  then  is  left  hbn,  if  he  has  s.  tiir 
iig?    Roligion  and  holy  biography :  and'' 


0  have 


hi  thi9  li 


er  then  that 

in  a  catalogue  now  before  me  of  fifty-Bve  Greek  wti- 
ters,  many  of  whom  were  lately  living,  not  above  fifteen 
should  have  touched  on  any  thing  but  reli^on.  Tiie 
catalogue  alluded  to  is  contained  in  the  twenty-sii^th 
chapter  of  the  fourth  volume  of  Meletiua's  Eedesiaatica] 
History.    From  this  1  sulijein  an  entraet  of  tiwse  wl 


by  so 


published  an 
cal  reguli 


mens  of  the  Romaic. 


iBfoUon 


it  were  lefl  nnJinlahed 
jlis  («  tnwn  in  Epinis 


Gustathius  Paalidas,  of  Bucharest^  aphy^eian^  I 
the  tour  of  England  for  the  purpose  of  study  (^ 
liaB^ams):  but  though  his  name  is  enumerated, 
not  staled  that  he  has  written  any  thhig. 

Kallinikus  Torgoraus,  Patriarch  of  Constantini 
niaJiy  poems  of  hia  are  esiant,  and  also  prose  U 
and  ft  catalogue  of  patriarchs  since  the  last  laid 
ConstantinopU. 

Anastasius  Macedon,  of  Naios,  member  of  the 
academy  of  Warsaw.  A  church  biographer- 

Demelrius  Pamperes,  a  Moscopolite,  has  vn 
many  workSf  particularly  **  A  Commentary  on  HeE 
Shield  ef  Hercules,"  and  two  hundred  tales  (of  what  is 
not  BpeciRed),  and  has  pubhshed  hi 
mitb  the  celchraied  George  of 


^lebrated  geographer ;  andauthorofihe 


in  French,  llitian,  sni 


Romaic,  FreniA,  etc.,  besides    gtanunars,  in  e- 
lodern  language,  eicepl  En^iali. 
Amongst  the  living  authors  the  following  are  i 

AthanasiuB  Patios  has  written  a  treatise  on  the! 
m  Hellenic 
Chtistodoulos,  an  Acamanian,  has  published,  in 

Panapotes  Kcdrikas,  an  Athenian,  the  Romaic  tr 
lator  of  Fontenelie's  "Plurality  of  Worlds  "(afavoi 
work  aramigal  the  Greeks),  is  slated  to  he  a  teachi 
the  Hellenic  and  Arabic  kmguages  in  Psris,  in  boi 

Atbanasius,  the  Parian,  author  of  a  treatise  on  t 

Viccnzo  Damodos,  of  Cephalonia,  has  written 

French  Ocellus  on  the  Universe.    He  is  said  to  b 
excellent  Hellenist  and  Lalm  scholar. 

Gregcsio  Demetrius  pubhshed,  in  Vienna,  a 


Meletii 


nisHellenio  works  are  in  great  repute,  and  he  is  esteemed 

by  the  modems  (I  quote  the  words  of  Meletius)  jiirJ 

xaBirXaatXiSoijitv 

r)v  e^vmiiHor  «!  Hn.»f5v™  ^.fOf    iXXjvruv.     1 

™7i«  'EXUmy,  Sy^^ 

add    further,    on    the    authority   of  a   weU-mfoimed 

mr^^div  txPfH.  ri  ^fy„ 

Greek,  that  he  was  so  famous  amongst  his  coonttyraen. 

Si  Tfii^ri  iai  laSa,. 

that  they  were  accustomed  to  say,  if  Thucydides  and 

Xenophon  were  wan^g,  he  was  capable  of  repairing 

2. 

of  chemistry  m  the  academy  of  Padua,  and  member  ol 

(hat  academy  and  those  of  Stockhi^m   and  UpsaL 

He  has   published,  at  Venice,  an   account  of  some 

marine  aiumal,  and  a  treatise  on  the  properties  of 

opaj^QiiTt  HXa  Snov, 

Marcus,  brollier  to  the  former,  famous  in  mechanics. 

TS 

al  vnSrE  irp)  iravroS. 

OfCorayandPsaUdaso 


GREEK  WAR  SONG.' 
I. 

iET  TE  iralki  rSt  'K^Myt"; 


ttim^naiitv 


■rpiSos 


•niies- 
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ract  wiU  be  Ibunil  sufficient.    The  Romaic 

ehotar;  but  those  who  do  not  understand 
will  eieuse  the  following  bad  ti-anslalion  ul 
tsclf  uidiHereut. 

TRANSLATION. 
A  Russian,  EngUshmanj  and  Frenchman,  making  the 

the  country,  interrogate,  in  turn,  a  Cieek  patriot,  to 
learn  the  cause ;  afletwards  an  Archhishop,  then  i 
Vlackbe;,'  a  Merchant,  and  Cogia  BachI  or  Prbiuue. 


s2s  vHr  iKaTBor^aan  rfiif  tpvTifftii  RWdSa. 
gaS-ll   iilra  atiiidpav,  i;  "'"iriii'lir  Xap^tdiay 
0/ifln,  iptXrixrc  rpma,  ihl  pat  rStt  alrlar, 


6  -HAE'AAKNOr. 
Jrtv,  lit  Uti,  iriiniu  iicyiOiii. 
A^  o£  Spxiotv  ft  dpadta- 

■      '    '  rflif  bittyovsi- 


,*lS  ffrs.if{E.,  Ti  n 


,  ,.frf?.,. 


:i(uou  the  Greek  pnesthood,  princes,  end  gentry ; 
HMitemptible  as  a  composition,  butperhaps  cutioc 
a  "recinienof  Ihfcirrhymsi  I  have  the  whole  in  MS. 


6  jTOD  ds  T^!  e^piioTiXni 

Thou  friend  of  Ih,  counlry  ■  b,  strangers  IMord 

mMpov  aliris  tparu, 

Why  h«^T  je  IhB  yoto  of  Iha  Olliman  lo.J  ? 

ica!  nils  ntpmij  ifavi^u 

Wl„  boar  je  tb«ef,iKerH  thus  tomoly  displayed, 

The  wrones  of  the  nialroa,  the  alriplinj,  and  maid ! 

M!  Tpiniroin'oiii  SvSpa;, 

tli  ri  KilTpov  npif^ijipzif 

To  vilely  «isl  ai  the  Muiiulman  ilgtB  i 

tUrio'pi  ruf  paoru. 

Who  conauer'd  and  died  for  lbs  freedom  yoa  lost ! 

■IiS,USiXdSapiv,ele. 

— 

ROMAIC  EXTRACTS. 

The  cauifl  of  ibe  woe.  which  jeu  cannot  conceaL 

Hiiooi,  AyyJo!,  «ai  rdWn  <=jivovr«  rjii 

■><* 

Sj-.«.. 

tS^ 

erauiv,  (J(>iirnBev  KanpxS!  Era  r,wi«Jv 

^^4X\nri 

virate ;  and  the  above  wilL  suflicioxUy  ahow  ivilh  vihal 

J.i  vi  pdda^  Tflv  D  Wav,  ptr'  aWl'  tvo  ,iit 

oXfrut, 

rit 

<».lfva 

trust  I  bans  not  much  mjured  the  original  m  the  few 

hnes  given  as  ftithfully,  and  as  near  the  "  Oh,  Miss 

Giir^  |ia(,  is  ^iXAX^iva,  >r<3t  f  ffici<  rnu  siXa 

fav 

Romaic,  as  I  could  niake  them.  Ahnost  all  their  pieces, 

sfi;  rotf  fiiXnit  Hal  (i«,liirfn™(  rat  mivpoit^p 
mtimi,  irop«(tu»,  j-Duactffl^  at^totiPTDv  ^9 

p=7 

^_ 

above  a  song,  which  asnira  to  the  name  of  poetry,  con- 
tain eiaclly  the  quanti^  of  feet  of 

AJv  eiXe'  JTiiis  d>fiSyiiiui  hiivvv  rStv  HkMrn 

"  A  captain  bold  of  Heliliix  who  Hied  In  countrr  gniLrtori," 

tSv  IXmSifaii  lal  uBiOv  «u  r<9v  ■ptXaimTpiS 

which  is,  in  fact,  the  present  heroic  couplet  of  (he  Ro- 

ml  tSc  frcEvoi  JriSniinfuv  yid  tAv  fXnSejil 

SCENE  FROM  'O  KA*EKts. 


IK  HUH  xr. 

ij;  tJu  iriiprDVTOuX"''"'^)  '"i  "i  o»oifl(v. 

IIAA,  it  6cl'.  S^i  ri  TupaBipi  psii  lijidvi  ia  iKotaa 
iv  ipaivliii  ToV  Mpis  pov  S»  uMi  clmt  itii,  ii^iasa  at 
irpJv  ti  rf.  fciTjjorid™.  [EiyaiV«  iva(  ioSXo;  i-gi 
i  fpyacHlpi.']  llnXurf/n,  tU  poo,  at  jiapaicaka.  jroiij 
'bat  !ksi  fif  ikzlvavi  to6s  AvrdSES  i 

aOtA.  Tpits  XP')"'!""  arSpC!.  Ems  i  llip  Eiyi- 
los,  h  JUoc  h  rip  Hldpnot  Hlll-oXtTdvos,  Kal  i  rplTOt 
K!rp  KivTl  Jlfaiipoi  Aplir-na. 

IIAA.    kvipcaa  cU  abraii  Sh  ^ta.  i  ^Xiruu  mt,  Sr 

AEA.     Nd  ifi  i  <oXS  Tix^  7-oi5  itip  RtycbUv.     [IM- 

fiAOI,     Ha  iff,  Vi!  f?. 

riAA.    Kfrbs  'Tboi  h  ivSpat  pot  x",''' aWn     KflXi 
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[The  nJiofe  eoBipony.]     Long  live, 

Pin.     Wilhoiit  doobl  that  is  my  iiu 
Sail.]     My  good  man,  do  me  the  favc 


Etr.     Oxt,< 


n^A.  Bo^Bew,  BHOim  [itSya  B.S  rji.  (j«dXnv,  S 
AiaiSp«s  Si>LU  li  rifv  iioliavO^iiji  fii  ri  iTmcSi,  mi  b  Kiy. 

[TPA.  m!  hvL  iiifro  (ci  J.ay!  el[  i-lav  vCT^ira  mjjj 
£ir6  Ti  T!apa9iiK,  tat  ifciyii  dt  rSi'  m^ctl.} 

[Eir.    MJ  ippnTa  ds  ri  ^Ipt  nfh;  Siatpiyrsi'iria  rq; 

[MAP,  KJyail'H  Ka!  a{rj(  my^  aiyi  drf  rt  ^pya- 
STfipi,itai^e!iya\iyiovTar  Rumorea  fuge.]  [tm^ifsi 

[BIT.  Mfva  il(  7-Si'  <n^«i  J^pflSnyjivij  irf  rfn 
PiSjXfov.] 

AEA.  MiKM  rii.oi"  SiXu  .a  S(i«m  vi  ipSui  ch 
irtiyo  ri  jjivi.    [Mi  ri  ffiraOJ  tij  rt  x^l"  ^>™t'i"'  toB 

Etr.  txh  pH  ri'/ii'Ti  Hon'-  (W(  hii  at\npiKilplos 
havTfoytjlsyiiH'iK6i  aaviKaliyaSiXuriivSia^aiTtiiitii 
U  ch  T^  eimpav  a7,ia. 

ACA.  £dv  Kdjivw  SpKOV  TtTJi  ^iXzl  tA  utravoiiiciii- 
[Knvtiy^  rbv  Eiyhior  pi  th  ariBL] 

Etr.  iop  ire  petipai.  [KaraTplj^a  rdv  Jilavlpai; 
(si  r»r  0idi;Ei  tA  cip^  diridu  TSaav,  huaS  tiplaimiirixi 
spciTpiM,  ip6ah„  lU  aM,  <a: 


Leamler.     Away,  fly  from  hence ! 
Fltt.  Help!  Help!   [Files  diwm  the  slain .-  Leandei 
alteinpting  to  foUoa  tmlA  Jaa  swordj  Eugenio  hinders 


"■] 


TRANSLATION. 


Fliilisda,fmm  the  door  0/  Iht  Hotel,  and  Ike  Ol) 
Pin.  Ob  God!  from  the  window  is  seemed  Ihatl 
heard  my  husband's  voice,  irheis  here,  I  have  ai 
in  Ume  to  make  him  ashamed.  [A  smanl  ^tera  fiim 
the  Shop.]  Boy,  teU  me,  pray,  who  ara  in  thoae  cham- 
bers? 

Sen.  Three  GenQemen;  one  SignorEugenioj  the 
other  Signor  Martio,  [he  Neapolitan;  and  the  third, 
my  Lord,  the  Count  Loandor  Ardend. 

Plfi.    Fiaminio  is  not  amongst  tliese,  unless  he  has 


Stro.    ,U  your  commands.  [Aaide.]   The  old  oAica 
f  us  waiters.     [He  gats  tnU  of  the  GoHiing-Aoase.] 

Ridolpho.  [To  Victoria  on  (moMer pari  n/lAcs(flg-e.] 
Courage,  courage,  he  of  good  cheer,  it  is  nothing. 

Victoria.    I  foei  as  if  about  to  die.  [Lieiaiiiig  <ni  Mm 
>  if  fainting.] 

t^™ 


n  Ike  1^ 


.™/«8i. 


l/ylasgeN. 


[Trappok«^ft 

a  plate  of  steal  leapt  ow 

thebaioons 

fiwa  the  mndm>,  and  ninj  into  (As  Oafec-i 

[Platiida  tuna 

mt  of  the  Gaming-house,  and  takes 

shdieriniheHoUi.1 

[Martio  stadi 

iftly  ml  of  the  Gamin, 

from  tM  Gaming 

-house  enter  the  Hotd,  and  shut  the 

[Viclima  rema 

!m  in  the  Cqfee-hmse 

oersted  ba 

Ridolpho.] 

[Leandcr.sicon: 

miand,oppo«isE«gcm 

,««(ai™,] 

srihalht 


No,  that 

drel  to  your  wife,  and  1  will  defend  hor  to  the  last  drop 
of  my  blood. 

Leander.  I  will  give  you  cause  to  repent  this,  [ilfen- 
a&ng  mth  hh  sword-l 

Eugenie.  J  fear  you  not.  [He  allochi  Leander,  and 
makes  him  give  back  so  much  Ikat,  Ending  the  door  of 
Ike  doTicing  girPs  kouae  open,  Leander  escapes  threugh, 
and  soJtnishes.\' 


aiA'AOrOl  OlKlAKOt.  FAMILIAR  DIALOGUES. 
Aii  vo^Jjitiopjf  f»a  npnypa.       To  ask  for  any  Ihing. 
rS(  irajiairniffi,  iSoiri  pth'  1  pray  j-ou,  giva  ma  if  you 


linplayiL"    The  above  «. 


by  Google 


BYRON'S  WORKS. 


ittskitofyouasafavo 
Oblige  me  so  much. 

AJ^eEfvmate  aepreasioiu 

My  lire. 

My  dear  soul. 

My  dear. 

My  love. 


M(  KiiiiviTC  »3  irrp. 


EjOffS    dx                             hajikyou. 

Iff,;.                                      emony. 
Ail-    iZ/iBi     rAsfui    ii£|>i-  I  am  not  at  all  ceren 

^onr.^;.                                   ous. 
Air}  ili'iii  ri  cnX^rcpoi'.        This  is  better. 
Ji,ov  Ti  ™X«rtpav.               So  much  the  better. 
Ej;srt  AJyov,  i^^s  if™'™-  You  are  in  the  right. 

:i:a!yy.^    ?    X                       I  eign.  you  ihanks. 

rac  tJi-w         JJi        <«         ammuchpWigedloyou. 

>ax,f 

Ej-i)  SA                                  win  do  it  with  pleasure. 

MJ  SXjiv                                 n  ilh  bU  my  hearL 

Mi  JiaM                                 Most  cordially. 

4<a  ^i  ezSa^^B^s,  ,a  if  To  qiKm,  deny,  cm. 

Sij  eJ/ia        XP                     '  1™  obliged  to  you. 

voBS!,  va  ffliysamviliO])!,                      eto. 

Er;«i<  ttot  i'"ri[  ™i.            I  a™  wholly  yom's. 

■Riimi  inSXis  BBS.             '      I  am  your  stwanl. 

ETva.  ^X^fl<^^,  sTw.  dX^.It  is  true,  it  isve^  tr 

lamiviTOTH  loVi«s.             YourmosthumblB  sarvant. 

e/ornrov. 

E7(mMi-d  noXU  eiycvmSs-   You  are  too  obliging. 

A(fl  va  rrSs  <™u  Thv  iXfl-  To  tell  you  the  truth. 

rtoXXa  mipif  Jiofle,                  You  take  too  much  trouble. 

flEiav. 

TJ  ix"  ^'*  X'P^'  f""  tii  I  have  a  pleasure  in  Bar?- 

Ouru;,  trjit  iTwii.                  Really,  it  is  so. 

cai  SvuXetim.                        ingyou. 

II=J«  d,,0,etfXXe< ;                 Who  doubts  it ! 

iiv  6r»fl<  iroiijf  ip^iSoUx.    There  is  no  doubt. 

ifj-p/iot- 

TJ   ,tnT6i<g,    iJ.    rf  ^.ff-  I  believe  it,  I  do  no 

IW  fTmi  iTfifiTov.                  ITiat  is  right. 

^„.                                     have  it. 

t(  Sam  i                             What  is  your  pleasure  ? 

Jllyu  t)  va!.                         I  say  yes. 

TJ  tpijire !                             What  are  your  commands? 

&ly«,TiSx'-                         Is^no. 

BdXXia  ari^jui  St-i  iTvni.      I  wager  it  is. 

BdWinsrivviiia  Sniii  cluni  I  na^r  i!  is  not  so. 

.X,.    •^'^           . 

^Ss  iyavH  1^  iXnt  iKi«  tap- I  love   you  with    aU  my 

H^;,  ,.5  rfl.  irtrrcv  pov          Yes,  by  my  faith. 

lias.                                      heart. 

Kk  rUr  ooveHvi'"  C""-          In  conscience. 

Kai  IXK  iyulu!.                     And  I  the  same. 

MdrSyJi^^vpoB.                  By  my  life. 

TiptlBirl  pt  yl  Ta7(  irpo-  Honour    me    with    your 

Rol,  oaf  V'l'"'-                     Y«s,  I  swear  it  lo  yo 

jrnyn«  ro;.                           commands. 

SSr  iiivfa  iiair  Ti(ni;ifvt(  I  BKear  to  you  as  an 

tv'"  WioTEf  ja  f.i'  ir,!o-  Have  you  any  commands 

«rdiiri;                                forme? 

sat  ipriit  Ijt^k.    tit  rif  1  swear  to  you  on  my 

ItpoBiifiTS  rir  loSi.6r  rat.    Oommand  your  servant. 

nponiUm     Tit     nfoaayis  I  wait  your  commands. 

nitmimi  pi.                       Believe  tne. 

HpT^pSva  rSt  rJ  j3,6ani-  I  can  assura  you  of  it 

W  adf^rSTt  piy£h7iv  r.^ijii.    Tou  do  me  great  honour. 

HfltXa  j5dXi,  ortxw  ff,  Ti  I  would  lay  what  be 

S&eTc  Sid  rairo.                    please  on  this. 

li/.iPB<u»«rtrs      U     pipaas  Present  my  respects  to  the 

m    r^xn  ""'    ifdorrfJioS.  You  jest  by  chance? 

{X«paTe6sTi); 

.  r'T-,           -     ,    .^'''''■u.     . 

OjiiXcirt  pi  TO  3>i  iTut ;        D9  you  speak  serious 

,.i«^,  »al  rft    JJyu   lit      ■ndtenyouthounn 

ihmi". 

^  if\u  \tt^a  vo  ro5  rt  I  mil  not  fail  to  teU  him 


My  compliments    lo   her 
iadyslup. 
ij  Go  before  and  I  will  follow 
you. 
I  wen  know  my  duty. 


i^puiTTITa; 
ady«,  li^tpoaBi  hh 


V  Would  you  have  me  then 

be  guilty  ofan  indviliiy? 
't  1  go  before  to  obey  you. 

V  To  comply  with  your  com- 
'  I  do  not  hke  so  much  cer 


Eyii  wc  Ti  $SSaiit». 


db,  Google 


CHILDE  HAROLD'S  PILGRIMAGE. 


il;ifiri.  I'd  iS?  ninTciGM.  I  mm 

AM  liy  eTvoi  ilir^^rm.         TUi  ■ 
Ti  XdiitJf  is  'f"'"  r>'  'o^Dx  Then 


i;rii  ai«;<o^»...  Ua:"(>'<-  i  "■ 


4.  E!;   aMir    Jrov   {oil}'       4.   Bv  olr^l  ^^"^  J^'i  <' 

5.  Kal    Ti  ^ms  sh    r<>        S'   KnI  n)  ^Cs  ji- t^  oil 


A,Ju  rS»  i;.il0Jv  ^o-j,.  J  give  my  asse 

ET/^d    vAjifbivos,  Ik    rrujir  I  agree. 

tyil  nil  flO".  I  ivill  nol, 

&i^    rA    iniiSoM>im8iis,    ni  To  ana^ill,  cm 

FrajfiuiB^S,  H  va  anfa-  sob! 

T(  irp^ti  fi  idfiisiiev ;  What  ought  iv 

T(  Si  <B>u^(v ;  Wh:ii  shall  vt 


6PX0MEN6E,  Kowffil  ElVlJroB,  tJXi!  tot!  .rXjTiirrM- 
AflBpac,  (if  t^  bnlav  Unv  &  NaJi  tw  Xnpfrup,  £(( 

,^t  ;*  nra".s  l*iov  ran  tnMyta;  ■ 


iirj  TS,y  eam 


me. 


oc,  i^b 


tvilXop 


(to  7 
I-  Whil  pa 


E7*iii  taX^tpoy  iySl  vi It  is 

EraWfrs  Ddyav.  "" 

Aiv  S^cXcr  (Tkhi  KaMripny 

ilyH  iycJroBra  ifnX^repa. 


Let  us  do  this. 


Tlv  reader  6ji  Ifis  spetimms  below  icb:  he 

PARALLEL  PASSAGES  FROM  ST.  JOHN-.S 
GOSPEL. 

!.  EfS  Tflv  ajix'f  J""  ^      '■  ^f*  ^I'XS  ?•■ '  ^'y 

^dyoi' i:ij?  &  Adyoc  ifrop^£Td  i:fl?    fi    \&yo;   ijv   ir/jif    r3i 

2.  feroETM  Stop  (Ji  tDi      S,    o!ni!  ?v  Jr   ipxf 
Joi;n>'  t^rf  BcoB-  iJiSt  riy  0iav. 


KlBapiii&S^. 
IirtMpdnn  ApiiTro^)nra[  PifAo;. 

noHirSl  T()afifni[Si'. 
Sa^DtXi)!  ^a^aii\iiiiis  A'S^vaias. 

KaS/piJ^O!  eioicSpoii  enBaJoE. 

AXffiirJ)iD(  ApidTuvD;  ABiiiiSoi. 


,di„  Google 


•a^xns 


[IiiTJx;  tti^iCTdi. 


F&imot  FaSiTum.  ipymt. 

TliayipSf;. 
Uratpdms  kpi^rrapii-OK!  Pi3iO[. 

KwjxrfjSAi- 

Xy^t^avSpos  kpiariiavos  A.6^vaipi 


Htpiycfik  HfmiXiWao  Kovjimjuif. 

aofi^fti-os  rXaiixu  Ipyias. 

K,Bapii7ids. 
Td/iarpai  kpa\6«,  ihitis  JiiJ  Knplns. 

iui!\aTi6lo>pos  TlovBido  Tapavuvis. 

edifice!  SpiitTa  Kopwurff." 

**  Md^c;^o?noAtn:pirou(iffpiihPPpfff  Sioylruyoi  avipcarr, 
•j^'^payEiaavTi^  riKatravrti  SioyOaav  ^tlBijuat  rlpiabot  Sp- 
J  )imi(  alXiofTW  K>itts  SSosTii!  iXKiaBhiiiii," 
tv  Mpif  \IB<f. 

"iBvapxa  J/JJ^opra;,  fnvis  SatmoStLi,  ip^i il(  Ri- 

(u.Xi  ipx'ify-'  ^fiJTsra. S(  iirrtu™  nrJ  rds  bouj" 

jifW^ul  niia,  J&v  jrri\[iidpx«y,  ti)  tmv  Karaxribiv,  iiriM- 


MflM'>Er>m 


WORKS 

;nfttHE/EM>ll[OH 

"Ap)tOi"Ti5  Iv  ipX'I'l^  Sunfpx"!  f""!  AXuJitopi^lu 
hl'lF  iXnrij?  Mwoiroo  'Apx^^aw  puiiis  Tpdrie.  6;.oA- 
lyS  Eii^Xv  F  l\iilbi,  a  nil  t^  in5Xi  Ipxo/'Cpliai'.  6md4 
KSKaphrft  EufuXof  xrjp  T^f  ffifXiof  rd  ddvEiov  £irav  rdi 

SE.X«ifl(u,ici|oJrJ0iiWoioirS(ri-|)t«f7rip7-dpiTdXiy, 
oAA'  nir(;(i  irdirn  irsji!  iraiTJs,  jc^  iwoitiiaiSi  Tg  irJXi  rt 
^ovTff  tfit  ifioAoyfni,  d  ph/  vorl  SiSo/iivov  j(ji6yov 
EilSuXu  hi  Da/ifn!  F  <ri  ditlr-rapa  ^aiimri  iTsiiv  !mic  j>a 
KOTtis  Fi  nan  ^poSdrvi  ffc&v  ^vvs  xei\trfs  Ap^  rSy^pAvu 
£  ciriniTTdf  b  ppi&  BGvapj(av  Sp^otiTa  tp^opiliim  ^TTPJ-pa- 
^ipBi  SI  Ed^uXm  nsr'  inmtiv  luonjv  mip  ric  ra,.fDV 
k9i  rdv  v6pav  HP  rdre  icatpftTa  rS*-  irpo^ifrwv,  ^fl  ™v 
liyuvf  itjt  rlav  ffauQVf  K^  Tiip  hmwVj  Ittt  Kdnva  drrapali4v 
^Utj  tA  ffXriOot  pel  AiroypdfEco  &6e  itX^ovh  t^Dv  yiypa/x- 

phur  ly  Tjj  ainyxoipilai  i  ilmni ii  ri  inopiot 

Eb^biXov  itftel^tt Xe?  Tt^p  lpT(op£yiiiv  ipyovplit 

rerrapiapra  ECfiuXi  nufi'  Ua-miy  Ivmvrii, 

xj]  Tirop  ipspirta  &paj(jtAs"-"- "ij  ^pSt  ludffras  na-rA 

pEiva..—,.t——,Tiv    Ifb    fyitpoKTOR  iano  rbp   ^yopipitp 

..IrdifSt."        , 

tviWoisMBm. 
"kvel'ipa  aey^oprn  x''''fc" ^OKYES.    "KtMialmr 
apfdp'X"''  '"'  aX*ni-"  Ev  atiitpl^  hiypafjj  Hov  ripay. 


Anucharsis  ialo  Komaic,  by  lay  Bumsic  masCer,  Mar- 

mEL-otouri,  who  wUhed  to  publish  k  in  England. 

.e!i1HS1S  TTnorPA*IKH. 

np);  mCt  /v        f  iXorcvEit  jroi  f  iXf XXqiic. 

6201  fit  B<eX&    mproSmrH    Ivrp'i^&'nr,  l^Efytar 

Tiimp   iTmi    r)  XP^''^"  '■'l  l="ip'ntt   ii'   otrnt  ySp 

ifaip/TCtrai  S  iXio.  pipBxpoc^bn  >r«X»(driji,  <ai  3™- 

pD^VTiu  Q}^  Ip  narfiirrpif  S^Btft  irpa^Elf  itai  Sioiirliffrti  1T0X- 

Xokv  ftuj^iaf^jjw  IBp^vKol  ysvStp^v  rllp  pv^priy  SiE^iiff- 

BTt    cal   liantSaii    i   liropuS   Ai^yJlffij   il[   nIOva    rJi 

£irnvni. 

u^jXi^ij,  $  cpfcrn^  emfr^'  ivayKnte-  harl  "kotitbv  hpeli 
piyat  v3  tIip  i.inpoipsSa,  fiij  ((tifpoerti  oSrt  rfii  ^p^iSf 
Tuv  irpayAwy  pas,  i^Bep  ^6re  real  ir&i  ebpiO^jaay  zls  r^t 
rrarplias  pai,  ovrE  t^  1^01,  Tn  naTopBiapara  iral  Trfp 
iioit^alp  TfuT ;  Av  iptoT^avptv  roSt  dXXayE^F ^^  tf^E^poiv 
v&  pf^  Si&ffovy  S^i  p6voy-(iTTopiitOJs  rfip  dp^flv  Kai  r^ 
ipdoSav  Tiev  upoydvwy  paij  i>^\d  ad  T9iroYpdipiKQ}s  pds 


HPijiEiPoi  pi  nlisyl•'yp(l^|l^Kof!7u^v 
i6,aiip!\ia  i^lxsiiplf  h'Px'"  ' 


£i  x"p- 


d  by  Google 
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n^offi 


2™B(a[  Anf;^o(liTi5,  Jv  Siv  bcpiipx''"'  ""^  irnvsv^pomip 
^diivo  nXI/in™  Trie  f;XXuifl(,  Sv  ifv  tji^opjiro  Td  i^iiilia 

Eitilfliti  Kal  rS  Jmyia  im!  rf  irpSy/ia-  ad™  Jini  S  i(i*r(/iD 
lurpii,  !y  iit  liiitSan  r&  rpS  Ir'otpdrOTjt,  JJv  iiSi-ar 
fd  rpa^^p^aff  el;  rit>  Tixi^"  '^-  Ap  i  t>  &/<Tv  vapoBir^s 
6iv  liiTn^t  tA  na  sAuyes,  Alraipynv,  Kai  nirraMt 

tyioyEiiSii  rati-  Av&F«Tidp5ii<  jinivajfcniT^f  g%o^c(d 

tli  TSi  'pv;(ds  riSv  AKpoar&r  rov    Av  h  I^toi  Apu^ap 

^cyi^m  iiHuonlv  icnl  mf^riv  toSs  rXfo.  Vp'""!  "y 
y/jB0tT(  tOk  fcXXflt«i«,i|f,)£u«D^aiTaDt  tord  (JriSotir 
Tp/airoiiTn  Jioi  It%  ih  ^ScXty  Jfu^iii?  roifTiiB  Ti)p  irsp! 
iXX*™)!  !inip/a»  ran,  SriE  nqjiflj"!""  ""  Bfooivn- 
j^ipimos  Kop'  avTob  vpoaijivotiduB*j,  Koi  ds  SXai  r^s 
tipiti^aiKai  &ia},lKnvi  ^^GrtyXjUTr/fffli/."  Kai  Jf  ^v^  Xif }^ 
oi  yiiirspott  dy  Asv  ttrEpvav  Sid  b&^y^i  robi  irpoySvoui 
pa,,  flsaav  r™5  mpifipuprai  (.orofuJj  ^l^pi  roK  jS^. 
A^r^  iiv  ^rvac  \6yta  iyBooiriairpbfini  itd  ri  ^iXoyiyis 
rpaiiroS,  i!y<ii  ii^i)Lii\60oiicTtppavi>%di!Ti;iiitrdilipiiiis 
rivKhv  li.iidxai>eiyMTell  raXXno!)  tisririp^avuiiv. 

ruv  Xu/irpSv  KaropSu/iiiTUV  hroS  Irapav  uI  ^oupurTTSj 

sp6o&oy  Ka\  aB^ttrriv  rav  £?s  *^f  '^^^^  '"'^  liriffT^pa;  Kai 
lis  KilBi  AXd  ilSos  paSfjsm!,  ^v  t^psy  jispiipyuav  vij 
j-nujjtiTUIiCT  irfSw  itaTBy^(«fln,  toi  lito&u(  dmi^iatmiis 
«:af  /icydXdvr  AvSpa,,  il  Kai  rpoydyovi  hp^t  'pe^i  'ipsU 
ihyyapl^aiici,  cit 'iipiy  ImiiS  ni  ifJ^iyct^t Satipi^ooaip 
airollt,  mI  di  ^arfya,  nammcoSy  /nflifireiot  rriSofrui, 
S[  (7iiiiJp(Ifcion!f  SiravTtt  irpoflifHut  lis  rltr  Sulcur  no 
iAVPfriotf  ratfron  frByypdppOTOS  rsD  N^ou  ivn^iipn-nuf, 
Bpclt  oHv  o!  6ito)'(;'(10fi;iiMl  SiXo/iev  IxTsXiasi  irpo- 
Sipas  rnv  ptrd^pamv  tdB  BiJXfou  fij  r^V  mri  ti  ivm- 

tniiyrcs  ToEm  ci<  riaay,  SatiilP  ti  (oXXucfo-EI  fif  i-sir; 

n^jQj'ti'"'"!  t's  ^f''  f"'  ypdppara,  wpctTiBlyns  J,  j-i 
iXXo  XP*i"C"''  «"<  ippH"'  lis  ">  Irrropiay. 

6Ao»  rt  uiTypanfia  3^61  yha  ds  rSpans  iiMws  raru 
plpltiiy  TBi  iraXluflt  intoimH.   H  TIpq  4X™  mC  myypdp- 

S^m'  rSv  ya-ypaifitmi  wiiidtuv.  b  ^iXtycvlii  dJv  oui- 
JpofiijrSf  ir/)(irti  vi  irXjifnuini  itt 'dSc  T6p^n' fiaplri  ha 


,v  T^;«« 


,  lixx'  =;■ 


ToS  eaci  T$  TCfoiaeii  i  ripe- 


^H^alpopc;  StaSiivatTCf  EXX^^UV  vaiis^- 
Tlji  ipsripas  iydnis  l^i/pmpiyti, 

iuidyviS  Happapinl/ipTii. 

T.^pm^y  api£lroi. 


THE  LORD'S  PBATER  IN  ROMAIC, 

5  ITaT^PA  pas  SiroB  iTiwi  sis  nii  alipavms,  ul 
Jy.aie;!  rS  J-opi  mv.  A!  EXflfl  4  jSniiXifa  im .  Ai 
J-ffn  tJ  afl.j;.d  oov,  iroflii  ri{  rS'y  ol/iBvJ.,  h^^  <a\  lis 

Ifwv.  Kn!  <TCYXi^<'l  P°t  r^  XP^I  pas,  mffUs  sal  Ipslf 
nyxi^pttpi'  nils  •cpia'Pa^iras  pas-  K«t  ply  pas  t'f 
lis  ^iipaapby,  iAAa  IXlvBlptnac  pas  dirj  rjp  ironipdr. 
bn  Mioi  mv  ilpai  !,  ^anXef=  il,  h  Wpiipis,  <a\  }  i^a. 


din 


-01.  Ab* 


IN  GREEK, 


riATEP  Aji&p,  i  jv  ni;  oifiaialc,  ayta^Hi 
aoo.  tiSita  i  ffamXiJa  mv  ynmB^ni  ri  StMpd  tn 
^s  iy  Hpapf^j  Kal  iwl  rljs  yJlS'  Tiv  Spray  ^p&y  Tin  Iviiii 
amy  &is  ^pty  afiplpQV.  Kat  fl^ij  iipiv  rd  &^u\flpaTa  ifp&t 
its  Kat  ^pslt  dtpUpcv  Tois  if£i\irais  iipSiy*  Koc  p 
dalvfyicjK  ipas  i!s  TEipairpiu,  i\kd  jiSnai  ipds  irii 
TOfn/ii'S-  f>Ti  <n>9  intp  i  ffacAcla,  tat  j  iiyapis,  r, 
ii^a,  lis  rails  alHyas. 


ipopd 


•III 


Kolea.  StaniBH. 

See  the  famous  Song  on  Harmodlus  and  ArisU^ilo 
—The  besi  English  translation  la  in  Bland's  Antholog 
byMr.  Denman: 

Note  3.    Slania  xxE. 


Notes  t  and  5.   StaiMa  sxvi. 


Nolo  6.  Stanza  iivii. 

The  wood  of  Soigniea  is  supposed  to  be  a  remnant  o( 
the  "forest  of  Ardennes,"  famous  in  BoiHrdo's  Otlandn, 
and  immortal  in  Stiakspeare's  "  A3  joulike  it."    lii* 

defence  by  the  Geminns  against  tlie  Ronun  "noroach- 
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Mj  guide  Tram  Mont  Si.  Jean  over  Ihe  field  eeenied 
inlelligent  and  accurute.  Tbe  place  where  Major  How- 
ard fell  was  not  far  from  two  lall  and  solilsry  irees  (there 
VBs  a  diird  cut  down,  or  shivered  in  Ihe  battle)  wldch 

— -Benealh  these  he  died  and  was  buried.    Tlie  hod; 
haa  since  been  rsmoved  lo  Engtand.    A  small  hollow 

suoQ  be  efTaced ;  tho  plough  has  been  upon  it,  and  the 
grain  is. 

ALler  pointing  out  the  different  spots  Adhere  Picton 
and  other  gallajit  men  had  perished,  Ihe  guide  said, 
» Hera  Major  Howard  lay ;  I  was  near  him  when 
tvoundod."  I  told  him  my  relationship,  and  he  seemed 
then  Btill  more  anxious  to  point  out  the  particular  spot 

marked  in  the  field,  from  llie  pecuUaj^y  of  the  twc 
trees  above-mentioned. 

I  went  on  horsabaot  tmce  over  liie  field,  eompatinj 
it  with  tny  recolleclioa  of  similar  scenes.  As  a  plain, 
Waterloo  seems  tnarkod  out  for  tltescen^of  some  greal 
KCtion,  lliough  this  mi;  bo  mere  Imagination :  I  hare 
viewod  with  attention  those  of  Platea,  Troy,  Manfinee, 
Leucira,  Chsnmeo,  and  Marathon;  and  the  field  arounc 
Mont  St.  Joan  and  Hougoumonl  appears  to  want  liltif 
but »  better  cause,  and  that  undctinabte  hut  impressive 
halo  which  the  lapse  of  ages  throws  around  a  celebtatec 
spot,  to  vie  in  interest  with  any  or  all  of  these,  ejoep; 
perhaps  the  last  mentioned. 

Notes.    Stanza ii^v. 
Like  to  Ihe  applea  on  lie  Doad  Sea's  shore. 

The  (fabled)  apples  on  the  bruik  of  the  lake  i,sphalteE 

Tacit.  Hialor.  1.  v.  7. 

Note  9.  Stanza  ill. 


nearly  fa^ng  it 

-jw's  Castle,  ana  a  large  cross  conanemorauve  oi  u 
urderofachiefby  his  brother.  The  number  of  ciistli 
3d  aaes  along  the  course  of  the  Rhine  on  both  sidi 

Note  12.   Stania  Ivii. 

The  wbitenera  of  his  soul,  and  Ibui  men  o'er  him  wepl. 

The  monument  of  the  young  and  lamented  Goner 
[arceau  (killed  by  a  rifle-ball  al  AllerUrcben,  on  il 
St  day  of  the  fourth  year  of  the  French  republic)  e1 
^marns  as  described. 

The   inscriptions  on  his 


of  his  want  of  all  comni 

unity  of  fee 

Ihem;  perhaps  mors  off 

(he  active  cruelty  of  m 

Such  were  his  speeches  io  public  e 

ingle  e.pres 

nhigtoP^ 

winter  had  destroyed  his 

a  lire,  "  This  is  pleasanti 

thanMosc 

eUy  alienate  more  favoc 

ir  from  his 

Jestruclioa  and  reverses  which  led  io 

t  in  view  on  the  i 
•-  side  of  the  tivei 


ho  word ;  but  tl 

ugh  he  distinguished 

himself  greatly 

mbanle,tohad: 

ot  the  good  fortune  i 

die  there;  hi 

kadi  was  lUiended  by  suspicions  of  po 

A  separate  nil 

lUriedbyMarcea 

u'b)  is  raised  for  him  n 

ipposile  to  whid 

ono  of  his  most  me 

orable  e^loh 

throwing  a  bridge 

0  an  island  oi 

different  fron 

halofiVIarceau' 

tore  simple  an 

pleaang: 

"Coggg^g-jp-Cl.iaf 

This  is  all,  and 

as  it  should  be.  Hoob 

e  was  csIEcme 

Here 


nong  the  first  of  France's  earher  generals,  before 
uonaparte  monopolized  her  triumphs. — Ha  was  tli« 
^tined  commander  of  the  invading  army  of  Ireland. 
13.  Stanza  Iviii. 

Ehrenbreatotian,  i.  e.  "  the  broad  Stone  of  Honour," 
of  the  strongest  fortresses  in  Europe,  was  dis- 
tled  and  blown  up  by  the  French  at  the  truce  of 
ben. — It  had  been  and  could  only  be  reduced  by 
no  or  treachery.  It  yielded  to  the  former,  aided 
mrprise.  After  baring  seen  the  fortilicaiionB  of 
Gibraltar  and  Malla,  il  did  not  much  strike  by  compar- 
Luding.  General  Mar- 
iged  it  in  vain  for  some  time,  and  1 1 


where  I  wi 


itandms 


.  window 


IS  the  pi 


.  wMch  he  i 


I  of  the 


Note  H.  Stanza  biiii. 
UnsepulchrcdlherrDam'd,  anif  shrielLM  each  wandering  choif. 
The  chapel  is  destroyed,  and  the  pyramid  of  bones  di- 
minished lo  a  small  number  by  the  Burgundian  legion  ui 
Ihe  servioo  of  France,  who  aniiously  effaced  this  record 
oflher  ancestors'  less  suoceasful  invasions.  A  few  still 
remain,  notwithstanding  the  pains  taken  by  the  Burgim- 
dians  for  ages  (all  who  passed  [hat  way  moving  a  bone  to 
their  own  country)  and  the  less  jusliliaiile  larcenies  of  the 
Swiss  postilions,  who  carried  them  ofT  lo  sell  fiw  knde- 
handles ;  a  purpose  for  which  the  whiteness  imbibed  by 
the  blcachuig  <£  years  had  rendered  them  in  great  re> 
quest.  Of  these  relical.ventured  IS  bringawayaamuch 
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ase  made  The  quarter  of  a  hero,  for  which  tht 
50  is,  lljat  if  1  liad  iiol,  Iha  naxt  passer-bj-  might 

wluch  I  intend  for  litem. 

NoM  16.  Stanra  liv. 

cum  (near  Moral)  was  Ilie  Roman  capital  of 


Now  16.  StaiiM. 
Julia  Alpinula,  a  young  Avonlis 


1  know  of  no  bunion  compoai^on  so  affecting  i 
Ihis,  nor.  a  hbiory  of  deeper  intereal.  These  are  iJ 

whicli  we  lum  with  n  true  and  hwiihs  tenderness,  fio 
the  wretched  and  glittering  t'     "     ~ 


he  difference  between  what  we  rend  if  ibe  emi» 
Jien  and  there  produced,  and  those  we  oursolves 
lence  in  the  poruaal  in  the  closet.  It  ia  one  thing 
d  the  Diad  st  Slgieuni  and  on  the  tumuli,  or  hy 

and  Archipelago  around  jou ;  and  another  to  trim 
your  taper  over  it  in  a  snug  library — Oiis  1  know. 

Were  the  early  and  rapid- progress  of  what  ia  called 
M«<hodiam  to  be  attributed  to  any  cause  beyond  the 

(the  irulh  or  error  of  which  IjiresuJ 


battles, 


which  th 


sympathy,  froo 


Note  IT.  Stsjii^a  livii. 
hi  tlie  BUn's  race,  like  vondsi  Alpine  nitow. 
is  written  in  the  eje  of  Mont"  Elanc  (Jiioi 


lofMon 
in  the  calm  of  the  lalie,  w 


dMonl 


Note  18.  Stanza  llri. 

view  of  at  Palras,  and  from  what  I  coiibl  make  out 

Br  the  bluo  ruilani  of  the  Brrowj  IBjmm. 

them,  ihejr  appeared  to  be  of  a  truly  Pagan  deser. 

The  colour  of  the  Rhone  at  Geneva  is  llus,  to  a  depth 

tion,  and  not  very  agreeable  to  a  spectator. 

of  tint  which  I  ha^e  never  seen  equelled  in  water,  salt 

Note  21.  Stanza  icii. 

ot  fresh,  Bjioept  in  the  Mediieiranean  and  Archipelago, 

The  rtj  is  chargsd ;— and  aueh  i  chanee  I  Oh  nigti 

Note  19.  Stanza  Isxix. 

currod  QU  the  13lbofJune,lSll>,  at  midnight.    Iha 

Than  .uIeu  mkrfa  ,n«r  b.  „lu,  „ii  ,h,,y  ,„k  p™„t. 

seen  among  the  Acroceraunian  mountuns  of  Chini 

Lambert),  and  his  long  walk  oyoty  morning  for  the  sake 

And  sunset  into  rase-hues  ie»  them  wlouehL 

of  the  single  kiss  whidi  was  the  common  salutation  of 

Rousseaj'a  mbiK,  LeUer  17,  part  4,  nolo — "  C 

montagnes  sent  si  baulos,  qu'uno  denu-heoie  npt6a 

feelings  on  this  occasion  nmy  bo  conadeted  as  the  most 

Boleil  couchfi,  leiu-s  eommets  sont  encore  Solaires  do  s 

rayons  ;  dont  le  rouge  fbtmo  sur  ees  mnes  blanch 

of  bve  that  ever  kindled  into  ivords ;  which  after  aU 

unc  tellf  doutetir  <k  raur  qu'on  apercoil  de  fort  loin 

must  be  feh,  from  tbar  very  Ibroe,  to  be  inadequate 

This  applies  more  panujlarly  to  (he  heights  o\ 

to  the  delincalion:  a.  punting  can  pre  no  Buffiaent 

Mdllerie. 

idea  of  the  ocean. 

"J'allu  &  Vevaj  loger  h  la  Clef,  et  pendant  detinjou 

Nolo  20.  Stania  jcl. 

que  j'y  reitai  sans  voir  personne,  je  pris  pour  m 

viVre  un  amour  qui  m'a  suivi  dans  torn  mes  vnyajii 

It  is  to  be  recollected,  Aat  Ihe  most  beautiful  and 

et  qui  mV  a  fait  itabUr  enfin  les  heros  de  mon  rona. 

inpresKie  doctrines  of  the  divuie  Founder  of  Chris- 

Je  dicffls  volontiera  h  cem  qui  mt  du  gofll  at  qui  so 

lianily  were  delivered,  i.ol  hi  Iho  TanpU,  but  on  dte 

Mount. 

sites,  pmmenes-vouii  stir  l»,  lac,  et  dites  si  la  nan 

To  waive  the  <;uostioo  of  devotion,  and  turn  t)  hnmnn 

n'a  pas  fait  ce  beau  pays  pour  mui  Julie,  pour  u 

ce,  the  most  effectual  and  splendid  s) 

the  publick  and  popular  assemblies. 
1  the  forum.    That  this  added  to  their 


on),  I 


t  to  the 


ractice  of  preaching  in  the  ^ds,  and  fte  u 
id  einompMancoos  effusions  of  its  leacheta. 

I  the  lower  orders)  is  most  aneere,  and  therefore  un 
resaive,  are  accustomed  to  repeat  thair  prescribe!, 
■isons  and  prayers  ^erover  tliey  may  be  at  the  slatct 
:>urs — c^  course  ffcquenlly  in  the  open  air,  kneeliir^ 
pon  a  light  mat  (which  they  carry  Ibr  the  purpose  ol 
bed  or  cushion  as  required);  the  ceremony  lasts  some 
linutes,  during  which  they  are  totally  absorbed,  siit 
oly  living  in  theu-  supplication ;  nothing  can  disiurl 
Brityofthas. 


id  the  SI 


a  greater  it 


and  the  Greek, 'the  Catholic,  the  Arr 

the  Lutheraii,  the  Jewish,  and  the  Mahometan. 

of  the  negroes,  of  whom  there  are  numbers 

Turlucii  enqiire,  are  idolaters,  and  have  free  aie 

beiiefand  its  rilas :  some  nf  these  1  had  a 
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TIRTr  PENTJRTI  NULLA  GIOVA 
N  Df  VALOIl  TIJO  LA  VERA  PHOVA 

jsirr.  AD[  a.  genauo.  pui  re 

EKTO  ("  LA  IIB9'1'[EHMA  P'  AVER  DATO 
DA  MANZAR  A  UN   MORTO 

lAcoMo.  GRirri.  SCRI8SE. 


The  copyist  has  (bllowed,  nol  cotrecieii,  the  soler 
some  of  which  are  ixowevef  notquite  ao  decided,  ein 
loiters  were  evidently  scratched  in  the  dark.  It  only 
need  be  ghaetYeil,  that  Seslcmmia  am!  JHangtnr  mny 
be  read  in  the  first  inscription,  which  ivas  probably 
written  by  a  prisoner  confined  for  some  act  of  in 
committed  ax  a  funeral ;  ths  Corlefbrnm  is  Ihe  na 
a  parish  on  terra  firnra,  near  the  sea :  and  that  the  last 
initials  evidet.tly  ore  put  fbr  Vim  la  SoTiia  Cki 
KaOulica  Romano. 

Note  2.  Stanza  ii. 


An  old  >T 


iof  th 


mbing  the  appea] 


'*Quo  Jit  ui  ipd  aupenu  urfccjfl  tant&n^etvr^  lurrila 
Maris  imng'iiiem  medio  oceaao  fig-midran  se  pulef  is 

Note  3.  Stanza  iil. 
In  Venice  Taiaa'I  echocB  are  no  mom. 
The  well-hnowi 
stanzas,  froniTasi 


and  are  still  to  be  found.  The  following  a 
to  shun  Ihe  dilTerence  hetivoen  the  Tusi 
"CantaallaBareariola." 


IS  a  carpenter,  and  the  other  a  gondolier.  The  lijrmer 
iced  himself  at  ihe  prow,  (he  taUn- at  the  stem  of  the 
au  A  little  after  leaving  the  quay  of  ihe  Razeiia,  they 
gan  (o  sing,  and  corilinued  their  exerdse  untU  we 
rived  at  the  island.  They  gave  us,  amongBt  other 
^ays,  the  death  of  Cloiinda,  and  the  palace  of  Armida; 
d  did  not  ang  the  Venetian,  but  the  Tuscan  verses, 
le  carpenter,  however,  who  v;afi  the  cleverer  of  the  two, 
d  wag  fi-cquently  oi>liged  to  prompt  hi 
d  us  that  he  could  tFonalale  the  original 
i-t  he  could  sing  ahnost  three  hundred 


<s{mc 


rord  he  used],  to 


what  he  alreadv  ki 
die  time  on  his  hands  to  acquire,  or  to  repeat,  and, 
lie  poor  fellow,  "look  at  my  clothes  aiid  at  me,  1 
Irving."  This  speech  was  more  alfectuig  than  his 
peribrmance,  which  Tiabif-  alone  can  make  attractive. 

ind  the  gondoli^  behind  assisted  his  voice  by  holdmg 
lishandto  onesideofhisnioulh.  The  carpenter  used  a 
(uiet  aciion,  which  he  evidently  endeavoured  to  re^tram, 

■opresE.  From  these  men  we  learnt  that  ran^ng  is  not 
lonfined  (o  tlie  gondohers,  and  that,  although  the  chaunl 

ho  lower  classes  who  are  acquainlsd  with  a  few  stanzas. 


dap,  those  strangers  who  are  nM  near  or  infomiod 
the  gondolas  still  resound  with  the  strains  of  Taaso.  The 


"In  Venice  The  gondoliers  know  by  heart  long  pas-, 
sages  Ironi  Ariosto  and  Tasso,  andollcnchauntlbeni  ivith 
a  peculiar  melody.  But  this  talent  seems  at  present  on 
the  dechne : — at  least,  afLor  taking  some  pains,  I  could 

this  way  a  passage  from  Tasso.  I  must  add,  thai  the  late 
Mr.  Berry  once  chaunted  tome  a  passage  "m  Tasso  in  the 
mannH-,  as  he  assured  me,  of  the  gondoliers. 

"  There  are  always  tivo  concemed,  who  alternately 
rang  the  strophes.  We  know  the  melody  eventually  by 
Rousseau,  to  whose  songs  it  is  printed  ^  it  has  properly  no 
melodious  movement ;  and  is  asort  of  medium  between 
the  canto  fermo  and  the  canto  figurato ;  it  approaches  Vi 

by  passages  and  course,  by  which  one  sy'7able  is  det^ad 

"  I  entered  a  gondola  by  moonlifjht ;  one  singer  placeij 
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Irophfl,  rhey  1^  a  gtealer  oi 


another  note,  and  indeei 

whole  sITDpho  a?  the  oh 

"On  the  whole,  howi 


make  the  escellencjoflhtar 


.r  Islands  thai  divides  the  Adria 
lariicululj  the  wooien  of  the  e< 
moccEi  and  Palestrina,  ang  in  hli 
Taaao  to  these  and  wmilar  tones 


e,  being  very  desi 


heard  ai 


at  this  > 


oging  was  vei 


ire,leavingoneoflhasi 

hundred  paces.  They  now  began  to  eing  agaiost  om 
another,  and  I  Itept  walking  up  and  do\vn  between  then 
both,  GOBsalwayB  to  leave  him  who  was  to  begin  his  part, 
I  frequently  stood  still  and  bearkened  to  the  one  and  tc 
Ihe  other. 
•'  Here  ths  scene  was  properly  introducod.  The  stronj 

ear  from  fat,  and  called  fortli  the  altenlTon ;  the  quickly. 

Bung  in  a  lower  tone,  senmed  like  plantive  sh'ains  sue. 
oeeding  the  vDoiferalion  of  emotion  or  of  pain.  T!» 
other,  who  listened  attemiv^y.  Immediately  began  wberf 

vehement  notes,  according  ea  the  purport  of  the  strophi 
required.  Tbe  sleepy  canals,  Cha  lofly  buildings,  Ihf 
splendour  of  the  moon,  the  deep  shadows  of  tlic  few 
^ndolas,  that  moved  like  spirits  hitlier  and  thithf 


lelween  the  two,  (alie  part 


great  violence,  till  & 


along  the  shore  in  the  evenings 
li  of  them  can  distinguish  Ihe 


The  love  of  music  ami  ofpooiry  dis^nguiahes  all  classes 
f  Venetians,  eten  amongst  the  tuneful  sons  of  Italy. 
The  dty  itself  can  occasionally  furnish  respectable  au- 


rmted  and  circulated  sonnet.  Does  a  physic 
yor  take  his  degree,  or  0.  clergyman  preach 

•     ■       ■  18  Ws  depart 


lenefii. 


areyoutobeoongratula 
law-suit,  tiie  Muses  are  invoked  to  furnish  the  same  num- 
ber of  syllables,  and  (lie  iniiUvidual  triumphs  blaxe  abroad 
in  lirgin  white  or  party-coloured  placards  on  half  the  cor- 
ners of  Ihe  capital.  The  last  cortsy  of  a  favouiite  "  prima 
donna"  iH^ngs  down  a  shower  of  these  poetical  tributes 
from  those  upper  regions,  from  which,  in  our  theatres, 
nothmg  but  cupids  and  snow-storms  are  aocustomed  to 
descend.  Thereisapoetryintheverylifeof aVeneiian, 


and  changes  so  recomniendabte  in  fiction,  but  so  diRerent 
from  the  sober  monotony  of  northern  eiistence ;  amuse- 

amusements,  and  every  object  b»ngconndered  as  equa" 
ly  making  a  pari  of  the  business  of  life,  is  announced  and 
performed  with  the  same  earnest  indifference  and  gay 


acterofthiswo 

nderful  harmony. 

assiduity.    The  Venetian  gaielto  c. 

nstantly  closes  iu 

"It  suits  per 

:ctly  well  with  an  idle  solitary  mariner. 

columns  with  Ihe  folimving  triple  ad 

lying  at  length! 

his  vessel  at  rest  on  one  of  these  oands, 
ompany,  or  for  a  fare,  the  tbesomeness 

CSarori!. 

waiimg  for  his 

of  which  situati 

on  is  somewhat  alleviated  by  the  songs 
ies  he  has  in  memory.  He  often  raises 

and  poetical  stoi 

bis  voice  as  loud 

as  he  can,  which  extends  itself  to  a  vast 

tranquil  nriiTor,  and  as  all  is  still  around. 

at;  Lnte.  rclioss. 

he  is,  as  It  w«^ 

in  a  solitude  m  the  midst  of  a  large  and 

When  it  is  recollected  what  the  Ca 

tholics  believe  then 

populous  town. 

Here  is  no  rattling  of  carriages,  no  noise 

consecrated  w^fer  <o  be,  we  may  per 

apa  think  il  worth, 

of  foot  pasaenge 

rs :  a  silent  gondola  glides  now  and  then 

of  a  more  respectable  niche  than  boln 

feen  poetry  and  tht 

byhim,orv,hie 

h  Ihe  splashing  of  the  oars  is  scaicely 

playhouse. 

to  be  heard. 

Note  4.  Stanza  I 

"Atadi«an 

■e  he  hears  another,  perhaps  utterly  un- 

SpaHahsfhnianrawonhlorso 

a  than  W 

The  answer  of  the  mother  of  Bras 

as  In  the  sirangi^n 

thetwoatrangeri 

;  be  becomes  the  responsive  echo  to  Ihe 

who  prdsed  the  memory  of  her  son. 

fomer,  and  eiei 

rts  himself  to  be  heard  as  he  had  heard 

Koto  6.  Stanza  k 

|l.  Hark  yet  EeeE  hia  lion  where  be  stood 
The  lion  has  Inst  nothing  by  his  joiuney  lo  the  fa 
valitlepy  but  Ihe  gospel  which  supported  Ihe  paw  That  i> 
now  on  a  level  with  Uie  olher  foot.  The  horses,  also, 
arc  relumed  to  the  ill-chosen  spot  whence  they  set  ou^ 
and  are,  as  before,  half  bidden  under  the  porch  wuidj* 

AppDDdu  laix.  to  UlBck'l  Lihi  uf'TWa'a.  ' 
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Their  history,  after  a  desperate  Blniggle,  has  baen 
xalisfactonlj  eiplored.  The  decisions  and  doubts  i>f 
Briiiq  and  Zaiieuj,  and  lostly,  of  Ihs  Count  Leopold 
Oico^ara,  would  have  ^vcn  them  a  BoAan  extracLioo, 
and  a  pedigree  not  more  ancient  than  the  reign  of  Nero. 
But  M.  de  Schlegel  etepped  in  to  leach  the  Venetians 
the  value  of  thHr  ovm  treasures,  and  a  Greek  nndi 
fit  last  and  for  ev^,  the  pr^enraon  of 
lo  this  noble  production.'  Mr.  MusKaidi  has  not  been 
left  without  a  reply ;  but,  as  yet,  he  has  received  no 
answer.  It  should  Beom  that  the  horses  ate  irrevocably 
Uhlan,  and  were  transferred  to  ConstantinoplohyThe- 

Italians,  and  has  eorfcrred  reputaton  on  mo, 
one  of  th^  Literacy  charaoters.  Oneofthebes 
mens  of  Bodoni^a  typography  is  a  respectable 
of  inscriptions,  all  ^vntlen  by  his  friend  Par 


re  props 


■ed  for  ! 


lo  be  hoped  that  the  best 


Nothing  shall  be  said  of  the  Latin,  but  it  ma] 
mitted  to  observe,'  thai  the  injustice  of  the  Tern 

least  equal  to  that  of  the  &eneh  in  carrying 
Paris,  and  that  it  would  havi 


5,  have 


:)bjecled  to  aRixlng,  o?« 
any  other  triumphs  tha 


and  aa  fruitless  attempla  of  the  ■ 
self  absdute  master  Ihroughnut  t 


and  the  former,  hav 
ready  arrived  at  Ve 
uilh  the  ambassadors 


Lombard   to  k  th     al 
VI       Th    P  p    hun    IFh 
aster  if  Frederic  should 


rt  of  the  Kalian 
deric  Barhaross 

iffout-and-twen 
in  thedtyof  Ven- 

:r  IlL'  and  Barba- 


,    There  still  re 


nullui 


^d  that  the  empcroi 

the  city.  Tht 
iveofEomBdi» 
and  address  oi 


Sebastian  Ziani,  the  Doge.    Scleral  embassies  passed 

ig  somewhat  of  his  pretensions,  '' laid  aside  hia 
e  ferocity,  and  put  on  llie  nuldnees  of  the  lamb." ' 
Saturday  ihe  33d  of  July,  in  the  year  IVn,  sii 
ian  galleys  Iransferted.  Frederic,  in  great  pomp, 

fiom  Chioia  lo  the  island  of  Lido,  a  mile  from  Venice. 

Early  the  ne«t  morning,  the  Pope,  ai 


lEsadorf 


:ed  Ihe  anti-popefl 

fdiately  the  dc^,  uilh  a  great  suite 

Y  and  1^^,  got  on  hoard  the  galleys, 

on  Frederic,  rowed  him  in  nughty  stale  fro 


voys  of  Lonihardy, 
0  land,  together 

church,  and  solemnly 
id  his  partisans  ft'om  the  ex* 
cd  against  him.     The  chao- 

nd  th«r  schismatic  adherents, 
of  the 


d  their 


Mark. 


f  was  seated  before  the  vestibule  of  the  I 
ended  by  his  bishops  ajid  cardinals,  by  1 
of  Aquilcja,  hy  the  arclibishops  and  hisht 
of  Lombardy,  ail  of  them  in  stale,  and  clothed  in  th 
"    ■    ■  .     .     "   loved  by  I 

Holy  Spirit,  vaieraling  the  Almighi 


laying  aside  h 


nty,iH 


off  his  monUe,  he  prostrated  himself  al  full  length 
Jie  feet  of  Ihe  Pope.  Aleiander,  with  teirs  m  his 
IS,  raised  him  beniguanlly  from  the  groond,  kissed 
I,  blessed  him ;  and  immediately  the  Germans  of  the 
In  sang,  «rith  a  loud  voice,  '  We  praise  thee,  O  Lord, 
ikuig  the  Pope  by  the  right  hand. 


■a  Ibec 


ved  his  bcni 


:o  the  ducal  palace."  "  The  < 
r  htoiiilialion  was  repeated  the  next  day.  The  Pone 
imself,  at  the  request  of  Frederic,  said  mass  at  Saint 
lark's.  The  einperof  again  laid  aside  his  imperiat 
mantle,  and,  lakuig  a  ivand  in  his  hand,  ofliciated  as 
cffger,  driving  the  laity  from  the  choir,  and  preceding 
the  pontiff  to  the  altar.  Alexander,  after  reciting  tho 
gospel,  preached  lo  the  people.  The  emperor  put  him- 
self close  to  tiia  pulpit  in  ihe  alliUide  of  listening  ;  and 
llje  pontiff,jtouched  hy  this  mark  of  bis  attention,  fof 
he  tnew  that  Frederic  did  not  understand  a  word  ho 
said,  commanded  the  patriarch  of  Aquiieja 


made  I 


ue.  Thee 
oblaluin. 


le  Pope's  feet,  ar 
1  to  his  white  horse,    n 
a>e  held  the  horse's  rein 
Pope  accepted  of  the  i 


i.BpudScripI.Ilei.llDl.loin.VlLs  isa 
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of.superelilion.  The  alalea  ofLombETdy  owed  to  il 
cojLlinna'tion  of  l^eir  privHoges ;  and  A1e:{aiider 
reHson  to  Liaitk  the  Alnughty,  who  h^  enabled  at 
riroi,  unnrmed  old  man  to  subdue  » terrible  and  pi 


Tta'  DCIocenirian  cbief.  Bruintiuiu'a  conquerkt  foe. 
The  reader  will  recollect  tha  eiclamalion  of  the  high- 
lander.  Oh,  for  one  hour  of  Ihaidic!  Henry  Dandolo, 
when  elected  doge,  m  1192,  was  eighlj-five  years  of  age 
When  he  commanded  the  Venetians  at  the  taking  o 
Consianiinople,  he  was  consequently  nmety-seven  year 
old.  At  Has  age  he  anncied  the  tbarlh  and  a  half  of 
;  of  Romania, "  for  to  the  Roma 


lothel 


The  three-eighths  ■ 
were  preserved  hi  the  diplomas  until  the  dukedooi  of 
Giovanni  Doliino,  who  made  use  of  the  above  designa- 
tion Jo  the  year  i367> 

two  ships,  the  Paradise  and  the  Pilgrun,  were  tied  to- 
higher  yards  to  the  waifs.  The  doge  was  one  of  tha  firsi 
to  rush  into  the  city.    Then  wa^  completed,  said  lh< 
Venetians,  the  prophecy  of  the  Erythrffian  syWl.    "  A 
gathering  together  of  the  powerful  shall  he  made  aniidsi 
Ihe  waves  of  the  Adriatic,  under  a  bUnd  leader :  thoj 
shall  beset  the  goat.—they  shall  pro^ne  Byzantium — 
they  sh^  blacken  her  buildinga-wher  spoils  shall  he  dis- 
persed ;  anewgoatGhaUhleatuntUtheyhavei 
out  and  run  overfifly-fbur  feet,  nine  inches,  and 
Dandolo  died  on  the  first  day  of  Juno,  130: 
reigned  thirteen  yeaJ?,  ^ji  months,  and  live  days,  ajid 
vias  buried  hi  the  church  of  St.  Sophia,  at  Const      ' 
nopie.    Strangely  enough  it  must  soimd,  that  the  i 
of  the  rebel  apothecary  who  received  the  doge's  b\ 
and  annihilated  the  ancient  government  in  1736-T, 
Dandolo. 

Notes.  Stanza  liii. 


After  the  loss  of  the  battle  of  Pola,  and  the  taHng  of 
Chioza  on  the  ISth  of  August,  1379,  by  the  <  ~ 
armament  of  the  Genoese  and  Francesco  da  C  a 


Dufsli  tilxlt  aiiiMl, 


imanii.:— Decline  end  Fall.  ehap.  In 

.  Dand.  Chtonieon.  cap.  ill.  para  xiiv 
om.  lii.  page  331.  And  Iba  Somani 
Kouent  acta  of  ibe  do^.   Indeed  tl 


I,  -'il  iital  litala  li  vm^  al  II 


a  blank  e 


It  to  the  a 


iraymg  :h 


Ihey  pleased 

independence.  The  Prmee  of  Padua  was  uielined 
listen  to  these  proposals,  hut  the  "Genoese,  who,  all 
the  sictory  at  Pola,  had  shouted,  "  to  Venice,  to  Ve 
ice,  and  long  Uve  St.  George,"  de 


Tied  this 


the  Si 


or  of  Padi 


0  the  suppliants:  "On  God' 


mmune  of  Gem 
ae  unbridled  hor 


orfror 


Mark.  When  we  have  bridled  ihem,  we  shall  keep  yea 

nine.  As  for  these  my  brothers  of  Genoa,  that  you 
ive  brought  with  you  to  give  up  to  us,  I  will  not  have 
lem !  lake  them  back  ;  for,  ui  a  few  days  henee,  1 
lall  come  and  lot  them  out  of  prison  myself,  both  thepe 
nd  aU  the  others." '  In  fact,  the  Genoese  did  advance 
i  far  as  Malamocco,  within  five  miles  of  the  capital ; 
lit  theh  own  danger,  and  the  pride  of  their  enemies, 
Eive  courage  to  the  Venetians,  who  made  prodigious 
Sorts,  and  many  uidividool  sacrifices,  all  of  them  lare- 
illy  recorded  by  thar  historians.  Vettor  Pisani  was 
at  at  the  head  of  Ihirty-fbuT  galleys.  The  Genoese 
roke  up  from  Malamocco,  and  retired  to  Cbioia  in 
October;  hut  they  aj   '     ' 


Lt  this  I 


e,  the  I 


if  Janu- 


e  Genoese  coast  with  fburteen  galleys.  The 
ians  were  now  strong  enough  to  besiege  the  Ge- 
.  Doria  was  killed  on  the  Sad  of  January  by  a 
bullet  a  hundred  and  ninety-tive  pounds  weight, 
discharged  from  a  bombard  called  the  Treviaan.  Chioza 
hen  closely  invested ;  five  thousand  auiiharies 
gst  whom  were  some  Enghsh  Condoltjeri,  com. 
nd  by  one  Captfun  Ceccho,  joined  the  Venetians. 
The  Genoese,  ui  their  torn,  prayed  lor  conditions,  but 
lone  were  granted,  until,  at  last,  Ihcy  surrendered  at 
tiscrelion ;  and,  on  the  3dlh  of  June,  1380,  the  Doge 
:;onIa^ni  made  his  triumphal  entry  mlo  Chioza.  Four 
housand  prisoners,  nineteen  gallop,  many  smaller 
ressels  and  harks,  with  all  the  ammunition  and  arms, 
ind  outfit  of  tha  expedition,  fell  into  the  hands  of  the 


who,  had  it 


n  for  t 


gladly  redoced  their  do- 
ndnion  to  the  city  of  Venice.  An  account  of  these 
transactions  is  found  in  a  work  called  the  War  of 
ChioHi,  written  by  Daniel  Chinaiio,  who  was  in  Ven 

Note  9.  Stoma  liv. 

Fhaa  the  iimi— that  is,  the  lion  of  St,  Mark,  the 


InlVenali  ebe  eli  ha 


di  Chiaia."  ele.  Seripl.  Iter.  1 
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panlaluon— Pianla-leone,  Panlaleone,  Paiilalooo. 
NolelO.  SWniaiv. 

The  popaktion  of  Venice  al  Iho  end  of  the  iieventeenth 
century  amiHtoied  to  nearly  two  hundred  tho 

no  niwe  than  about  one  hundred  and  three  Ihoi 


ion  of  se'^niy-tva,  during  the  1 
lanis  of  the  Venetian  nobility  arc  m 

aiiking,  in  the  general  decay.  Of  the  ' 
no,"  tha  najne  is  still  known,  and  Iha 
t  the  shadow  of  his  Lbrmer  self,  but  he 
,    It  surely  may  be  pardoned  to  him 

c,  and  allhough  the  natural  term  of 
be  thought  by  foreigners  to  have  aniv 

the  Venetians  ihemselvea.    At  no  ti 


d.1  Most  of  the 
nould  gradually 
rmed  by  tht   ' 


innnn  misfortune.  Those  who  n 
degraded  capite"  nught  be  said  rather 

:  of  their  dtpaned  power,  than  ti 
The  reflection,  "who  and  what  enthral) 

le  ally  of  the  conqueror.    It  may 
d  to  say  thos  much,  that,  to  those 

unprofitable  aversion  will  not  have  1 
>re  Venice  shall  have  sunk  into  ihi 
choked  canals. 

Note  11.  Slaniajvi, 


0  thought  to  regret  tht 
IS,  and  too  despotic  gov- 
^hed  indepen- 


cle  of  a  whole  nation  loaded  »ith  recent  chains..  T) 
livebness,  their  alfabihty,  and  that  happy  indiffere 


leTiactatui,  edit.  1031. 


■niet 


is  told  in  Plutarch's  Life  of  Nicias. 
Note  12.    Stanza  iviii. 
Lnd  Otwa;.  Ki.<lclill!b,  SGhillcr,  ahakipeareV  on. 
ee Preserved;  Mysteries ofUdolpho;  IheGhost- 
ir  Armenian]  ihe  Merchant  of  Venice ;  Uthello. 


rocky  parts, 
t  height  than 


NoMl4.    Staniaxxvii 
flhli"o°o;'lial/'lhB'fcety1 


m  sky ;  yet  it  is  but  a  literal  and  hardly  sufliclent 
eation  of  an  August  evening  {the  eighteenth),  as 
mplatcd  in  one  of  many  rides  along  the  banks  of 
ircnla  near  La  Mira. 


Thanks  to  the  ■ 


of  Laura  as  ever.'   ' 
of  the  Abbi  do  Sade,  his  triumphs,  his  sneers,  can  no 

allhough  we  are  tdii  so  by  Dr. 


a  great 


"la- 


overpowered  the  struggling  Ita- 


calF«d  his  Memoirs  "  al 


I  Mr.  Gibbon 
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Hnd  theceTorc  havi 
air,  "iU-nol  gi™ 


to  the  ro-Databliahed 
U  Laura  was  bonif  ]iw< 
The  fountains  cj  the  Sorga,  the  Ihickei 


may. 


etplodod  de  in 
Sastie  again  be  heard  with  coinplaceticj.  The  hyp<K 
thc^s  of  the  Abb6  had  no  Btronger  props  thati  the 

Iho  wife  of  Hugo  de  Sade,  and  the  manuscript  ngta  lo 
thu  Vugil  of  Petiarch,  now  in  the  Ambtoaian  Ubrarj. 
If  these  proofs  were  both  iDcontoEtable,  the  poetry  was 
Ked,  cast,  atid  deposited,  with- 


in the  f 


id  thesi 


ro  perLbrmed  round 
of  the  plague,  and  was  harried  (o  the  grave  on  the  day 

cisi?e:  Ihejprove,  notthe  iaol,bul  Uicfbrgery.  Eilher 

The  Abb^  cites  both  as  Inconteslably  true ;  the  conse- 

fdse.' 

Secondly,  Laura  was  never  manied,  and  was  a  haughty 
vb-gin  lather  than  that  tender  and  prttdent  wife  who 
lionoured  Angnon  hy  making  that  town  the  theatre  of 
an  honest  French  paaaon,  and  played  off  for  one-and- 
Iwenly  years  her  Utile  mochineiy  of  alternate  favours 
and  refusals^  upon  the  first  poet  of  the  age.    It  was, 

responsible  for  eleven  children  upon  the  feilh  of  a  mia- 


o  think 


It  the  In 


prayed  t4  possess  but  once  and  for  a  moment  was  surely 
not  of  the  nund,'  and  sometliing  so  very  real  as  a  niar- 
<iage  project,  with  one  who  has  been  idly  called  a 
shadowy  nymph,  may  be,  perhaps,  detected  in  at  kast 
six  places  of  his  o-m  eoiuiels.'  The  love  of  Petrardi 
poetical;  and,  if  m  one  passage 


.  calls  i 


Viode  Felraram.  PrifBce  nui:  Fierifali.    The  Itilim  editor 

Lonra  ai  hu^  a  budr  eitaanHiid  liitn  lepeated  stoJn.  The 
'old  editoraread  and  printed  vfl^KfAflt^ornAv^;  hue  M.  Caiippr- 
ooisr,  Uhrfriaa  to  the  Fmoeh  IQn^  1T6S.  who  raw  Ibe  Ma; 

of  Mum.  Bopdot  ind  BidolwilbM.CanBn>niar,Indio  the 
whoki  disEusskm  an  this  ^tati,  diowed  hunulf  a  downright 
r>  i^alled  in  to  nllle  whelhaFeuuch'a  loiuren  was  a  otsiic 


iuilty  a. 


In  this  case,  ho 
the  culpabiUly  of 


e,  that  t. 


jorbeJ  hi 


he  was  perhaps  alarmed  for 
ahes;  for  (he  Abb^  de  Sade 
'ould  not  have  been  Bcrupu- 

Pelrarch  as  well  as  Laura,  is  forced  into  a  stout  defence 
of  bis  lirtuous  grandmother.  As  far  as  relates  to  the 
poet,  we  have  tio  seeurily  for  the  innocence,  ejtcepl 
perhaps  in  Iheconstancj  ofbls  pursuit.  He  assures  us, 
in  his  eiHstle  to  posterity,  that,  when  arrived  at  his 
fordelh  year,  ha  not  only  had  in  horror,  but  had  lost 
all  recollection  and  image  of  any  "  uregularity.""  But 
the  birth  of  his  natural  daughter  cannot  be  assigned 
earlier  than  his  thirty-ninth  year ;  and  either  the  mem- 
ory or  the  morality  of  the  poet  must  have  failed  him, 
when  he  forgot  or  was  guilty  of  thissiip."  The  weakest 

the  permanence  rf  effects,  which  survived  the  object  of 
his  passion.  TTie  reflection  of  M.  de  la  Baalie,  that 
virtue  alone  is  capable  of  making  impressiona  which 
death  cannot  efface,  is  one  of  those  which  every  body 
applauds,  and  every  Iwdy  fii 


>r  the  n 


nothing 


ords  of 


id  the  very  young.  He  t 


ny  thing  Imt  truth.  What  is  called 
inour  of  aji  mdividua]  or  a  nation,  is 
hous,  and  uninEtructive  of  all  writing  j 

n,  which  is  attributed  to  (he  malicious 

IS,  after  at,  not  mihkely,  that  our 


Ihehonouf-if  th 

Note  IQ.  Stanza  mi. 

Ther  ksen  bis  dut  In  Anak,  where  he  died. 

Petrarch  retired  to  Anju^  immediately  on  his 

Irom  the  unsuccessful  Mtempt  to  visit  Urban  V.  at  1 

m  the  year  1370,  and,  with  the  eiception  of  his 

brated  visit  to  Veiuce  in  company  with  Franccsc 


>f  bis  life  t 


H  that  cl 


July  (he  13lh,  in  the  year  1°3T4,  was  found  dead  in  his 

chair  is  still  shown  amongst  the  prewous  rehca  of  ArquS, 
which,  from  the  uninterrupted  veneration  that  has  been 
attached  to  every  thing  relative  lo  this  great  man,  from 


lUltliiBoitcajljihtf^fam 


I  BeJIeB-Leutes  Ibr  1740  and  II 


eofLaara-asiwjjrfiM 


by  Google 
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Ihe  moineii^  of  his  deolh  to  ihe  pret 

may  be  hoped,  a  belter  chance  of  aulhentioily  Ihan  Ihe 

Bhakspearian  memorials  of  Slratford-upon-Avon. 

Arqi^  (for  the  last  syllable  is  accented  in  pronim- 
cbtion,  although  the  ajiajogy  of  the  English  language 

Padua,  and  about  three  miles  on  the  right  of  the  high 
road  to  Rovigo,  in  the  hoeom  of  the  Eugaiiean  hills. 
After  a  walk  of  twenty  minutos,  across  a  flat  ^veil-wooded 
meadw?,  you  come  to  a  little  blue  lake,  dear  hut  felbom- 
less,  and  to  the  foot  of  a  succession  of  acclivities  and 
hiUe,  clothed  with  vineyards  and  orchards,  rich  with  fir 
and  pomegranate  trees,  and  every  sunny  fruit-shruh. 
From  the  banks  of  the  lake,  the  road  winds  into  the  hills, 
and  the  church  of  Arqiii  is  soon  seen  between  a  dell 

on  the  steep  sidejj  of  these  summits]  and  that  of  the 
poet  is  on  the  edge  of  a  little  knoll  ovetlooiting  tw 

gardens  in  the  dales  immediately  beneath,  but  of  the 
wide  [>luin3,  abovo  whose  low  woods  of  mulberry  ant 
willow  thickened  iiUo  a  dark  mass  hy  festooiB  of  vines 

aiid  Ihe  shoroE' 


ry  footstep  of  Laura's  lover  has  been  sntiousty 
and  recorded.  The  house  in  which  he  lodged  is 
shown  in  Venice.  The  inhalritants  of  Areiio,  in  order 
ide  the  ancient  controversy  between  their  city  and 
lighbouring  Ancisa,  where  Pelrorch  was  carried 
seven  months  dd,  and  femained  until  his  seventh 
'    by  a  long  inscription,  the  spot 


id  the  > 


he  cannot  be  said  lo  b 
marble,  raised  on  four 


™d  by  four  lately-planted  lau 
n,  for  here  every  thing  is  Pelrai 
Is  itself  beneath  an  artificial  m 
[rch,  and  abounds  plentifully,  in 


Potrar 
l  Uirte  bdow 


.rough  n 


LS  of  the . 


L'hich  is 


rob  the  sarcophagus  of 
;  stolen  by  a  Flori 


e.    A  peaBanl  boy  of  Arqui  hemg  aski 
;e  knew  all  about  himj  hut  that  he  only 


)rthe  p 


aPloTE 
Wr.  Fotsyth  ' ' 


r  returned  to  Tuscany  aftei 
a  boy.  It  appears  ho  did 
:  way  from  PaJma  to  Ron 


pass  through 
disUn^i 


insahle. 


est,  though  it 


relhEJr 


id  to  him  at  Part 


in  the  c 


I.  A  tablet 


archdeacon 
only  snatched  from  his  intended  i 
di  by  sfordgn  death.  Another 


ention  to  Uie  lllustraUon  of  the  dead. 
Note  17.  Stanza  xisiv. 
Ot.itmaybe.witbdemoiB. 
The  slmggle  is  to  the  fuU  as  likely  to  be  with  demons 
with  our  belter  thoughts.     Satan  chose  the  wilder- 
ss  for  the  temptation  of  our  Saviour.     And  our  un- 
llied  John  Locke  preferred  tho  preseoco  of  a  child  ta 


Sat.  in 


IB  176. 


The  biographer  Serasa,'  out  of  tenden 
ition  either  of  the  Italian  or  the  French  poet,  is  eiger 
)  observe  that  the  satirist  recanted  or  eiplained  away 
lis  censure,  and  subsequently  allowed  the  author  of  the 
erusalem  In  be  a  ^'genius  snbhme,  vast,  and  happily 
cm  for  the  higher  flights  of  poetry."    To  this  we  will 


SooiinislincuBieBtitu 
ElroBcn  cxincicl 

8,F.  O-R.  iDoteadoDi 
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Ihe  Jerusalem  sncountered  from  the  Cruacau  academy 
who  degraded  Tassa  from  all  competition  with  Arioato 
below  Bojardo  and  Pulci,  the  disgrace  of  auch  opposillo 
muat.Bbo,  in  some  measure,  he  laid  to  the  charge  q 
Alphonso,  and  ttie  court  of  Ferrara.  For  Leonard  Sal 
viali,  the  principal  and  ncarlj  the  sole  origin  of  thi 
attack,  was,  theto  can  be  no  doubt,'  influenced  by 
hqie  lo  acquire  the  fasour  of  the  House  of  Eslo :  a 
ob^ct  which  he  thought  a^tainsble  by  f 


at  the  E 


sofa 


.al,.h 


prisono-  0/  siote.     The  hop( 

nature  of  (he  poet's  imprisonmeni ;  and  wiU  fin  up  tl 
measure  of  our  indignalioo  at  the  tyrant  jailor.^  ] 
fad,  (lie  antligonist  of  Tasso  was  not  disappnnled  in  1I 
teeepdon  given  to  his  criticism ;  he  was  called  to  tl 
court  of  FeirBr3,where,having  endeavoured  lo  hcighti 
his  dgims  to  ravour,  hy  panegyrics  on  the  family  of  li 
Aovereign,^  he  was  in  his  turn  abaixloned,  and  expired 
in  neglected  poverty.  The  apportion  of  llie  Cnj 
was  Ijrought  to  a  dose  in  as  years  after  the  comm 

.  Erst  renown  to  having  almost  opened  with  such  a 
,  Jox,*  it  is  probable  that,  on  the  other  hand,  iht 
of  his  reputation  alleviated  rather  than  aggravated  the 
imprisotmient  uf  the  ii^ured  poet.  The  defence  e 
father  and  of  himself,  for  both  were  involved  ii; 
censure  of  Salviaii,  fbund  employment  for  many  0 
sohtary  hours,  and  Ihe  captive  could  have  been  but 
embarrassed  to  repLv  to  aceusations,  where,  ajni 
odier  delini|uen«es,  he  vtaa  charged  with  mindioualy 

lo  muie  an;  mention  of  the  cugiok  of  St.  Maria  del 
Fiore  at  Florence.'    The  late  iHograiihcr  of  A 
seems  bb  if  willhig  to  renew  the  conthjyersy  by  doi 
the  interpretation  of  Tasso's  self-estimation,'  related 


lictine  church  to  the  library  of  Forrata,  his  bust, 
surmounted  (he  tomb,  WB8  struck  hy  lighlnuig, 
crown  of  iron  laurels  melted  away.     The  eyeni 


ed  Italian  Republic,  and  10 


lelhem 


vived  and  re-fbrmed  in  [he  Ariostean  aeadei 
rge  public  place  through  wbich  the  processioi 
as  then  for  the  first  time  called  Ariosto  Squa 
author  of  the  Orlando  is  jealously  claimed  as 
■  lot  of  Italy,  but  Pertara.'  The  mothe 
vas  of  Reggio,  and  the  I 


irefully  d 


_         d  by  a  tablet  w 
te  Ludoiict  Ariosto  it  g 


light  of  the  accident  by  which 
abroad,  and  claim  him  eiclusivel 

ink-stand,  and  bis  autographs. 


Thel 


lived,  tt 


te  he  died,  a 


designated  by  his  own  replaced  n 

oription.  The  Ferrarese  are  more  jealots  of 
LIS  since  the  animosity  of  Denina,  arising  from 
rhich  their  apologists  mysIeHously  hint  is  n^ 
lo  them,  ventured  to  degrade  th^r  soil  and 
aBteotian  incapaeiiy  for  all  spiritual  produc- 
quarto  volume  has  been  called  forth  by  the 
detraction,  and  this  supplemenl  to  Baretti's  MemiHis 
>f  Ihe  illustrious  Ferrarese,  has  been  considered  a  tii- 
miphant  reply  to  the  "  Quadro  Storico  Slafistico  dell' 
yia  Italia," 


.    rienuis  I65B  jusqu-i, 

ThXi'^b'^^iiti 

BftlTamn-andsarB, 
a  oue  rilalie  a  porlSa. 
a  lo  pluE  noblement." 

OIUB,  who  eloffil  with 

Note^O.  Stanza  III. 
The  eagle,  the  sea-calf,  the  laurel,'  and  the  white 

ttgainBt  lightning :  Jupiter  chose  the  first,  Augustus  Cse- 
aar  the  second,'  and  Hherius  never  fiiiled  to  wear  a 
wreath  of  tiie  thud  when  the  shy  threatened  athunder- 

Vir8ile,"«to.ib.p.XB, 
li.    The  Eo|li>h  reader 
oftheCmBcaloTBMo, 

U  proof,  that  Tasso 

TfUtemhCanwo" 

di  Don  Laifl  Cardinal 
ftmzo  d-Eau..    See  La 

ISloiiidelhLelU.  B10.lLb.iib.  tom.vii.  par.  iii,  p.  ^220 

a  "  Mi  raecontarono  que'  mooact.  ch'  esscndo  coduln  ua 
rutifiine  nella  loio  chieu  Khimlb  esK  dalle  tenipie  la  eoiona 

P.  17R.  ei.  MilanD,  ifm-,  Mleta  al  aiinu  Guido  Savini  Ar- 
eifisLoeritieo,  soil'  indole  di  on  fnlmine  eadnto  in  D.«d.  1' 
anno  1750. 

Onwa  Ferrarcat."   The  title  was  Biet  lirto  lij  Tssho.  and 
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sneer  in  a  coiinay  where 
liaje.-t«.ig  have  not  lost  aU 
leader  may  not  be  much  s 
menlalDf  rai  Suetonius  has 
.0  disprove  the  imputed  v 

he  magical  properties  ot  the 
heir  credit;  and  perhaps  the 
rprised  lo  find  that  a  com- 
taken  upon  himself  eravely 
t«esor.hocro»nofTibe. 
few  years  before  he  wrote, 

kbylighuiingBtRome. 

Ala 
any 

!  how  do  we  poor  mortals  fret  a 
of  our  friends  happen  lo  die 
yet  so  short,  when  the  carcass 
lie  here  exposed  helore  loe  in 
Note  24.  Stanza  si 

r  he  kined,  whose 
sofsomanjnrfjlB 

a  laurel  was  acluallj  struo 

ThoWieletonofheiTila 

io  form. 

Know 


Note  SI.  Sta 


The  Ci 

Forum,  hiving  been  Southed  by  hghtrnng,  were  heU 
sacred,  and  Uie  memory  of  the  acddenl  waa  preserver 
by  a  pur^f  or  altar^  resemb^ng  the  month  of  a  well 
with  a  little  chapel  covering  the  cavity  supposed  to  bi 
made  by  the  Ihunderboll.  Bodies  scathed  and  person! 
struck  dead  were  thought  10  be  incoiruptihie ;'  and  i 
stJ'oke  not  f^al  conferred  perpetual  dignity  upon  tiv 
man  so  distingiuehed  by  Heaven.* 

Those  kilted  hy  lightnmg  were  wrapped  in  a  whiti 
garment,  aud  buried  where  they  fell.    The  supetstitioi 

igrds  believed  in  the  omens  funiished  by  lightnmg. 


aibyadiahohcalskill 


lis  Mgn,  which  the  anwent  inhabiuu 


ig  that  which  played  upon  a  gi 

jrelold  the  ponlilicaie  of  one  of  it 

,      NoleaS.  Stania 


The  Romui  fiiend  of  Some's  leau 

The  celebrated  letter  of  Servius  Sulpi 

the  death  of  lus  daughter,  describes  as 

now  is,  a  path  which  1  oElon  traced  m 

eeaand  land,  in  dWerenI  journeys  and 


10  Cicero,  I 
ienwas,ai 
5ece,  both  by 


jllgina  towards  Megnra, 


3  Oilili  Kcpa^mecU 
i/iiii-oi,    Plal.  Simuoi,. 


began  to  contemplate  tht 

in  the  right,  Corinth  on  th< 
motis  and  llourisbiag,  noH 


v.iSi.   TheiUclainelionii 


who,  looking  from  the  Capiloline 
pon  tuined  Kome,  breaks  forth  into  the  eiclamauon, 
Vl  nunc  omni  decote  nudata,  prosttato  jacet,  \aslar 
igant^  cadaveris  eomipti  ati^ue  undique  eseai."  * 

Note  25.  Stanza  itix. 

The  view  of  the  Tenus  of  Medicis  instantly  Eoggesta 
le  lines  in  the  8eanma,  and  the  comparison  of  the  ob- 


'he  reader  will  recdlect  the  aoecdolo  told  in  the 
of  Dr.  Johnson,  We  will  not  leave  t)ie  Flotentina 
sty  (HlJiout  a  vrord  on  the  HTeiitT.  It  seems  strange 
the  character  of  that  disputed  statue  should  not  be 
rely  dedded,  at  least  in  the  mind  of  any  one  who 
seen  a  sarcophagus  in  the  vestibule  of  the  Basilica 
I.  Paul  without  the  walls,  at  Rome,  where  the  whole 
ip  of  the  fable  of  Marayaa  b  seen  in  tolerable  prc- 
id  the  Scyth^  stave  whetting  the  knife 


lented  e. 


The  slave  is  not  naked  -  but 
t  is  ea^er  to  get  rid  of  this  difficulty  than  to  suppose 
he  knife  in  the  hand  of  the  Florenluie  slaluc  an  In- 
ilrumeot  fijr  shaving,  which  it  must  he,  if,  as  Lan^ 
iupposes,  the  man  is  no  other  than  the  barber  of  Ju- 

he  same  subject,  follows  theopiiuon  of  Leonard  Agos- 
ini,  and  his  authority  might  have  been  thought  con- 
^usive,  even  if  the  resemblance  did  not  strike  the  most 
:areles9 


S3  of  the  same  pi 
cribed  tablet 


Qcely  collecTJon, 
historian  found 


Amongst  the  brooie 
I  still  to  be  seen  the  i 
mented  upon  By  Mr.  Gibbon, 
some  dirHculties,  but  did  not  desist  from  his  illustra- 
ijon  I  he  might  be  vesed  to  hear  thai  his  critiasm  has 
been  Ihrown  away  on  an  mscriplion  now  generally  re- 
cognised to  be  a  forgery. 

t^DleSe.  Stanza  1i. 

6^9nAfioilr  ioTii/v. 

I  Dr.  Middleton— HHIoryoflheLireofM.  TulliogCicoto 


^enlaque  AnliiliuB  llahi^  p.  SOi.  ediL  uc 
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ill  reoaU  the  memory,  not  only  oT  those 
ive  raised  the  SaJita  Crace  into  the 
uage,  the  Mecca  of  Italy,  but  of  her 


fear,  the  fla.ttery,  and  the  envy,  which  thten  loo 
iling  or  too  dark  a  doud  round  the  march  of  g( 
Hnd  forbad  ihi  steady  gaie  of  dislnleresled  crili 
WehBYBht      *  .   .       ^ 


^tien  has  held  the  peni^. 
lardlj  to  he  eipecled  fron 


edge  of  eeusure 


«b, . 


niraclesj  they 


:a  has  ceased 

lliat  many  mill  repay  themselves  for  fortner  i 
Bance,  hy  a  severity  to  wllich  the  extravagance  of  pre- 
vious praises  may  perhaps  give  the  ci^our  of  tn 
The  latest  posterity,  for  to  the  latest  posterity  they 
assuredly  descend,  will  have  to  pronounce  upon 
lis  productions ;  and  the  longer   ' 


be  the  object. 


flwin 


attracted  v^idiin  (he  Iriendly  circles  of  Coppet,  shoujd 
rescue  from  oblivion  those  virtues  whidi,  aKhough 
(hey  are  said  to  love  the  shade,  are,  in  foct,  mor  " 
quently  chilled  than  ei^ted  by  the'domestic  ca: 

the  nnafiecled  graces  with  which  she  adorned 


and  which,  mdeed,  it  requires  (he  delicacy  i 
I  alfection  to  qualify  for  the  eye  of  an  indiSei 


Allieri  is  the  great  name  of  this  ag«.  The  Italians, 
without  WMting  for  the  hundred  years,  consider  him  as 
"  a  poet  good  in  law." — His  memory  is  the  mote  dear 
[olhembecsuseheisthebardaffreedom;  and  because, 
as  such,  his  tragedies  can  receive  no  coimtsnance  from 
any  of  their  sovereigns.  Th6y  are  but  very  seldom,  and 
but  very  few  of  them,  allowed  to  be  acted.    It  was  ob- 

and  ftebngs  of  the  Romans  so  clearly  shown  as  at  the 
theatre.'  In  the  autumn  of  1S16,  3  celebrated  improv- 
visatore  eihibited  his  talents  at,the  Opera-house  of  Mi- 
lan. The  reading  of  the  theses  handed  m  for  the  sub- 
jects of  his  poetry  wcs  received  by  a  very  numerous  au- 
dience, for  ihe  moat  part  in  silence,  or  with  laughter ; 
but  when  the  assistant,  unfoldmg  one  of  tlie  papers,  esr 
claimed,  " The  j^othaais  of  Vicior  Ai^fiiri"  the  whole 

luiued  for  some  mmnents. '  The  Jot  did  not  fall  yi  AI- 
fieri ;  and  the  Signor  Sgricd  had  to  pour  forth  1^3  ex- 
temporary commonplaces  on  the  bombardment  of  Al- 
ters. The  choice,  indeed,  is  not  left  to  accidetil  quite 
so  much  as  might  lie  thought  from  a  first  view  of  the 

at  the  papers  beforehojtd,  but,  in  case  of  any  prudential 
ofler-thought,  steps  in  to  correcl  the  blindness  of 
chance.  The  proposal  for  deifying  Altteii  was  received 
with  immediate  enthusiasm,  the  rather  because  it  was 

it  uito  efTecL 

NoteS9.  Stanza  liv. 

The  aOectation  of  simpliraty  in  sepulchral  inscnp- 
liona  which  so  often  leaves  us  uncertain  whether  the 

laph,  or  a  simple  memorial  not  of  death  but  life,  has 
given  to  the  t<Hnb  of  Machiavelli  no  inG»malion  as  to 
Bie  place  or  ibne  of  the  birlh  or  death,  the  age  or  pa- 

TANTO  NOMINI  NVLLVM  PAR  ELOGIVM 


Then 


which  alludes 


It  will  readily  be  imagined  that  the  prgudicee  which 
have  passed  the  name  of  Machiavelli  into  an  epithet 
proverbial  of  miquity,  enst  no  longer  at  Florence.  His 
memory  was  persecuted  as  his  life  had  been  for  an  at- 
tachment to  hberty,  incompatible  with  the  new  system 

emmenis  of  Italy.     He  was  put  to  the  torture  lor  be- 

public  of  Florence;  and  such  are  the  undying  efforts 


brUliaacv  oftheapeataclatosflaGclfomtbDirmeimirvihatllie 
man  who  nnnliheii  them  wiin  tho  entertaininenl  Bad  mur- 
dered the  son  of  Famper.  Thair  drove  hjm  from  the  Ibaatre 


joinal  in  iha  eieciation  oflh 
charioU  of  Lepidu  Bi.d  Pli 


^^c 


>  poiMJace.  ipantawiauiili-  , 
the  Buldiera  orihe  inainvl™ 
—ani.b7  9hoQUni;  round  the 
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:ns.    His  I 


Thai  whiLt  was  once  jiatHo 
aignify  dsbauctl.  We  ha' 
msajiing  of  "  SibK^ity,"  i 


1  Henry,  and  the  doa*  of  iliat 
i  IheGignalforasentenceofirrei 
r  had  bdbro  iJDgered  near  Tuscan, 


Eition  "hench^  fosse  tardo,^  10  prohibit  rhe  treatise 
Slid  the  other  qualified  Ihe  secrelaty  of  the  Fkirenlini 
republic  as  no  betier  tlian  B  fool.  Tbe  faibet  Possevii 
was  proved  never  to  have  read  the  book,  and  tlie  fathe 
Lucchcsini  not  to  hava  understood  it.  It  is  clear,  hov 
ever,  that  fiucb  critics  must  have  objected  not  to  Ihi 
slavery  of  the  doctrines,  but  to  tho  supposed  tendency  i 
of  ft  lesson  wbid)  Bhowa  how  distinct 


1313,  «a9 
Dient.  Ht 
i  of  recall, 
elled  into  the  north  of  Italy,  where  Teron» 
Kist  of  his  longest  readence,  and  he  final!/ 
Ratenna,  which  was  his  ordinary  but  nw 
ibodo  until  his  death.  The  reiusnl  of  the  Ve- 
)  grant  lum  a  pubhc  audience,  on  the  pan  of 

ui  the  prinoipal  cause  of  this  event,  which  happened 
1321.  He  was  buried  ("  in  sacra  minoruni  Eite,") 
Kavcnna,  ui  a  handsome  tomb,  which  was  erected 
by  Guido,  restored  by  Bernardo  Bembo  in  1483,  pretor 
fat  that  republic  which  hod  refused  to  hear  him,  a^n 
stored  by  Cardinal  Corn  in  16SS,  and  replaced  by  a 
lore  magnificent  sepulchre,  constructed  in  I7B0  at  Ihe 
spense  of  the  Cardinal  Luigi  Valonti  Gonzaga.  Tiio 

efealad  piu-ty,  and,  as  his  ieast  favourable  biograpliers 

aughtbiesE  of  m) 


an     and      ndudes  v^th  a  tiier^ne  exc 
f    ir        d  mption  irf  Italy.     "Nim  si 

vegg^a  dnpo  tanio  tempo  appofire  ui 

tuUe  qudte  provincic,  die  htnoto  paiito 
biviimi  ealeme,  am  ijual  lele  di  vaidet 

rehtmi  ?    Qaali  impuU  H  nfgAireiAmo  ( 


uneofihe  idols  of  their  cathedral.  They  atmck  medals, 
tiiey  raised  statues  to  hitn.  The  cities  of  Italy,  not 
being  able  to  dispute  about  hia  own  birth,  contendeo 
for  that  of  his  great  poem,  and  the  Florentines  thought 
il  for  Ih^r  honour  to  ptovs  that  he  had  fintshed  the 

_      'B  nfior  his  d^alh,  they  endowed  a 
1  professional  chair  for  the  ^xpouitdmg  of  his  verses,  ani' 
'  '     -d  to  this  patriotic  cmphiynieDt 

-  Tho  esamplc  was  imitated  by  Bologna  and  Pisa,  and  the 
^ntatore,  if  they  performed  hut  httle  service  tu 
ire,  augmented  the  venerafioii  which  beheld  a 


llegoryin 


Note  30.    Stan; 


!  year  1261. 

jriien  the  parly 
ic  Bianchi,  he  i 


eight  thousand  lire ;  on  ihe  non-paymeni 
was  further  punished  by  the'sequestrati 
properly.  The  republic,  howcvtB-,  was  rol 
-  ■■     ■        '      ■  I   ma  was  diice 


with 


enth  of  a  list  of  fdleen  condemned  in 

It  alive ;  ToSa  perwmeni  igne  camhura 

iiUar.    The  pretest  for  this  judgment  was  s  proof 

mfair  barter,  oitottions,  and  iUicil  gnu 


and  with  su 


ttangetl 


have  been  distinguished  above  those  of  ordinary  men ; 
llie  author  of  the  Decameron,  his  eatfiest  biographer, 

importance  of  her  pregnancy ;  and  it  was  found,  by 
others,  that  at  ten  years  of  age  he  had  manifested  his 
precocious  passion  for  that  wisdom  or  theoli^y  whioh, 
under  the  name  of  Beatrice,  had  boon  mistaken  for  a 
Bubstantial  mistress.  When  tlie  Divme  Comedy  had 
been  recognised  as  a  mere  mortal  production,  and  at 

petition  had  sobered  the  judgment  of  Italians,  Dants 
erioosly  declared  superior  to  Homer,'  and  though 
the  preference  appeared  to  soma  casuists  "  a  heretical 
blasphemy  worthy  of  the  Barnes,"  the  contest  wan  vig- 
orously mjuntajnei!  for  nearly  fifty  years.  In  later 
,  it  was  made  a  quesiicn  which  of  tho  lonfs  of 
Verona  couhl  boast  of  having  patronized  lum,'  and  the 
:alous  scepticism  of  one  wiitor  would  not  allow  Ha 
ennn  the  undoubted  possesdmi  of  his  bones.    £vci> 
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imedi 


tha  harah  and  obsi 
the  Gallic 


irship,  and  lh( 
DanleggaiTe  of  [he  northern  Italians  is  thought  evei 
indiscreet  by  the  more  moderate  Toicims. 

There  is  fitUl  much  curious  infbmiatioD  relolive  U 
the  ILIe  and  writings  of  this  great  poet,  which  has  no 
as  yet  been  collected  even  hj  the  Italians ;  but  the  cete- 
braied  Uga  Foacolo  meditates  to  supply  this  defect  \ 


Note  31.    Sianii 
Thy  f^iS,  iaVeir  worse  i 


'Ice.  "I  have  submitted,"  replied  the  magnanilnous 
jbliean,  **  I  have  submitted  to  your  deliheraiions 
loot  complaint ;  I  have  supported  patiently  the  pains 

id:  Ibis  is  no  tims  to  inquire  whether  I  deserved 
them— the  good  of  the  republic  may  have  seemed  to 
require  it,  and  that  which  the  republic  resolves  is  alivsys 
ad  wisely.  Behold  me  ready  to  lay  down  my  lile 
i  preservation  of  my  country."    Pisani  was  ap- 

ion  with  those  of  Carlo  Zena,  the  Venetians  soon  re- 
lovered  the  ascendancy  over  iheir  maritime  rivals. 

The  Italian  cohummities  vrere  no  less  unjust  to  their 
citizens  than  the  Greek  repubhcs.    Liberty,  both  with 

lot  an  individual  object :  and,  notwithstanding  the  boast- 
;d  equalih/  be/ore  (/is  lauM,  which  an  ancient  Greek 


dinnsli 


The  elder  Scipio  Africanus  haJ  a  tomb,  if  he  i 
biuieJ,  at  litemum,  whither  he  had  retired  to 
Ifuy  banishment.  This  toQib  was  near  the  sea 
and  the  story  of  an  mscriptlon  upon  it,  Tngrala . 
having  gtvon  a  namo  to  a  modem  tower,  is,  if  ni 
an  agreeable  fiction.  If  he  was  not  buried,  he  c( 


%tx?s^ 


is  countrymen  ai 

cope  of  the  old  d( 
et  seen  an  essay  I 

tates,  and  the  signiGr 


iloal  rights 


■  of  the  I 


rorld  may  have 


liberty  of  forn 
1  that  word  by  the 
of  England,  is  ingeniously  devel- 
aiians,  nowever,  when  they  had  ceased  to 
joked  back  vrith  a  «gh  upon  those  times  of 
hen  every  diizen  might  rise  to  a  share  of 

«hy.  r  "  "  ^  ■ 


^dthe 


ie  of  Rover 


question,  "  which  was  preferable,  the  republic  or  the 

republics;  and  it  seems  to  he  forgotten,  that,  for  one 

prmeipalily— ihe  perfect  and  not  durable,  or  the  less 

instance  oT  popular  inconstancy,  we  have  a  hundred 

perfect  and  not  so  liable  to  change,"  replied,  "  that  our 

duration ;  and  that  he  preferred  to  live  for  one  day  like 

never.    Leavuig  apart  many  Kunlliar  proois  of  this  fact, 

a  man,  than  for  a  hundred  years  like  a  brute,  a  stock. 

B  ^ort  story  may  show  tha  dilTerence  between  even 

or  a  stone."    This  was  thought,  and  called",  a  mog- 

Hirfcsn!  answer,  down  lo  the  last  days  of  Italian  ser 

Veltor  Pisani,  havmg  beon  defeated  m  1354  at  Porto- 

vitude.' 

loiigo,  and  many  years  afterwards  m  the  more  decisive 

Bcuon  of  Pola,  by  the  Genoese,  was  recalled  by  the 

Avvogadori  proposed  to  Ijchead  him,  but  the  supreme 

Upon  a  fiir  .wl  foteian  soil  bad  Etewn. 

tribunal  was  content  with  the  sentence  of  impriaon- 

The  Florentines  did  not  take  the  opportunity  of  Pe 

trarch's  short  vi^t  to  thar  dty,  in  1350,  to  revoke  the 

erace,  Chioza,  in  the  rieinity  of  the  capital,'  was,  hy 

the  as^stance  of  the  Signtr.tf  Puduo,  deliv^ed  into 

who  had  been  banished  shortly  after  the  exile  oTDante. 

the  hands  of  Pietro  Doria.    At  the  uitelligence  of  that 

His  crown  did  not  daiile  fiam  ;  but  when,  in  the  next 

disaster,  the  great  bell  of  St.  Mark's  tower  tolled  to 

year,  they  werem  wdnt  of  his  assistaneo  in  the  formation 

urns,  and  the  people  and  the  soldiery  of  the  galleys 

of  their  university,  they  repented  of  their  injusdcc,  and 

were   summoiied  to  the  repulse   of  the  approaching 

Boccaccio  was  sent  to  Padua  to  entreat  the  laureat  1c 

enemy ;  but  they  protested  they  would  not  move  a 

conclude  Ws  wanderings  m  the  bosom  of  his  native 

country,  where  he  might  iiniah  his  immotbd  Afiica,a.iii 

hoad.    The  greatcouncil  was  instantly  assembled:  the 

prisoner  was  called  before,  them,  and  the  Doge,  Andrea 

classes  of  his  fellOw-citiMns.    They  gave  him  the  op- 

lion  of  the  book,  and  the  science  bo  might  condescend 

and  the  necessiUes  of  the  state,  whose  only  hope  o 

to  espound :  they  called  bim  the  glory  of  his  countrj. 

lalefy  was  reposed  on  his  efforts,  and  who  implored 

who  was  dear,  and  would  be  dearer  to  them ;  and  they 

Lin-  1o  forgive  tha  indignities  he  had  endured  in  her 

added,  that  if  there  was  any  thing  unpleaHng  m  their 

letter,  he  ought  to  return  amongst  them,  were  it  only  to 

1  Vitam  Lilemi  eiilt  ebe  dBalderlB  urbis.  See  T.  Liv.  Hiil 
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correct  ttieit  style.i  Petrarch  EeemeA  at  firi^t  lo  listen  to 
the  flattery  and  to  Ihe  sntreatiea  of  his  KeiuJ,  but  he  did 


*ofSt.Mii;haeland 


Jt  the  ' 


lore  up  Ui 

the  holy  procinls  of  St.  Michael  and  St.  James.    The 
occasioi],  add,  it  maybe  h<^>edflhe  evcuse  of  thisej< 
ment,  was  Ihe  making  of  a  ne>v  floor  ,for  the  chur 
but  the  fact  is,  thai  the  tombstone  was  taken  op  i 

may  share  the  sin  with  bigohy.    It  would  be  painfu 
relate  such  an  eiception  lo  the  devotion  of  the  liali 


more 

hnr- 

m'lh 

nation.  The  principal  perao 

ofthedis 

anch  of  the 

lOuse  of  Medici 

,  alTorded 

n  the  memory  of  the  insuli 

d  dead  w 

nch 

Kst  ai 

.'I'll 

0  from  the 

eglect  in  ivhich  i 

ond  for  it  a 

honourable  elevation  in  her 

She  has  do 

emore:  Ihc  hou 

e  in  whic 

the 

fived  has  teen  a 

his  tomb, 

a  of  its  former  ten 

ant.    It  consists 

of  two  or 

ree 

lera,  and  a 

ow  tower,  on  w 

ich  Cosmo  11. 

^«j, 

inscription. 

This  houee  she 

as  taken m 

chase,  i-jtd 

consiri 

eration*»h; 

h  are  attached  to 

Ihe  cradle 

and 

This  is 


to  undertake  the  defeiii 


first,  if  not  the  first,  to  allure  Ihe  sraence  am 
of  Greece  to  the  bosom  of  Italy ;— who  not  oi 

Europe,  was  thought  worthy  oT employment  bythepr 

more,  of  the  friendship  of  Petrarch,  who  lived  the  1 
"who  died 


lit  of  kno' 


sledge,— SI 
alion  than 
priest  of  Cerloldo,  and  froi 
EirUies  oir  his  portrait  aa 


with  from  the 


1  Aceintiti  inoi^tre,  se  el  ^  tecito  BDcor  rexerEarti 
PITS  P  unoiovfu  taa  AiTiea--SetiaTvioTio  n'jndanl 
natro  iljle  cosa  ohe  ti  disMeda.  cut  dehb^'mere 
motivn  ^mudireidwdeo  dells  tiiBwtila.>\  Btu 


onfbrtun 

tely  for  those  who  have 

to  deiiloro  the 

loss 

liable  person.  Is  beyond 

which  did  not  protect 

Boeoaccto  Ir 

m 

luslace 

must  not  defend  Mr.  E 

slacofromth 

lai  judg 

Deatltmiy 

!,  not  his  errors;  and  it 

nay  be  mode 

ot  only  as  01 

aui 

.ulasa 

man,  when  he  evoked  tJ 

e  shade  of  B 

ly  with  thai  of  Aretino, 

amidst  these 

ulc 

of  Santa 

Croce,  merely  lo  diaraias  itwithindig 

.ly. 

lesiiue  character  given  lo  him  by  the 
hafl  preserved  many  other  grubs  a 
elas^y  Boecaeolo  with  such  a  peis 


,alificalion  of  the  cUssical 


merely  for  i 


B  pinnt  may  incapadtate  ai 


it  particular  topic. 


Bu^eci 


inder  him  an  unsafe  ^irect« 
on  all  occasions.    Any  [letvefslon  ami  injustice  may  be 

and  (his  poor  eieuse  is  all  that  can  be  offered  for  the 
piiesl  of  Certaldo,  or  the  author  of  the  Classical  Tour. 
It  would  have  answered  the  purpose  to  confine  the  cen- 
sure to  the  novels  of  Boccacdo,  and  gratitude  to  thai 
source  which  supplied  the  imise  of  Drjden  with  her  last 
imd  most  harmonious  numbers,  might  perhaps  have  re- 
stricted that  censure  to  the  objectionable  qTialiiies  of 
the  himdred  tales.  At  any  rale,  the  repentance  of  Boc- 
caccio might  have  arrested  his  evhumatioD,  and  it  should 
have  been  recollected  and  told,  that  in  his  old  a^  he 
wrote  a  letter  entreating  hie  triend  to  diBcoorago  Ihe 
reading  of  the  Decameron,  [or  Ihe  salie  of  modesty,  and 
for  the  sake  of  the  author,  who  would  not  have  an  apolo- 
gist always  nt  hand  lo  state  in  his  excuse  that  he  wrote  it 
when  young,  and  at  Ihe  command  of  his  superiors.'  It 
is  neither  the  licentiousness  of  the  writer,  nor  the  evil 
propensities  of  the  reader,  whicli  have  given  to  the  De- 
cameron alone,  of  all  the  works  of  Boccnecio,  a  perpet- 
ual popularity.  The  establishment  of  a  new  and  delight- 
fiil  dialect  eonftiTed  an  immortality  on  the  works  ui 
wbichit  wasfirstflxed.  The  s 


n,  fated  h 


sclf-admi 


"      ure  and  feehng,  with  which  the  novels,  as  we 
rsea,  abound,  have,  doubtless,  been  the  chief  soi 
of  the  foreign  celebrity  of  both  authors;  but  Boccai: 
lan.  Is  no  more  to  be  estimated  hy  that  work,  1 
reh  is  to  be  regarded  in  no  other  ^ht  than  as 


This  dobioDS  phrase  is  hurdir  «H>uch  to  anve  the  tourist 
fmm  the  iUBiJieion  flf  Bnother  l^ander  rAtpeciine  thchburiai- 

Sme  nSa'™"ia  i»ft™n'i™BMHr  Now  :he°wnpf  °of  Mr.^Eu]' 
we  would  lend  u.  to  IhiiX  Iha  tomb  wns  ot  F]Dr«icB.  or  al 
lion  »  BUI*  difpnted  was  evor  wriiren  on  the  tome  cannot 
Dow^  desided.fiiraU.iinii'DriAl  of  this  nuitior  hna  diuD- 
psaivd  fmm  the  ohansh  of  St.  Lnbe,  which  is  now  changed 
Into  a  l^mp  wirefaouD. 
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bver  of  Laura.    Even,  however,  had  the  father  of 
Tuscan  prose  beeo  known  only  as  the  author  of 

lious  10  pronounce  a  senlence  irrcconcllesble  «eh 

ble  value  haa  nover  been  rtamped  upon  any  worlf  solely 
recummended  by  impuiiiy. 

The  Ifuo  source  of  ihB  oiitery  against  Boccaccio,  whici 
began  at  a  T«y  early  period,  was  the  choice  of  his  scan- 
dalous  personages  in  tiie  doistera  as  ^vdl  as  the  court? ; 
out  the  princes  only  laughed  at  the  gallant  advenUire! 
so  unjustly  i^arged  upon  Quoen  Theodelinds,  wliilst  the 


1  of  Padua,  at  the  beglni 


:  begins  wirh  Cosmo,  and 


irobahly, 


WhaliBhemnamldi 
Our  veneration  for  UieMedl 


113  republicans  of  the  family,  that  we  visit  tho 
h  of  St.  Lorenzo  ^Florence.  The  tawdry,  glaring, 
shed  chapel  in  that  church,  designed  for  the  mau- 
eoleum  of  tlie  Dukos  of  Tuscany,  si 


Ihe  ofiposile  reason,  namely,  that  the  picture  was  faiihiiil 
la  UiB  lifo.  Two  of  the  novels  are  allowed  lo  be  feoti 
osefiilly  turned  into  tales,  to  deride  Iho  canoniialion  o 
rogues  and  laymen.  Ser  Ciapdelletto  and  Marcellinui 
ara  oitod  with  applause  even  by  the  decent  Muratori. 
Thegr^at  Arna.ud,as  he  is  quoted  in  Bayle,  stales,  Iha 
a  new  edition  of  the  norals  was  proposed,  of  which  thi 
Hipui^tion  consisted  in  omitting  the  words.  "  monk ' 
and  "nun,"  *ud  (acting  the  imnioraluies  to  othei 
names.  The  literary  history  of  Ttaiy  particulajiffis  ik 
such  edition ;  but  it  was  not  long  before  ihc  whole  of 

'     ■  tion  of  ihe  author  seems  to  have  been  a  poii 


<ied  at 


i^tehon]n]e,puisqu^ilafaitloD^cameron.^^  S 
of  the  best  men,  and  perhaps  the  best  critic 
fived— the  very  martyr  to  impartiality.'  But! 
mation,  thai  in  the  beginning  of  the  last  ce 

^  hooted  at  for  pretending  that  Buc- 


a  good  n 


re  IVon 


ul  those  of  con- 
tempt for  the  lavish  vanity  of  a  race  of  despois,  wbils* 
the  pavement  slah,  simply  inscribed  to  the  Father  oThis 
Country,  reconciles  us  to  the  name  of  Medio.'  It  was 
very  natural  for  Corinna^  lo  suppose  that  the  stains 
raised  to  the  Duke  of  Utbuio  in  ihe  capdta  de  depmili, 
was  intended  for  his  great  namesake ;  but  ihe  ma^iB- 
csnt  Lorenzo  is  only  the  sharer  of  a  col^  half  hidden 
inanicheofihesactisty.  ThedecayoTTuscany dalea 
Irom  Ihe  sovereignly  of  Ihe  Meihu.  Of  the  sepuhihial 
peacowhich  succeeded  lo  the  eataMishment  of  the  reign- 
ing families  in  Italy,  our  own  ^dney  has  given  us  a 
glowing,  but  a  laithful  picture.  "  Notivithstanding  all 
the  seditions  of  Florence,  and  olher  <aties  of  Tuscany, 
Ihe  horrid  tactions  of  Guelphs  and  Ghibelms,  Neri  and 
Bianchi,  nobles  and  commons,  they  conUnucd  populous, 
stMuig,  and  exceeding  rich  j  but  in  the  space  oflessthan 
a  hundred  and  fifty  years,  the  peaceable  reign  of  the 
Medices  is  thought  to  have  destroyed  nine  parts  in  ten 
of  the  people  of  that  province.  Amongst  other  things 
it  is  remarkable,  that  when  Philip  the  Second  of  Spain 
■     ~  ■     ofFlort 


when  they  make  us  a  present  of  trull',  a  more  accept- 
able contrast  with  the  proscription  of  the  body,  soul 
and  muse  of  Boccaccio  may  be  found  in  a  few  word: 
from  the  righteous,  the  patriotie  contemporary,  wni 
thought  one  of  the  tales  of  this  impure  writer  worthy  i 
Latin  version  from  his  own  pen.  '*  /  have  remarket 
tisewhere,"  says  Petrarch,  writuig  to  Boccaccio,  "thai 
Ihi  took  ilsdf  haa  teen  luomed  by  certain  dogs,  bvl 
itoai^  defeiukd  byyom  ib^  <md  voice.  Nor  was  i 
lalomahed,  far  I  have  liad  pnmf  of  Ike  vigour  of  yeui 
miu£,  and  /  krma  jiou  have  fallen  oit  that  unaccom' 
taodaHag  ineojwWf  ram  of  mortals  vAa,  luioiern-  (Aty 
eiiher  tike  not,  or  knoui  not,  or  cannot  do,  are  eure  i 
reprehead  in  titers,  and  on  Ifiose  ocaaiora  onlg  P"'  "" 
thow  qfteamiTig  and  eioqjterKe,  but  ollterwisG  are  enitrdy 

id  do  no 


I  pisertazlonicnpnifBaDiJchlt^ItalinDD,  jJissrlv; 
2&^^'?SS- eJ^  edil.  Basle.  .1 


1  then 


d,that 


SfmSmWis?™ 


0. 540.  edit.  Bmil. 


(ban  650,000  subjects ;  and  it  is  not  behoved  there 
are  now  30,000  sods  uihabiilng  that  city  and  terii- 
lory,  Pisa,  Pistoia,  Arezzo,  Cortona,  and  olher  towns, 
that  were  Uien  good  and  populnus,  are  in  the  Uke  pro- 
portion  diminished,  and  Florence  more  than  any. 
When  ^at  city  had  been  long  troubled  with  seditions, 
tomuUs,  and  wars,  for  the  most  part  unprosperoue,  they 
still  retained  such  strength,  that  when  Charles  VIIL 
of  France,  homg  admitted  as  a  friend  tvith  his  whole 
army,  which  soon  after  conquered  the  kingdom  of 
Naples,  Ihought  to  master  them,  ihe  people  taking  arms 
atnieli  such  a  terror  into  bun,  tjiat  ho  was  glad  to  deparl 

Machiavel  reports,  thai,  in  that  time,  Florence  alone, 
with  the  Val  d'Arno,  a  small  territory  belonging  to  that 
city,  could,  in  a  few  hours,  by  the  sound  of  a  bell,  bring 
logelher  135,000  well-armed  men ;  whereas  now  thai  . 
city,  with  all  ihe  othaa  in  that  provuicc,  are  brought  to 
Eu<^  despicable  weakness,  emptiness,  poverty,  and  bnse- 
neaa,  that  they  can  neither  resist  the  oppressions  of  Iheii 

assaolted  by  a  foreign  enemy.  "The  people  are  diajiersed 
or  destroyed,  and  the  best  families  sent  tO'  seek  hahila- 
tions  in  Venice,  Genoa,  Rome,  Naples,  and  Lucca.  This 
isnoltheeffoctof  war  or  pestilence  I  they  eojoy  a  perfect 

1  Cmmiis  Uedidx.  Decif  10  Pablico.  Pater  Piirin, 


b,  Google 


CHILDE  HAROLD'S  PILGRIMAGE. 


.'  From 


er  CosRi 


ciualities  ivhLch  shnuU  ruse  a  pattiot  (o  Iha  command  oF 
his  feUow-oiiiiena.  The  Gtand  Dakes,  and  pariicii 
the  rhird  Cosmo^  had  oparaled  so  entire  a  changt?  ii 
I'lucan  character,  Ihiit  liiE  candid  Florentines,  in  ex 
Ibr  some  impatractions  in  Uie  philapthropie  gysiai 
Leoppid,  are  ebligod  to  oon"ea9  that  the  Bovercigq  vioi 
only  liberal  man  in  his  dominions.  Yet  Ibat  eico 
ince  Iiimaeir  had  no  pthar  notion  of  a  national 
sembly,  Ihan  of  a  hody  to  represent  Uie  wants 


*' Aiil  si£ch  mas  their  HHitual  amr 
luern  Ihei/  upon  the  baHie,  Iha 
overlh-ew  in  great  part  infmy  of  the  ctEiea  qf  Itat^f 
which  turned  the  morse  of  rapid  streamt,  fmatd  (mcJ: 

lains,  UJM  mt  felt  by  one  of  the  corniatam.'^    Such 
i  j  iJie  description  of  Livj.    Il  may  he  doubled  whethi 

The  ate  of  the  baUls  of  Thru^mene  is  not  to  be  nut 
taken.  The  traveller  from  the  villagB  under  Cortona  1 


in  the  way  to  Rome,  1 


:zo.  On  I 


p  left,  and  in  front  of  him 


ig  down  towards  the  lake  of  Throsimt 
ailed  by  Ljvj  "  monies  Cottonenses,"  and  now  named 
le  Gudandra.  TheES  hills  he  ^proaches  at  Ossaja, 
illago  which  the  ilineroties  pretend  to  have  beenso  dt 
ominated  Irom  the  bones  found  there  t  but  there  ha^ 
is  found  there,  and  the  battle  was  fought  c 


a  little,  but  does 


I.  PromOssB 


enthm 


tsoflhi 


below  on  the  right,  wilii  Borghotlo,  a  round  tower  dose 
upon  the  water;  aijd  the  undulating  hiQs  partiall;  covered 
with  wood  amongst  which  the  road  winds,suikby  degrees 
into  Uie  marshes  near  to  this  towar.  Lower  than  the 
road,  down  to  the  right  amidst  these  woody  hillookB, 
Hannibal  placed  his  horse,=ifl  the  jaws  of  or  rather  above 
the  pass,  whidi  was  between  the  lake  and  the  present 
31  jirobably  close  to  Borghetto,  just  onder 


theli 


St  rd'the  " 


,muU."' 


re  Uie  I 


to  the  lefi. 


the  peasajit» 
call  "llieTowerofHannibal  the  Canhagmian."  Arrived 
at  the  highest  point  of  the  road,  the  trav^er  has  aparlial 

risw  of  the  fatal  ph 

cendalheGi   ' 


le  left  an 


Gualandra  hills,  bending  ro 


nby  (I 


r  with  Ld^  bi 
U"  vmoxii 


I  ■■Tintoscnia  Ihh  anior  anmnrmi 


mainu  iMrtffl  pnnoavii.  avoriiu(ii8  ramji  rapidoamDai 


tight,  ar 


0  the  lEike, 
lord  of  lbs 


the  pbuns  of  Cortona,  nor  appears  to  be  so  complcluty 
Bd  unless  to  one  who  is  fiurly  within  the  hills.  It 
then,  indeed,  ^ipears  *'  a  place  made  as  it'were  on  pur- 
er a  snare,''  '*  iocus  maidiisjiants.''  Borghetto  it 
[»und  to  stand  in  a  narrow  marshy  pass  close  to 
(be  hill  and  to  the  lake,  whilst  there  is  no  other  outlet  at 
thet^posite  turn  of  Uio  mountams  than  through  the  Uttla 
■own  of  Pasi^iano,  which  is  pushed  into  the  water  by  the 
foot  of  a  high  rocky  acclivity.'  There  is  a  woody  emi- 


I  allude  to  this  en 


as  the  one  o 


5d  Africa' 


Spaniards  in  a  conspicuous  poatiou.'  From  this  spot  he 

ipaiclied  his  Baleaiio  and  lighl-armed  troops  round 

through  tho  Gualandra  heights  to  the  right,  so  as  to  arrive 

which  the  road  now  laeses,  and  to  be  ready  to  act 
the  left  Qaaik  and  above  the  enemy,  whilst  the  horse 
up  the  pass  behind.  Flammius  came  to  the  lakn 
Borghetto  at  sunset;  and,  without  sending  ajiy  S[iie3 
e  him,  marched  through  the  pass  the  next  momiug 
before  the  day  had  quite  briAen,  so  that  he  perceived 
lolhing  of  the  horse  and  light  troops  above  and  about 


ill  of  Torr 


The  CO 
Id  ui  the  r 


ima  the  h< 


in  arahush  occupied  the  pass  behnid  hnn  at  Borghetto. 
Thus  the  Romans  were  completely  inclosed,  having  the 
lake  on  the  right,  the  mun  army  on  the  hill  of  Torre  m 
front,  the  Gualandra  hills  filled  vrith  the  light-armed  on 
then-  lefl  flank,  and  being  prevented  from  receding  by 
the  cavabj,  who,  the  larlher  Ihey  advanced,  slopped  up 


d  itself  0 


high  lands  were  in  the  sunshme 

and  all  Ihe  different 

corps  in  ambtah  looked  towards  i 

IB  hill  of  Torre  for  the 

order  of  attack.    Hannibal  gave 

«  signal,  and  moved 

down  from  his  post  on  the  height 

all  his  troops  on  the  eminences  hi 

of  FlaminiuB,  rushed  forward  as  i 

were  ivith  one  accord 

into  the  pWn.    The  Romans,  w 

array  in  the  mist,  suddenly  heard  the  shouts  of  the 

enemy  amongst  Ihem,  on  every  side,  and,  before  they 

could  faU  into  their  ranks,  or  draw 

their  swords,  or  sea 

by  whom  they  were  attacked,  felt 

at  once  that  they  were 

There  are  two  litfte  rivulets  wh 

Undta  into  the  lalie.    Tha  traveller  crosses  the  first  of 

these  at  about  a  nule  after  be  con- 

es  into  the  plMU.  and 

second,  about  a  quarter  of  a  mil 

further  on,  is  ciillerl 

"  the  Woody  rivulet,"  and  the  ] 

open  spot  to  the  left  between  the 

"Saiigumetto"  and 

V  Kara  ifidautrot-  jns  irtflda;  X60OP  airii 


by  Google^ 
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Ihe  hills,  which,  Ihey  saj,  was  llie  prmcipal^  scene 
slaughter.    The  other  part  oT  the  plain  is  covered  -"i 

iguite  level  except  near  tiie  edge  oT  ihe  lake,  ll  i 
indeed,  most  probable  Ihat  llie  battle  was  Ibughl  no 
Ihb  end  of  Hie  valley,  for  the  six  Ihousand  Ron>BJ 
who,  at  the  beginning  of  the  action,  broke  through  tl 
vnemj,  escaped  to  the  surnmii  of  an  eminence  viw 
must  have  been  in  this  quarter,  otherwise  they  would 
bave^  had  to  traverse  the  whole  plain,  and  to  pierce 
through  the  main  army  of  Hannibal. 

The  Romans  fought  desperately  Ibr  three  hours,  but 
ttie  death  oT  Flaminius  was  the  Eigoal  Tor 
dispersion.  The  Carthaginian  hoise  then  hi 
(he  fijgi^ves,  and  the  lake,  the  roEu^  about 
but  chiefly  the  plain  of  Ihe  Sanguinelto  and  the  passt 
of  the  Gualandra,  were  strewed  with  dead.  Near  som 
old  walla  on  a  bleak  ridge  to  the  lell  above  the  rivule 
;nany  homan  hones  have  been  repeatedly  found,  an 

"stream  of  blood." 

Every  district  of  Italy  has  its  hero.  In  the  north  snni 
painter  is  the  usual  genius  ofthe  place,  and  the  foretg 
Julio  Komano  more  than  divides  Mantua  with  her  nativ 
VirgiL'  To  the  south  we  hear  of  Roman  names.  Net 
Thrasimene  tradition  is  still  faithful  to  (he  fame  of^ 
enemy,  and  Hannibal  the  Carthaginian  is  the  only  anciei 

Flaminius  is  unknown ;  ht  t  the  postilions  on  that  road 
have  h«en  taught  to  ahon  the  very  spot  where  it  ConsoU 
Bamano  was  slain .    Of  all  who  Ibugbt  and  (ell  in  th< 

the  generals  and  Maharbal,  preserved  indeed  only  i 
single  name.  You  overtake  the  Carthaginian  again  oi 
Ihe  same  road  to  Rome.  The  antiiiuary,  Umt  is,  th< 
hostler  of  the  post-house  at  Spolcto,  tells  you  that  hb 

I  sUll  called  Porla  rfi  Avmhale.  It  is  hardly  worlt 


rk  that 


I  French  trE 


■esident  Dupaty,  sai 
in  the  lake  of  Bolsena,  which  lay  convc 
way  from  Sien.«  lo  Rome. 

Nolo  36.  Slanii  iKvi. 


Thrai 


temple  of  the  Clttumnu 


isuflheFoui 


s  omitted  to  expatjate  «i  thi 
bejween  Fohgno  and  Spolelo 
ven  in  Italy,  is  more  worthy  i 
wouni  cf  the  dilapidation  o 
rclerred  to  Historical  lilustra 
)  of  Childe  Harold, 


Note  ST.  Stanza  hui. 
ChariDiiiE  Ibo  ere  with  druad....-a  mslehlei 

prcr,  and  again  from  the  valley  below, 
tiew  is  far  lo  be  preferred,  if  the  trave 
Ibr  one  only;  Imt  in  uiy  point  of  view 


UofSi 


all  the  ( 


thcnbach,  Pisse  Vache,  fall  of  Arpenaz, 


£^°S«"A"z%{'illii",oo  u.  Wsl 


Note  38.  Stanza  luii. 
Of  the  time,  place,  and  quahtieB  of  Ihis  kind  of  Iiis, 

Mtrnfied.  The  fall  boUs  so  much  like  "the  hell  of 
^t  Addison  thought  the  descent  alluded  lo 
3  gulf  m  wluoh  Alecto  phmged  into  (he  «r 
;ioas.  Il  is  nngular  enough  Ihat  two  of  the 
icades  in  Europe  should  be  aruficial^-lhiB  of 
10,  and  Ihe  one  at  'Dvi^  The  traveller  is 
recommended  lo  trace  the  Velino,  at  least  as 
he  litlle  lake  called  Pi^  dt  Zap.  The  Reatine 
was  the  it^ian  Tempe,'  and  the  ancient  na- 
amongst  other  beautiful  varieties,  remarked 

Ihe  daily  rambows  of  the  I 


of  g. 


0  this 


tedO.  ) 


—lab 


These  slanias  may  probably  remind  the  reader 
laig-n  (VortAcrim'j remarks:  "D— nHonio,"  etc.,b 
ir  dishke  are  not  exactly  the  i 


wish  u 


I  that  1 


of  the 


cfHUprehcnd  the  beauty 
y  rote  before  we  can  get  by  hean ;  th 

cadened  and  destroyed,  by  the  iBdac 


passages  of  Sliakspeare  (^*To  be  or  not  to  be,"  for 
instance),  from  the  habit  of  having  them  hammered 
into  us  at  dght  years  old,  as  an  exercise,  not  of  mhld 
but  of  memory:  so  that  when  we  are  cjd  enough  to 
enjoy  them,  the  laate  is  gone,  and  the  appetite  palled. 
Tn  some  {>arls  of  the  conlinent,  young  persons  are 
taught  from  more  common  authors,  and  do  not  reaa 
the  best  classics  till  their  maturity.  I  cerlwnly  do  not 
apeak  on  this  point  from  any  pique  or  aversion  to- 
wards the  place  of  my  education.  I  was  not  a  sknv, 
tbou^  an  idle  boj  \  and  I  believe  no  one  could,  or 
can  be  more  attached  to  Harrow  than  I  have  always 
been,  and  with  reason; — a  part  of  Ihe  time  passed 
there  was  the  happiest  of  my  life  \  end  my  preceptor 
(the  Rev.  Dr.  Joseph  Drury  )  was  the  best  and  worthiest 

bered  but  loo  well,  though  too  hile~wh 


red,  m 


well  o 


wisely.    Ifei 


-  this  imperfect 


Ob,  Google 
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\ntely  Torbidden.  The  fiioe  accords 
the  ^^  hominem  mtegnaa  et  casba/i  ei 
with  any  o(  thebualaof  Auguetus,  ai 
him  wlio  was  beauljful,  says  Suetoni 
of  his  life.    The  pretended  likeness 


im  sho 

Id  reach  his 

yer  Ihinks  t 

gladly  boost  of  hav 

,S  beer 

OEOur  upon  his  insu 

Note  41.  Siama 

Sripiu.' ion.),  contain 

noadK. 

ment  on  Ihia  and  the 

ivofoUo 

niily  consult  Historic 

^   llUlBl 

o  of  Childe  Hnrdd. 

Nolo  42.    Stama 

The  oMr  hundred 

JuQIDhB 

ives    three  hundred 

and  IH 

-enly  for  the 

Certoinly  were  it  not  for  these  l*™  trails  in  ll 
of  Sylla,  alluded  to  in  this  stania,  we  should  regard 

Eatisjied  Ehc  Romans,  who  if  Ihey  had  not  reapect&^ 
must  have  destroyed  him.  There  could  be  no  mean,  no 


1  of  September, 
ir  {  a  year  allc 
^"  of  Worceal 


The  projected  division  of  the  Spada  Pompey  ,ha 
ateady  been  recorded  by  the  historian  of  tho  Dcclin 
onij  FkH  of  the  Roman  Empire.    Mr.  Gibbon  found  i 


cndon  of  it  (bat  Pope  JultuE  III.  gai 


being  executed  upon  the  inia"o.    In  a  more  civLiied 

the  French,  who  acted  the  Brniua  of  VoMaire  in  the 
Coliseum,  resolied  that  their  Caisat  should  fall  at  the 
base  of  tl^t  Pompey,  which  was  supposed  to  have  been 
sptinlded  with  the  blood  of  the  original  dictator.    The 

the  amphitheatre,  and  to  facilitate  its  trsnaport,  suf- 
fered the  temporary  amputation  of  its  right  arm.  The 
repubhcan  tragedians  had  io  pleaJ  that  the  arm  was  a 
rHIoration :  but  (heir  accusers  do  not  believe  thxt  the 
integrity  of  the  statue  would  hale  protected  it.    The 


medal  of  Pompey.'  The  objectionable  globe  may  not 
have  been  an  ilUapplied  flattery  Io  him  who  ibunil 
Asia  Minor  the  bouiidwy,  and  left  it  the  centre  of  the 
Roman  empire.  It  seems  that  Winkelmann  has  made 
a  mistake  in  thinking  that  no  proof  of  the  identity  of 
this  slatiie,  with  Ihoi  which  received  the  bloody  saori- 
fieo,  can  be  derived  from  the  spot  where  it  was  discov- 


lie  Cancellaria,  a  position  cwresponding 
It  of  the  Janus  before  the  basilica  of 
atre,  to  which  Augustus  transferred  the 
e  curio  was  either  burnt  or  taken  down.' 
Pompeian  shade,'  the  porUco,  eiiEted  in 

ng  of  the  XVlh  contmy,  and  the  nlriam. 

illed  Satrwn.    Go  says  Blondus,'    At  all 


on  the  sp 

fiptn 

or  with  a 

effec 

poweriiQ  U 

in 

ruth. 

Note  46. 

l^t^nr 

Krrriii 

,  the  thun 

:Ro 

me,  hko  n 

Sienna, 

of  th 

fbster- 

mother  of 

bunder; 

b<il 

there  w 

she-w 

ves  of  wh 

liatory  n 

on.     On 

e  of  these, 

.wA,> 

1B 

Un 

mulu!  under  the  Palatini 

,  and  is  u 

versiaiy 

belie 

ed  to  be 

that  mentioned 

by  the  La 

in 

s,  and  as  standing  under  the 


indidkl  ItomuluB.  qi 


b,L,oogle 
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tiintorian  Dion  also  records  aa  having  suffpred  ihe  same 
accident  as  is  aUuded  to  bj  the  orator.'  The  queetion 
agitated  by  the  antiquaries  is,  whether  the  wolf  now 
in  the  conservator's  palace  is  that  of  Livy  and  Dio- 
r.ysiua,  or  that  of  Cicero,  or  whether  it'  is  muther 
one  nor  the  other.  The  earUer  writers  liiifer  as  much 
as  the  modems ;  Lnraus  Faunus  '  says,  that  it  is  the  one 
alluded  [6  by  boih,  which  is  impossible,  and  also  by 
Virgil,  wrhicli  may  be.  Fulvius  Ursinus '  calls  it  the 
wolf  of  DionjHits,  aJui  Marlionus  ^  tallES  of  it  as  Iho 
one  mentioned  by  Cicero.  To  him  Ryoquius  frem- 
Wmgily  assents.'    Nardini  is  indi 


Win! 


I  rather  bends  to  the  ( 


atRom< 


MoniEueon' 

Of  the  later  writers  the  decisive  V 
claims  it  as  having  been  found  at  thi 
Theodore,  where,  or  near  where,  was  the  temple  of 
Romulus,   &ni  consequently  makes    it   the    wolf  of 
Dionysius.   His  aulljorily  is  Lucius  Faunus,  who,  h( 
over,  only  says  that  it  was  plactd  not  foanil,  at 
Ficus  Run:u]alis  by  the  Comitium,  by  which  he  d 
not  soem  to  allude  to  the  church  of  Saint  Thead< 
Rycquius  was    the  Krst  to   make  the  mistake,  i 
Wmkelmann  followed  Rycquius. 
Ftaminius  Vacca  tells  quite  a  direrenl  story,  and  s 


■ked  that 

with  lightning  in  the  Capitol,  makes  use  of  Ihe  past 

ense.     But,  with  the  Abate'e  leave,  Nardini  does  no! 

losilively  assert  the  statue  to  bo  that  mentioned  by 

3icero,  and,  if  he  had,  the  aasumption  would  not  por- 

laps  hare  been  so  etceedingly  indiscreet.    The  Abate 

lunseif  is  obliged  to  own  that  there  are  marks  very 

like  the  scaihing  of  lightning  in  the  hinder  legs  of  the 

sent  wolf  I  and,  to  get  rid  of  this,  adds,  that  the  wolf 

n  by  l^onysius  might  have  been  also  struck  by  light- 

g,  or  otherwise  injured. 

liet  us  examme  the  subject  by  a  reference  to  tlie 

'ds  of  Cicero.     Theorator  in  two  places  seems  to 

ticulariie  the  Eoranlus  and  the  Bemus,  espedally 

.  first,  which  his  audience  remembered  to  hiaie  bcm 

m  Ihe  Capitol,  as  being  struck  witli  lightning.    Tu  his 

rerses  he  records  thai  the  twins  and  wolf  both  fell,  and 

hat  the  latter  loft  behind  Ihe  marks  of  her  feet-  Cicera 

inly  mentions  that  it  fell  down,  without  alluding,  as 
the  Abate  has  made  fum,  to  the  force  of  the  Wow,  o 


Uberibua  KiavidiB  vhall  »re  TigAbalu^ 
UoooidLL  alauB  avulKL  Ptdnm  vmida  tiquit." 
Da  OniaidBtu,  lib.  iu  Qib.  i.  da  DivioU.  ap.  ii. . 
'  'Itw  ySp  rif  KainraUif _  Snifidirrss  rj  iroMoi  fitJ 
Kepttor&v    mveXf^nSOgam,    ical    Jiya^iiaTa    £\\ 

nai  AtAi  ijl  'ictoBO!  ifyv/ttvovi  okiSi'  tS  ti^  _^v, ^_ 

ffdviTfi  r$  -Pi^uw  teal  irttv  rS  Ftfii^Ab  \iii^uiim  iTt&n, 
DIon.HI^  lib.iiiili.  mt.W.  edit.  Rsb.  SuoK.  lJ4a    Hb 

the  laws  wei*  written  ware  JlipieGH]  Bad  become  Apv&pi!- 
All  that  th9  Remuu  did  was toerect  a  lanrOitalBs  lo  Juiuier, 
ImkLde  towurdB  the  eut:  rw  mention  it  afterwards  madoof 
Ibo  wolC  Thia  happffiad in  A.  U. C, 0)9.  Tbe  Abstain 
in  Dotkdwthii  nssaae  of  Dion.  (Btoriit  daDs  artj,  etc..  torn. 
I.  p.  301.  Boi*  I.)  iHn,  Mm  atinu,  nttfunei  iXm^  cim 
false  ia^fniiua  (wit  wotfj,  fay  wliroh rtia  dfaar  the  Abate 
imoilatia  tha  ZrlandnKiHclaijBii  Teision.  which  puu 
OTSKtii*  tlBastu  Ibr  On  oriiinal  Kmiifn!,  i  wonl  that  does 
not  mean  bmj'armata,  bnl  oniy  raitak  «i  mar  be  diMlnclh' 
■HO  iTOm  another  paBaie  of  the  game  Dion:  bSavX.'" 
piv-  offp  b  kyplinrai  not  liv  AJyouffrov  ivrnBfla  UpSi 
lliBtrtib.  Ivi.  Dion.BaTB  that  Agiiripa  "wiehed  to  raia 

it  "  In  eadem  porlicu  Hiea  lupa,  oqjoa  uberibui  Rqmnlu 

KemUB  kaclafltflH  iohiaal.  conspicimr;  da  nac    Cicoro 

.    VI>i>linsi«aDi>«iiitelle^rs.n^>iiuhae^i8namab  J3dili 

ruaiaui  euHitnoHtaiD  vro  certa  est."  Cac.  Feanj. 
Aniiq.  UTb.Rom.  Bb.  H.  oap.nE.  q;>.  SalenEre,  torn,  i 
£lT.  la  hii  XVllUi  chevOr  l£  reputs  that  tin  matuei  v 


li.1ib.ii.CBD.ix.  Hemai- 
.  ValiBaii,m. ».  cap.  Hi. 

G  "Nan  denRt  gui  bans  cpsam  ens  jntaat,  auam  adpinii- 
mat-  qura  fl  fnmitio  In  Baamcam  Latan^am,  cum  nonnulld 
atila  aotioHitaniin  idimu^  atcfse  Iriiie  In  utpilolhim  pwtea 
relata  aC  qiiaiiiim  Mariiaoua  aBtiquam  ^apitolinam  case 
inaiuJt  a  Talljo  deBjripIam,  gulNil  in  le  nimn  dubia,  Irepide 
awqililnnr.''  Jntt.  Rronii  de  (TagiL  Koman.  Coma.  cap. 
iC.v.  pai.  99ft  ediL  LoiaTbiLt.  IsgB. 

e  Nardini  Bonn  Vela^  lib.  v.  ap.  iv. 

7  **  lApA  hoJieqne  fa)  camtolinls  proalat  ^ibaa.  cnm  vet- 
t{m  ftihninii  que  Mam  nanat  Uhxid."  Diatjum  llalic.  torn. 

Iilunjor  in  fhe  aole,  bj  leviag 


I  of  tlie  I 


mo  oprnmn 
It  Sardini 


hthal 


iving  re 


Ihe  In 


ilhadb« 


Thei 


strength,  therefore,  of  the  Abate's  argumePt,  hangs 
diminished  by  remarking  thai  the  phrase  only 

"ins  are  modem ;  and  it  is  ecjually  clear  that 
marks  of  gilding  on  the  woU^  which  might 


EuppoB. 


of  the  . 


of  the  Capi- 
destroyed  when  injured  by  time  or  accident, 
hUt  into  certain  underground  depositories 
™.'  It  may  be  thought  possible  thai  iho 
wolf  had  been  so  deposited,  and  had  been  replaced  in 
s  situation  when  the  Cnpitol  was  re- 
n.  Rycquhis,  without  mentioning  his 
authority,  Idls  that  it  was  transferred  from  the  Comi- 
the  Laleran,  and  thence  brought  to  the  Cajntul. 
IS  found  near  Ihe  arch  of  Sevems,  it  may  have 
le  of  the  images  which  Oronus '  says  was  thrown 
0  the  Forum  by  lightning  when  Alario  took  the 
That  it  is  of  very  high  antiqdty  the  workman- 
a  decisive  proof,-  and  that  cuM^umslance  induceil 
Winkehnann  to  believe  it  the  wolf  of  Dionysius.  The 
^apiloline  wotf,  however,  may  hare  been  of  the  same 
jariy  date  as  that  at  the  temple  of  Romulus,  Lactaiv- 
ius  *  asserts  that,  in  his  time,  the  Romans  worshipped  a 
HOlf ;  and  it  is  known  that  Ihe  Lupercalia  held  out  to 


IWem  ii  Bnimal  ipaam  fbinat.  enjua  fit^uram  nrit."   Ld'oe- 
lant.  da  Ikbi'relieioiie.  Lib.  i.  cap.  !iD..i>aE,  101.  edIL  nrio- 

of  Livy  cnncemlni  Laurenlia  beinE  tiiured  hi  Ihii  wojf  wai 
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lie  other  aarly  aymhola  of  pagHtiism 
nay  be  pemilted,  hovmver,  to  ret 
was^a  Roouin  symbol,  but  Ibal  th 


liEled  ii 


cusedU. 


b  Ihey  make  against  tbi 


bimiQtbeisiandoriheTj'ber.  The  Romona  had  prob- 

bowever,  to  play  a  considerabla,  though  scandalous  p 
in  the  ehurch  nistgry,  and  has  left  seyeral  toliens  of 
a&ml  combal  nilb  St.  Peter  at  Rone ;  notwithstanding 
that  an  inscripdon  found  in  this  Very  island  of  111 
Tyber  sha>ved  the  Simon  Magus  of  Eusebius  to  be 
certam  indigenal  god,  called  Semo  SanguB  or  Fidius.' 

Kren,  when  the  worship  of  the  founder  of  Rome  had 
been  abandoned,  it  was  thought  eTqiedient  to  humc 
the  habits  of  the  good  matrons  of  the  aty  by  s^ndi 
them  with  theu-  sick  uifants  to  the  church  of  St.  The 
dore,  as  they  had  bcfbrs  carried  tJiemlolhe  (emplc 
Romulus.'    The  practice  is  continued  to  this  ds,y ;  and 
the  site  of  the  above  church  seems  to  be  thereby  ide 
biied  Kith  that  of  ±e  temple :  hi  that  if  the  wolf  had 
been  really  Ibund  there,  aa  Winkehnann  says, 
would  be  no  douht  of  the  present  statue  being  that 
seen  by  Dionysius.*  But  Faunus,  in  saying  that  it  we 
at  the  Ficus  RuminaUs  by  the  Comitium,  is  only  tatkin 
of  its  ancient  poation  as  recorded  by  Pliny ;  and  eve 
if  he  had  been  remarking  where  it  was  found,  woul 
not  hive  dluded  to  the  church  of  St.  Theodore,  but  1 
a  very  diflerrnl  place,  near  which  it  was  then  ihougl 

thai  ia,  the  three  columns  by  the  church  of  Santa  Marl 

the  Forum. 


rAnn.°EnciB»r(oiD.Yiii.iirXMamair«tk)"™l>ul™°dl^^^^ 
Boinffl  ad  Gelsiii  tempota,  ouiB  fngis  uita  Biordia  uitia  al- 
!ata  in  Italiain  LppeRaTar'  GelaMus  mole  a  letter  ivMch 
Sb!  w show Ihat'al^ iboSTSil™! up.""^'^' "" 
S  Eoiel^uB  hv  1bB»  words;  ^f  Aviptderi  jrap'  hjttp  ^f 


■    Eo^es.  HiU. 
Id  detect  this  Able.    1 


o^  ii.  fwavlocaPomponluB  lAtdB  eras 


4  Nsrdinl,  Hb. ».  oao.  ii. . , 

froriSi'm  paldDgJheltuQilDVfls-vwatthoehiiTohofBunt 
Theodure:  bdtaiLtvyHyH  Uie  volf  was  atthaFloiuRuDU- 
nalia.  anil  Dienysioi  at  (be  temj^  oTRoinulii^  he  is  oblind 
IcBD.  ir.)  10  own  tfait  the iwD  were  skim  IppittR,  eMrreSti 
■bo  Lupwcb)  cava,  sliadadi,  ai  it  wen,  b;  tba  fir-tree. 

G  "Ad  comiduinflDiiiol)inEuDina1lBpemiinabat.<abitait 


gliding,  and  of  the  lightning,  are  s 
1  fevourof  its  being  the  Ciceroni 
t  can  be  adduced  tor  the  conlrajy 


Ciesar,  the  m 

thought,  of  all  antiquity.  Nature 
IS  incapable  of  such  e\traordinajy  combinations  as 
losed  his  yersatile  capatdly,  which  was  the  wonder 
of  the  Romans  themselves.  The  first  general — 
only  triumphant  pohtician — inferior  to  none  in 
lence-^comparable  to  aiiy  in  Uie  attunments  of 


lanager 


itors,  and  pbilosopherE 


rappeari 


ig&"-fighting '  and  malting  love  a 


is  contemporaries,  and  [I 


iniiB."   Olai  Borrii$ii  anllqiu  UrbiaRomanB 
See  alio  cap.  lii.  Boiriohius  wrote  after  Nai- 


rwith  tlie  held  not 


3  Id  histenth  IidoIe.  Lucbi 


"  Bed  adept  defenaot  nbiqae 
Cfeear,  el  hoa  adinia  sladiie,  hoe  iKnibua  arceL 

tulinlt  Csa'af  iemper  feMter  utus 
Fneeipiti  enmi  belbnun  et  IBmpaTe  rapto.*' 
4  ^JiQB  cans  eilidmetiir/  san  Suetoniuiit  af^er  a  fan 
itiniatiDa  of  lu«  dtaraeter,  aiidiiiakinK  use  a!  a  phtoK  which 
laa,*  formula  in  14*r'*  tline.  "MeliumjiirecHAiinipiDiiun 
ml  which  wu  cnotinued  Jo  the  Jexal  judgmenTa  im^riiiunced 
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Note  49.  StBDia, 


8  column  of  Trajan  is  sur 
i  IhBlofAureliushjSt.Paul.  Set 
o  of  theIVliiCaj.[o,eto. 

Note  64,    Stan 


jears  which  hare  elapsed  Bince  Cicenj  wrote  this  h 
not  removed  ohy  of  the  unperleitiona  of  humani 
and  the  conipluats  of  the  ajiuent  philosophers  n 


Uuding  to  the  tomb  of  Cecilia  MeteUa,  c&iLed  Ci 
love,  in  the  Appian  Way.  See  Hislotical  IUueI 
!  nf  the  IV th  Canto  of  CMlde  Harold. 


LB  altogether  &ee  Ij'om  envy  and  Iron 
nouted  all  the  good  and  he  advanced 
3  account  they  couM  not  be  ^e  objecl 


Note  61.  SiamacviL 
Behold  the  IiBEnriel  Mount  I 
Tile  Palatine  is  oiie  mass  of  tuioB,  particularly  on 
Bide  towards  Uie  Cui!ob  Mtaimus.  The  very  so 
formed  of  criinibEod  brick-work.  Nothing  has  I 
told^  nothing  can  be  told,  to  satisfy  the  behefof  ^n) 
a  Roman  anliijuarj.— See  Historical  Illusiralions,  ] 


Note  S5.  Stanza  ciiv. 

rhe  name  and  eipkjita  of  Biena  must  In 
reader  of  Gibbon.  Some  details  and  in 

ripts,  relative  to  this  imh&ppy  hero,  will 
lUustrotionB  of  the  17th  Canto. 

NoteSfl.   Stanza  CSV. 


The  author  of  the  Ijfe  of  Cicero,  speaking  of  iht 
opmion  entertained  of  Briton  by  that  orator  and  lat 
colemporary  Romans,  has  the  following  ekiquent  pas- 
sage; *' From  thdr  railleiies  of  this  kind^  on  the  bar 
harity  and  misery  of  our  island,  one  cannot  help  re- 
flectuig  on  the  surpriang  fete  and  revolutions  of  king- 
doms, how  Rome,  once  the  mistroas  of  (he  ivorld,  th< 
*      and  glory,»ov('--        ■-    "   '    ■ 


iverty,  . 


smptible  of  tyrants, 
reh^us  imposture:  while  this  remote  country 
cnlly  thfl  jest  and  contempt  of  the  polite  Romans 
jcome  the  happy  seat  of  liberty,  plenty,  and  letters 
ishing  in  all  the  arts  and  refinementB  of  civil  life 
running  perhaps  the  same  coiu^e  which  Kome  it 
tun  before  it,  from  virtuous  industry 


tvealth  (c 


rab:  till,hyHtoi 


of  disupline,  and  corruption  of  m 
degeneracy  and  -loss  of  virtue,  being  grown  npe  jor 
deslnioUon,  it  fall  a  pey  at  last  to  some  hardy  oppress- 
or, and,  with  the  loss  of  liberty,  loang  every  thing  that 
[s  valusU«,  einks  gradually  again  into  its  original  ba> 


'  Hujna  tantiim  meraoilfB  delatuic  est.  ul.  nn]UB  hi]  iwih- 
lelBrem  non  aliter  in  Senalu  principitrUB  Bcctamalur. 
..._..  PELIOIOR.  AVGVSTO.  MELIOR.  TRAJANO." 
Eutrop.  Brer.  HiaL  Bom.  lib.  vliL  csjj-  v. 

'  T^  "  Y^  "■*/"■"  m<^^ ""'  f  i^Xf>  i'P'icy, 

fi^B'  tcA  ynpus  i^y-ircsBai ....kiU  dSt'  lifBiesi, 

-I  ca64|)e(  rir^  dXXd  tal  jiin  vdrras  rof'S  iyaSoli; 
}i^  Hal  iiieydXavs'  Koi  5id  to&to  o^tc  Ipo^UrS  Ttva 
rUr,  oSi-i  ifha JioSiAai!  «  Sj.iura  in-,oTtilt, 

'itp  Tea  Kfli  f&nvv  rfiv  iStKiav  Airdxim-,-,.,^i\o6iiE' 

iifjf  pur'  hrtdncuK  miBEylvsro,  Hal  t^  yijjjoitnf^  m^- 
rjJnrSj  iSjifltf  ijTunjiit  phi  irSji-  feScpii  hi  /iiiiiv!, 
wXltv  -naSiphis  Sr-   Hiat  Rom.  lib.  Iiviii.  cap.  ii.  vii.  lom. 
-1S3, 1134.  edit.  Himt),  1750. 

ilenesono  Fsdroni » Catkrelli. die  eon  quocto  odhib 
nato  11  luago;  vi  e  ona  foolana  Hitto  una  gran  voJie 
Che  al  preaente  u  gede,  e  U  Kdmeni  vi  luino  remte 
irsi !  nel  pavlmratadl  esEa  fonle  a  lef  so  in  an  epitaftie 

dieerepitafllo,oBBBTelaiiiede»ildaronleiiiciiifuconveHita." 
MenioTie,  etc.  ap.  Netdidi.  paf.  13.   He  dooa  not  Eive  thn 
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cateil  lo  Ihe  nyni|jB.  The  inscription  is  not  Ihere  81 
this  day  ;  but  MontTaiicon  quotes  two  lines'  of  Ovid 
Irom  a  stone  in  llie  Villa  Giustinisni,  which  li«  seems 
to  tiiink  had  been  brought  from  the  same  grotto. 

This  gtotlo  and  vallej'  wete  formerly  frequented  in 

tummer,  and  purlioulirlF  the  first  Suodaj-  in  May,  bj" 

-n  Romans,  who  altached  a  salubt^i 


c  fountsi: 
m  of  the  1 


orifice  al 


Thebfo 


leOwdianAlnio, 


o  the  bi 


I  and  qua 


The  valley 

itself  is  called  Talle  di  CafTarelli,  from  the  dukes  of 
tliat  name,  who  made  over  their  fountam  lo  the  Palla- 

There  can  be  little  doubt,  that  this  long  dell  is  tiie 
Egerian  valley  of  Juven^  and  the  pausing  place  <£ 
Umbrieius,  notwithstanding  tho  generality  of  hi 


)d  the  deso 


1  of the  s 


his  friend  U 

peculiarly  worshipped. 
The  stop  from  tha  Porta  Capena  to  the  Alban  hill. 


(delubiB)toihosi 
let  lolls  us,  that  they  had  been  ejected  to  make  r«nn 
T  the  Jews.   In  fact,  the  little  temple,  now  called  that 

■  Bacchus,  was  formerly  thought  lo  belong  to  llie 
(usee,  and  Nardini '  places  them  in  B  [joplat  grovo, 

It  is  pmbible,  from  the  inaviption  and  position,  that 
le  cave  now  shown  may  be  one  of  the  ^*  artificial  cav- 

ighor  up  ^e  valley,  under  s  lufl  of  alder  bushes :  but 
single  grotto  of  Egeria  is  a  mere  modern  inretHion, 
■e&ed  upon  (he  application  of  the  ejuthet  Egerian  tn 
lese  nymphea  in  general,  andwhidi  might  send  us 

■  look  for  tlie  haunts  of  Numa  upon  the  banks  o(  tlia 
Than 


IS  far  as  the  A 

o  its  old  si 


with  11 


and  then 


The  lufo,  ■ 


whidi  the 
stance  composing  Uie  bank 

The  modern  topogra]>hers  ^  lind  in  the  grotto  the 
statue  of  Ihe  nymph  and  nine  niches  for  the  Muses,  and 
a  late  travetlor  *  has  discovered  thai  the  cave  is  restored 
to  that  fflmpli^ty  vhich  the  poet  regretted  had  been 
exchanged  for  mjndicious  ornament.  But  tJie  headless 
statue  is  palpably  rather  a  male  than  a  nymph,  and  has 

The  nine  Muses  could  hardly  ha\ ,  Jod  ui  six  niches  j 
and  Juvenal  certainly  does  not  allude  to  any  individual 
cave.  ^    Niithing  can  be  collected  from  the  satirist  but 

wMoh  it  was  supposed  Numa  held  nightly  consultations 
with  his  nymph,  and  where  there  was  a  grove  and  a 
sacred  fountain,  and  fanes  once  consecrated  to  the 
Muses;  andtliatfromthisspot  there  wasadescent  into 


Hlcubl  iHKluniieNumaoonitinelial  amion, 
NuiK  lacti  fluids  leoaiii,  et  delubia  locantur 


lb  the  I 


St 'thought  misplaced 


Our  English 


nt  sfeduced  in 


m  by  his  acquaintance  with  Pope ;  he  carefully  pre- 
rves  Ihe  correct  plural— 

"TheiKe.Blowb'  winding  down  Ihs  .ilo,  ws  view 
The  valley  abounds  with  sprmgs,  =  and  over  Ihese 

>uring  groves,  Egeria  pe^ded :  hence  she  was  said 
supply  them  with  water ;  and  she  was  the  nymph  of 
the  gn^ios  dircugb  which  Ihe  fountains  were  taught  to 
flow. 

The  whole  of  the  monuments  in  the  vicbiliy  of  the 
Egerian  valley  have  received  names  at  will,  which  have 
been  changed  at  will.  Venuti'  owns  he  can  see  no 
traces  of  the  temples  of  Jove,  Saturn,  Juno,  Venus, 
and  Diana,  which  Nardim  found,  or  hoped  to  find.  The 
muttttorium  of Caracalla's  circus,  the  temple  ofHonour 
and  Virtue,  the  temple  of  Bacchus,  and,  above  all,  the 
temple  of  the  god  of  Sediculus,  are  the  antiquaries' 


Thet 


I  of  tliat 


e  his  aliai  was  undci 


NoleST.  Stania 


on  to  the  world.  This  was  the  proud  disti 
of  Englishmen,  and  the  lununous  source  of  al 
glory.    ESiall  we  then  forget  the  manly  and  di 
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nguage 


The  mothflr  or  the  nurse  about  our  good  old  prejudices  7 
Th.9  IS  not  the  way  10  defend  the  causa  of  truth.    It 

ItaDt  periods  of  our  history.  Prejudice  may  be  trusted 
to  guard  the  outworks  for  a  short  space  of  time,  while 
ceasan  slumbers  ui  the  citadel :  but  if  the  la.tter  sinli 

for  hcrsetf.  Philosophy,  wiadonjT  and  tiberly,  support 
each  other ;  he  who  wilL  not  reason,  ia  a  bigot ;  he  who 


Preraor 


m  Suetonius,  that  Atiguat 


<i  from  a  wam- 


oeggar,  silling  belbre  the  gate  of  bis  palace,  wi 
hand  holEowed,  and  Eireiched  out  ibr  cbarity.^  A 
formerlj  in  die  Villa  Borghese,  and  which  should  be 
now  at  Palis,  represents  the  emperor  in  that  posture  of 
suiiplication.    The  olgect  of  liis  seltdegradaUon  wai 

on  good  fortune,  of  whose  power  the  Roman  eonqueron 
were  also  reminded  liy  certain  symbols  attached  to  theii 
ears  of  triimiph.  The  symbols  were  tlie  whip  and  the 
a-otida^  which  were  discovered  iii  the  Nemesis  of  th« 
Vatican.  The  attitude  of  be^ary  made  the  above 
staliie  pass  lor  thai  of  Belisarius',  and  until  the  criti- 
cism of  Winkelmann  ^  had  rectified  the  mistake,  otif 

Ibar  of  the  sudden  termination  of  prosperity  that  made 
Amasis,  king  of  Egypt,  want  his  Irieiid  Polycratcs  ol 
Sanios,  that  the  gods  toved  those  whose  lives  wen 
chequered  widi  good  awl  evil  fortunes.  Nemesis  was 
supposed  to  lie  in  w^t  particularly  for  the  prudent ;  tha) 
a,  lor  those  whose  caution  rendered  than  acoessiUe 


in  the  banks  of  (he  Phrypan  ^sepus  Iqr  A 
3rcBsu6  by  mistake.    Hence  the  goddess  wai 


belief.     The 

antiquaries  have  EU 

pposed  tnb  goddess  to 

s  vridi  fortune  and 

-ithfata:'  bulitwa 

inhervindic 

ve  quali^  that  she 

was  worshipped  under 

lemesis. 

Note  59.  Stanfflcsl. 

ais(or]ie. 

Whether 

le  wonderful  statu 

which  auroested  thi 

miage,  be  a 

Winkelniann 

s  criticism,  has  bee 

or  whether  il 

)e  a  Greek  herald, 

.s  thai  great  sntiquar' 

erted,' or  whether 

It  is  to  be  thought  a 

Spartan  or 

opinion  of  hi 

ItaUan  editor,' it 

sented  "awe 

lunded  man  dying,  w 

what  (here  r 

m^nedoflifein 

and  Mafflei' 

hought  it  the  iden 

statue  was  0 

bronjc.    The  gls 

iatorwas  once  in  th. 

villa  Ludovizi 

i,andwasbougT.tbyClemenlXII.     The 

right  arm  is 

m  entire  testoraiio 

of  Michael  Angeb. 

Note  60.  Ste,nz 

cxli. 

Gladiators 

wereof  two  kinds. 

compelled  and  volun 

,  and,  alior  1 


tary  ^  and  were  supplied  from  several  Co 

laves  sold  lor  that  purpose ;  f 

larian  captives,  either  taken 

sd  in  Iriumph,  set  i^art  for  Ihe  games,  or  Uioae  i 

ind  condemned  as  rebels ;  also  from  free  citizens, 
fighting  for  hire  [toKtori^),  others  from  a  dep 
en  knights  and  senators  wer 
which  the  first  tyrant  was  nat 
the  first  inventor. '    In  the  end,  dwarfe,  and  eve 

nen,  fimghi ;  an  enormity  prohibited  by  Severua. 

heae  the  most  to  bo  pitied,  undoubtedly,  ivere  ths 

justly  appUes  the  epithet  "mii«eji(,"todiatniguish 


Uori.  No..  Thf  saiir. 


in  leitat  a&inite."   Flin.  Mat.  Iliit.  xi 
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Irom  the  professioas]  gladialors.  Aureliaji  and  Claudii 

Uit>  one  allot  his  trluinph,  and  the  other  on  the  pretext 
of  a  renellion.'  Noiiar,Baj's  LipMus,' maseven 
striiciiTC  to  tlie  human  race  as  Iheae  sports.  In 
of  the  laws  of  Constanline  fuid  Gonslans,  gladj^ 
shows  survived  Ihe  old  establiahed  religioQ  morF 
seventy  years ;  hut  they  ovred  Iheir  final  exiiiict 
the  courage  ofa  Christian.  In  the  year  404,  on  t) 
.  lends  of  Jonuary,  Ihey  were  eihjbiting  the  shows 
Flavian  amphitheatre  before  the  usual  immense 
coursa  of  people.  Abnaohius  or  Telemachus,  an  eastern 
monli,  who  had  tiavelled  to  Eome  intent  on  his  holy 
purpose,  rushed  into  the  midst  of  the  area,  and  endea- 
voured to  separate  the  ixMibatants.  ThepttEtoiAlypius, 
a  person  incredibly  attached  to  fliese  games,'  give  instant 
orders  to  the  gladiators  to  slay  him  ^  and  Telemachus 
gained  the  crown  of  martyrdom,  and  the  title  of  saint, 
which  surely  has  never,  either  before  ot  smce,  been 
awarded  for  a  more  noble  evploiU  HononuB  immedi- 
ately abolished  the  shows,  which  were  nets  allerwards 
revived.  Thestorylslddby'nieodoret'andCaBslod 
riis,^  and  seems  worthy  of  credit,  notwithstanding 
place  in  the  Roman  martyrology.'  Besides  ihe.lorrenta 
of  blood  which  flowed  at-  the  fimerals,  in  the  ampb 
theatres,  the  cacus,  the  forums,  and  oths-  puUle  place 
gkdiatora  were  introduced  at  feasts,  and  tore  each  olhi 
to  pieces  amidst  the-supper  tables,  to  the  great  deligl 
and  applause  ol  the  guests.  Yet  Lipsius  permits  bin 
self  to  suppose  the  loss  of  courage,  and  the  evident  di 

abolilian  of  these  bloody  spectacles.' 
NateGI.  StsjizacxliL 
wS'd"a&loiUle,'l™playtiliireaora"'ciDid' 

"hthia  il,"  "  hoc  hahet,"  or  "  habet,"  The  woundi 
combatant  dropped  his  weapon,  and,  advancing  to  tl 
edge  of  the  arena,  supplicated  the  spectators.  If  he  he 
fought  well,  the  people  saved  bun ;  if  otherwise,  or  i 
they  happened  to  be  inclined,  they'  turned  down  .the 
thumbs,  and  be  was  slain.    They  were  occasionally  i 


savage. 


Lt  they  ■ 


longa-  than  ordinary  without  wounds  ot  death.  Th( 
emperor's  presence  generally  savad  iho  vanquished :  anc 
it  is  recorded  as  an  mslance  of  Caracdia's  feroraty,  that 

tacle  at  Nicomedia,  to  ash  the  people ;  in  other  wore 
handed  them  over  to  be  slain,    A  similar  ceremony  is 
observed  at  the  Spanish  bull-lights.  The  Magistra' 


1  VopiEcus,  in  vil.  Aarel.;  anJ.  in  vil.  Claud,  ibid. 
3  "Creilu.imDsi^.Diihunibellunitamiincladeniv 

fb!d."li"".'cwi'.'S'i."  "■"      '     '  eoum,    B 


F"vio"prS.'"edil.l?'<^"""""'*''™"*  *     /"  '™' 

ad  viimtflm?  MaKOUn.  'iWpora  noilra.  ooaqae  ipsoi  ridi 
ram,  OpiJidani  ecce  omim  alieiuuiva  captaai,.(hreptum  t 
baingr.  Ubi  robur^  nbl  lot  per  annas  ineditate  upieniiiD  b' 
^it?"  olo.  Hlia?."libT?i.^S-  xiy.^'rii  wototjpi  of  S 


fought  the  bull,  the  maladore  steps  forward  and  bovra 
him  for  permission  to  kill  the  animal.    If  the  bull  has 

lies  wave  their  handliercbiefs,  and  the  animal  is  saved. 

The  wounds  and  death  of  the  horses  are  accompamod 
'ith  the  loudest  acclamations,  and  many  gestures  of 
elighl,  especially  from  the  female  portion  of  the  audi- 
nce,  including  those  of  the  gentlest  blood.  Every  thing 
epcnds  on  habit.  The  author  of  Childe  Harold,  Ihe 
'riter  of  this  note,  and  one  or  two  other  Englishmen, 
'ho  have  certainly  in  other  days  borne  tho  sight  of  9 
itched  hatde,  wore,  durutg  the  summer  of  IB09,  in  the 
r>vemor^s  box  at  the  great  amphitheatre  of  Santa  Ma- 
a,  opposite  to  Cadiz.  The  death  of  one  or  two  horses 
ompletely  satisfied  Iheir  curiosity,  A  gentleman  pre- 
snt,  obseirring  them  shudder  and  look  pale,"  noticed 
■at  imusual  receptjoti  of  so  delightful  a  sport  to  some 
OUng  ladies,  who  stared  and  smiled,  and  continued 

their  applauses  as  ajiolher  horse  fell  bleeding  to  Iha 
,round.    One  bull  killed  three  horses  qff"  his  oitm  homs, 
le  was  saved  by  acdamadons,  which  were  redoubled 
^hen  it  was  known  he  belonged  to  a  priest. 
An  Englishmsn,  who  can  be  much  pleased  with  see- 

3ok  at  a  horse  galloping  round  an  arena  with  his 
lowels  trailing  on  the  ground,  and  turns  from  the  spec 
ade  and  spectators  with  horror  and  disgust. 
Sole  63,  Stanza  cillv. 

Suetonius  informs  us  that  Julius  Cssar  was  pa  ticu 

ibled  him  to  wear  a  vireaih  of  laurel  on  all  occasions. 

of  the  world,  hut  to  hide  that  he  was  bald.    A  b  an  e 
me  would  hardly  have  guesstii  at  the  mouve  no 
should  we  without  the  help  of  the  historian. 
Nijte  63.  Stanza  cidv. 

is  is  quoted  in  the  Decline  and  Fall  of  the  Roman 
re:  and  a  notice  on  the  Coliseum  may  bo  aeon  in 
istotical  lUustiations  ta  the  IVth  Canto  of  Childe 


Note  64.  Stanza  crivi. 


"Though  plundered  of  all  its  brass,  except  the  ring 
■hich-was  necessary  to  preserve  the  apettute  ahoye, 
lOugh  exposed  to  repeated  fires,  though  Bomedmes 
ooded  by  the  river,  and  always  open  to  the  r^n,  no 
lOtiument  of  equal  antiquity  is  so  well  preserved  as 
Ibis  rotunda.  It  passed  with  little  alteration  from  the 
Pagan  into  the  present  worship;  and  so  convenient  were 
its  ruches  for  the  Christian  altar,  that  Michael  Angelo, 
ever  sludious  of  ancient  beauty,  mttoduced  theu  de- 
agn  aaa  model  of  the  Catholic  church." 

Forsyth's  Remarks,  etc.,  on  Italy,  p.  137.  «e.%  ediu 


66.  Stan: 


cxlvii, 


rhe  Pantheon  has  been  made  a  receptacle  for  tho 
(8  of  modem  great,  or,  at  least,  dislingidshed  men. 
1  flood  of  light  which  once  fell  through  the  large  oto 
IB  on  the  whole  drcle  of  divinities,  now  dunea  at 
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This  and  Ui 
llie  Roman  Di 
by  Ihe  Bile  oi 


Note  67.  Sianmclli. 
Jie  mcle  vihkh  lladrmii  loar'd  on  hieh 
of  St.  AogelD.   See  Hietoiical  lUustrfr- 


H  of  Ihc  ■ 


to  the 


churches  of  Eun 


IB  Classical  Tour  ihmughlialy,  yd.  ii,  pago  125, 


Mary  died  on  the  scalTold;  Elizabeth  of  a  brok 
heart  i  Charles  V.  a  hermiii  Louis  XIV.  a  bankrupt 

greatest  ia behind," — Napoleonlives  a  prisoner.  Totht 

of  names  equally  illustrious  and  tinhappy. 
Note  70.  Stania  cbiiii. 

The  village  of  Nemi  was  near  the  Arit:ian  relr^at 
Egeria,  and,  from  the  shades  which  emhosomed  i 
temple  of  Diana^  has  preserved  1o  this  day  !■:<  distinct! 
nppellalion  of  The  Grove.  Nemi  is  but  an  eveninj 
ride  from  the  comfortable  inn  of  Albano. 


le  Alban  hilt  is  of  unriv 


and  the  Cape  of  Terracing.      , 

The  wteofCicero'srillamay  be  supposed  either 
ihe  Grotta  Ferrata,  or  at  the  Tuaoulutn  of  Prince  Luc' 


uona^arte. 


Hief 


■a  a|o  Ihe  I 


m  Iiliddlclon 
^mething  of  its  credit,  exce 
Llomemchmos.    JNme  monks,  of  the  Greek  i 
there,  and  the  adjoinbig  villa  is  a  cBrdinal's 
"■  rilla,  called  RuBnella,  is  0 

lit  of  the  hill  above  Ftascali,  and  many  rii 
s  of  Tusculuni  havs  been  found  there,  b( 
ilylwo  ElatueaofiSfferenlnHnMand  prescrvi 


— U  is 


icordiiif 


ich  lies  the  long  valley  of  R 
ralleywithihe  "Usiica"  ofH 
er  by  throwing  up  the  earth  of. 

o  iliink  tl 


■"  U^ca 


;,  than  that  the  inhabitants  of  this  secluded  valley, 
changed  llieir  tone  in  this  word.  The  addition  of 
□nsonant  preiued  is  nothing :  yet  it  is  necessary  to 
»varc  that  Rustica  may  be  a  modem  name  which 
easanis  may  have  caught  from  the  antiquaries, 
e  villa,  or  tlie  mosaic,  is  in  a  vmeyard  on  a  knoll 


s,  that 


Jiza,  yet 


the  head  of  the  valley  which  is  an 
denominated,  and  which  may  have  talien  its  name  from 
ihoDigenlia.  Ijoenza contains  700  inhabilanla.  Una 
poak  a  little  way  beyond  is  Civitella,  contammg  SCO. 
Oo  the  banks  of  the  Anio,  a  little  before  you  turn  up 
into  Valle  Ruslioa,  to  Ihe  left,  about  ai 


^  favw 


"  Me  ouotieiH  reli4^t  celidus  Di^entia  ntds. 

jtreem  is  clear  high  up  Ihe  veikj,  but  before  It 
reaches  the  hill  of  Bajdela  looks  green  and  yellow  like 

Itocea  Giovane,  a  ruined  village  In  the  hills,  half  an 
hour's  walk  from  the  vineyard  where  the  pavement  is 


irably  so 


■e  of  our 


LucretiUs  is  called  Cam. 
panile,  and  by  following  up  the  nvulet  to  the  pretended 
"  "  ■  1  come  10  the  roots  of  'he  higher  mountam 
ignlarly  enough,  the  only  spot  of  ploughed 
L'hole  valley  is  on  the  knoll  where  this 
Bandusia  rises, 


peasania  show  another  spring  near  the  mosaic  pavo- 
.1,  which  they  call "  Oradma,"  and  which  flows  down 
hilh  into  a  lanh,  or  mill-dam,  and  thence  trickles 

into  thf  Sigentia.    But  we  must  not  hope 

I  of  the  Bandusian  Ibuntain.  It  seems  strange  that 
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of  the 


of  the  valley  of  BusLii 

■     ■  ;  orchard  dosi 

jghUvilla,! 


to  the  churol: 

m  BO  lucky  as  a  late  ffa 
ie  still  pendajil  on  the  | 


in  the  craggy  aecliv- 
;e  probably  had  one 
s  farm,  immediately 


The  totirisi  may  have  easily 
supposed  himself  to  have  seen  this  piiie  figured  in  the 
above  cypresaes,  for  the  orange  and  lemon-trees  vrhieh 
throw  Guch  a.  bloom  over  his  description  of  the  royal 
gardeiiB  at  Naples,  unless  they  have  been  since  displaced, 

choosing  the  Classicd  Tourist  ss  a  guide  in  Italy,  must 
be  allowed  to  iind  vent  in  a  few  observations,  which,  it 
IS  assarted  without  fear  of  contradiction,  will  he  con- 
firmed by  every  one  who  has  selected  the  same  con- 
ductor through  the  same  country.  This  author  is,  in  &ct, 
one  of  the  most  inaccurate,  unaaUsfactory  writers  that 

very  seldom  to  be  trusted  even  when  he  speaks  of  ob- 
j*cts  which  he  must  be  presumed  lo  have  seen.  His 
errorfij  Grom  the  simple  eifaggeration  to  the  downright 
misslatement,  are  so  frequent  as  to  induce  &  suspicion 
that  he  had  either  never  vidted  the  spots  described,  or 
nad  trusted  to  the  fidelity  of  former  writers.  Indeed  the 
ClassicalTour  has  every  characteristic  of  a  mere  com- 
pilation of  former  notices,  strung  together  upon  a  very 
ilender  thread  of  personal  observation,  and  swelled  out 
by  those  decorations  which  are  so  easily  supplied  by  a 
systematic  adoption  of  all  the  commonplaces  of  prsuse, 
Bpphed  to  every  thing,  and  therefore  agnifying  nothing. 
The  style  which  one  person  thinks  cloggy  and  enm- 
brous,  and  unsuitaWe,  may  be  to  the  taate  of  others, 
and  such  may  eiperience  some  salutary  esiatemont  iii 
plougWng  through  the  periods  of  iha  Classical  Tour. 
It  must  be  s^d,  however,  that  polish  and  wHght  are 
apt  to  beget  an  expectation  of  value:  It  is  amongst  the 
pains  of  the  damned  to  toil  up  a  climax  with  a  huge 

The  tourist  had  the  ehmco  of  his  words,  hut  there 

Tl  e  loie  of  virtue  and  of  liberty,  nMch  must  have  dis- 
Unguiahed  t  e  character,  certainly  adorns  the  pages  ol 
Mr    EustaBO,  and  the  gentlemanly  spirit,  so  recom- 
mendatory e  ther  in  an  author  or  his  productions,  is  verj 
consp  cuous  throughout  the  Classical  Tour.  But  these 
genfro  b  qualities  are  the  foliage  of  such  a  perfoitni 
and  may  be  spread  about  it  so  promuienlly  azid 
fuselv  as  to  embarrass  those  who  wish  lo  see  azid 
the  fru  t  at  I  and.     The  unction  of  tha  divine,  anc 

ui^otiuig°-t»»-"  ciiuaS  ^in^.'etcTchaih  iL  volTu 


display  of  all  tho  ei 

mosity  agamst  atheists  and  regTcides  m  genera],  an 
Frenchmen  specifically,  may  be  honourable,  and  may 
useGil,  as  a  record ;  but  that  antidote  sboukl  either 
adnunislercd  in  any  work  rather  than  a  tour,  or,  at 
St,  should  be  served  up  apart,  and  not  so  niiied  with 
I  whole  mass  of  information  and  reflection,  as  to  give 
jiltemess  to  every  page ;  for  who  would  choose  to 
re  the  anttpathics  of  any  man,  however  just,  fot  his 
veiling  companions  I  A  tourist,  unless  he  aspires  to 

ich  may  take  place  in  the  country  which  he  describes ; 
-  his  reader  may  very  fairly  esteem  all  his  political 


ralist,  may  have  made  tliis  w 
!Uer  than  a  bori  of  travels, 
a  book  of  travels;  and  this 


ling  gen. 


assist,  and  more  parti 

ularlyif 

they  obstruct,  his  actual  survey. 

N»ther  encomium  n 

r  accusation  of  any  go 

to  be  here  offered  i 

stated  as  an  UKontrove 

rtible&ct,^tthecha 

ngeope- 

rated,  dthcr  by  the  ad< 

ress  of  the  late  imperii 

system. 

or  by  the  disappointmt 

the  Itahan  thrones,  ht 

put  Mr. 

Eustace's  AntigaUican  philippics  entirely  out 

of  date, 

suspicion  upon  the  competency 

andcajidouroftheau 

ir  by  the  borrowed  trumpet 


Italy  for  its  attachment  to  revolutionary  piinciples,  and 

ns  in  favour  of  the  unfortunate  Mural.  This  change 
ly,  however,  have  been  made  since  Mr.  Eustaou 
lited  this  country;  hut  the  traveller  whom  he  has 
■illed  with  horror  at  tho  prtgected  stripping  of  the 
pper  frooi  the  cupola  of  St.  Peter's,  must  be  much 
ieved  lo  find  that  sacrilege  out  of  the  power  of  the 
ench,  or  any  other  plunderers,  the  cupola  being  wv- 
id  with  lead. ' 


ice  of  olhe 

-wise  rival  c 

itics  had 

the  Classi 

cal  Tour, 

to  warn  ll 

that,  bowerer  it  may 

adorn  his  U 

irary,  it  wiL 

or  no  service  to  bun  ir 

;  afldiflhe 

ludgmeiit 

of  those  critics  hadh 

would  have  been  ma. 

■  loanticip 

it  is,  those  who  stand  in  the  re 

sterily  lo 

Mr.  Eustace,  may  I 

porary  praises,  and  ai 

e  perhaps 

M  bo  :nsl 

1  ■■What  thim  win 

iraenl.orralt 

trr„?." 

Ji^a/eX" 

!;I?^;JLP?'^^»"> 
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opattjon  as  the  causes  ef  love  and  hatred  are  the 

advice  of  reti 

ming  travellorB,  induced  to 

uasdon  his 

design,  allhau 

gh  he  had  already  errangedh 

mids  before  the  above  remarks  were  written ;  for 

d  slruck  off  one  or  two  of  the 

r  the  most  respects.ble  of  the  Florentine  publishers. 

of  these  lujtes  would  wish 

part  (like 

Mr.  Gibbon) 

cMnal3,bothB 

does  not  think  it  necessary  t 

eitend  iha 

M  of  the  ClassiceJ  Tour,  was,  by  the  concurring 

same  d.saee 

silence  to  theu>  humHe  partis 

ans. 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 

Fiur  dime !  where  eveiy  season  smiles 
Benignant  o'er  those  blessed  Isles, 
Which,  seen  from  far  Colonna's  height. 
Make  glad  the  heart  that  hails  the  sight. 
And  lend  to  loneliness  delight. 

HE  Talc 

founded 

pon  Mcumstances  now  less  common  in  the 

There,  mildly  dimpling,  Ocean's  cheek 

East  di 

n  formerly;  either  because  the  ladles  are 

Bcflcots  the  tints  of  miiny  a  peak 
Caught  by  the  langhing  tides  that  lave 

moroeirf 

-umspcct  than  in  Ihe  "  olden  Ume ;"  or  he- 

Christians  have  better  fcrtone,  or  less  en- 

These  Edens  of  the  eastern  wave ; 

The  story,  when  entire,  eontamed   the 

And  if,  at  times,  a  transient  brcc™ 

sdvemun 

s  of  a  female  slave,  who  was  tlirown,  in  tKe 

Break  the  blue  crystal  of  the  seas, 

an  manner,  into  the  sea  for  infidelity,  and 

Or  sweep  one  blossom  from  the  trees, 

nvei-gcd  by  a  young  Venetian,  her  lover,  at  the  time 

How  welcome  is  each  gentlo  ah 

Ihe  Sevs 

a  Islands  wTjre  possessed  by  the  Republic  of 

That  wakes  and  wafU  the  odours  thero  1 

V«iice, 

nd  soon  after  the  Amaouts  wqre  beaten  hack 

For  there— the  rose  o'er  crag  or  vale, 
Sultana  of  the  nighllneale,^ 

(nm  Ui?  Morea,  which  they  had  ravaged  for  some 

The  maid  for  Ivhom  his  melody, 
Hia  thousand  songs  are  heard  on  high, 
Blooms  hlushmg  to  her  lover's  tate : 

tiuitur  the  Msmotes,  on  being  reiiisedthe  plunder  of 

Misitra, 

imJtolh 

e  desolation  of  the  Morea,  during  which  the 

His  queen,  the  garden  queen,  his  rose. 

cruelty  eierciaed  on  all  sides  was  unparalleled  even 

Unbent  by  winds,  unchili'd  by  snows, 

inlhear 

Jials  of  the  faithful. 

Far  from  die  winters  of  the  west, 
By  every  breezy  and  season  blest, 

Returns  the  sweets  hy  Nature  ^ven, 

THE   GIAOUR. 

In  softest  incense  back  to  heaven ; 
And  grateful  yields  that  smiling  diy 

Her  fairest  hue  and  fragrant  «gh. 

Nobn 

alhof  alrto  break  the  wave 

And  many  a  summer  Bowor  is  there. 

That 

mils  below  the  Athenian's  gra™. 

And  many  a  shade  that  love  might  share 

Thai 

omb"  which,  gleaming  o'er  the  cliff. 

And  many  a  grotlo,  meant  for  rest, 

Whose  harfi  in  sheltering  core  below 
Lurks  tor  the  pas»ng  peaceful  prow, 
Till  the  gay  mariner's  guitar' 
1)  heard,  and  seen  the  evening  starj 


b,  Google 


THK  GIAOUR. 


riieii  stealing  with  the  tmifflsd  oar, 

Was  freedom's  home  or  glory's  grave  I 

Far  shaded  bj  Iho  rouky  ahoro, 

Shrine  of  the  mighty!  eon  it  be, 

That  this  is  all  remams  of  thee? 

And  t[im  to  groajia  his  toundslay. 

Approach,  thou  craven  crouching  slave- 

Slrangc-lhal  whVe  Nature  Wed  lo  trace. 

Say,  is  not  liiis  Thennopylffi  7 

As  Lf  for  gods,  a  dwelling-pUee, 

These  waters  blue  that  round  you  lave, 

And  everj  charm  and  grace  hath  niix'd 

Oh  servile  offspiing  of  the  free— 

Wiihin  the  paradise  she  fa'd, , 

Pronounce  what  sea,  what  shore  is  this  ( 

The  gulf,  the  rock  of  Salamis ! 

And  trample,  hruie-lite,  o'er  each  flower 

Arise,  and  make  again  your  own  ; 

'Hial  tasks  nol  (hi«  laborious  bout ; 

Snatch  from  the  ashes  of  your  sirea 

Nor  clidms  the  culture  of  hia  hand 

The  embers  of  tl-.eir  former  Btes ; 

To  bloom  aJong  the  fairy  land, 

And  he  who  in  tlie  strife  eipu-es 

But  springs  as  to  preclude  his  care, 

Will  add  to  theirs  a  name  of  feai 

That  tyranny  shall  quake  to  heai , 

Strange — that  where  sH  is  peace  beside 

And  leare  his  sons  a  hope,  a  fame 

There  passion  riots  in  her  pride, 

They  loo  will  rathw  die  than  shame : 

And  lust  and  rapine  wildly  reigii 

For  froedom'a  batlle  once  begun. 

To  darken  o'er  the  fair  domam. 

Bcqueath'd  by  bleeding  sire  lo  son, ' 

It  is  as  Ihou^ii  the  fiends  prevaii'd 

Though  baffled  oft,  is  ever  won. 

Agaiiist  the  seraphs  they  assail'd. 

Bear  witness,  Greece,  thy  linng  p^e, 

Ar.d,  fijM  on  heavenly  thrones,  should  d«eU 

Attest  it  many  a  deathless  age  I 

The  freed  inlierilors  of  hell ; 

While  kings,  in  dusty  darkness  hid. 

So  sun  the  scene,  so  form'd  for  joy, 

Sit  curat  Ihe  tyrants  that  destroy ! 

Thy  heroes,  thou^  the  general  doom 

Hath  swept  the  column  from  their  tomb. 

He  who  hath  bent  him  o'er  llie  deaif. 

A  mightier  monument  command, 

Ere  Ihc  first  day  of  death  is  flod. 

The  mountains  of  their  native  land  I 

There  points  thy  muse  !o  stranger's  eye 

The  last  o!  danger  and  distress, 

The  graves  of  those'  that  cannot  die ! 

(Before  decay's  efladng  fingers 

■T  wore  king  lo  tell,  and  sad  to  trace, 

Have  swept  the  lines  where  beauty  lingers). 

And  mark'd  the  mild  angelic  air. 

Enough-no  foreign  foe  could  quell 

The  rapture  of  repose  that's  there. 

Thy  soul,  till  from  itself  il  fell  i 

The  fu'd,  yet  tender  trails  that  streak 

Ves !  self-abasement  pavod  the  way 

The  languor  of  the  placid  eheek. 

To  villam-bunds  eni  despot-sway. 

And— but  lor  that  sad  shrouded  eye. 

That  fires  not,  wins  not,  weeps  not,  now. 

What  can  he  lell  wlio  treads  thy  shore  T 

And  hnl  fbr  that  ehill,  changeless  brow. 

No  legend  of  thine  oklcn  lime. 

Where  cold  ohstraction's  apathy" 

A,.pals  the  gaang  mourner's  heart. 

High  as  (bine  own  in  days  of  yore. 

As  if  to  him  it  eould  impart 

When  man  was  worthy  of  Ihy  clime. 

The  doom  ho  dreads,  yet  dwells  upon ; 

The  hearts  with'm  thy  valleys  tired. 

Yes,  but  for  these,  and  (hese  alone. 

The  fiery  souls  thai  might  have  led 

Thy  sons  to  deeds  sublime. 

He  still  might  douht  tiie  tyrant's  power  j 

Now  crawl  from  cradle  to  the  grave. 

So  fair,  so  citm,  so  softly  seni'd. 

The  first,  last  look  hy  deati,  re.eol'd  1 ' 

And  callotB,  save  to  crime,; 

Such  IE  the  aspect  of  this  shore ; 

Stain'd  with  each  evil  that  pollutes 

•T  is  Greece,  but  bvlng  Greece  no  more! 

Mankind,  where  least  obove  tfie  bruUss , 

So  coldly  sweet,  so  deadly  fdr. 

Without  even  savage  virtue  blest. 

Wo  start,  for  soul  is  wanlTng  there. 

Without  one-free  or  valiant  breast. 

Hers  is  the  lovdiness  in  death, 

Still  lo  the  neighbouring  ports  they  wail 

That  parts  nol  quite  with  parlbig  breath ; 

But  beauty  with  tlial  fearful  bloom, 

In  Diis  the  subtle  Greek  is  found. 

That  hue  which  haunts  it  to  the  Wml),  ■ 

For  tliis,  and  this  alone,  renoivn'd. 

n.ipression's  last  receding  ray. 

In  vain  might  liberty  invoke 

A  gilded-halo  hovering  rotmd  decay. 

•nie  spu-it  to  its  bondage  broke, 

The  farewell  beam  of  feeiing  past  away ! 

Ot  raise  the  neck  that  courts  the  yoka 

Bpark  of  that  flame,  perchance  el  heavenly  birth. 

No  mo«  her  sorrows  I  bewail, 

IVlncb  gleams,  but  warms  no  mo'e  its  cherish'd  earth ! 

Yet  this  will  be  a  mournful  tale, 

And  they  who  listen  may  believe. 

Clime  of  the  unforgo!ten  limve! 

Who  heard  it  first  had  cause  to  grievo. 

Ob,  Google 


BYRON  S  WORKS. 


Far,  dark,  along  111 
The  shadows  of  the  , 
Storl  on  the  fisher's  e 
or  island-pirate  or  H 
Aiid,  feariul  for  his  li 
He  stiuns  the  near,  h 
TTiough  worn  and  ws 


Lit  doubtfiil  cTf 


Slowly,  yet  stroi 
Till  Pon  Leone's  safer  shore 
Receives  him  bj  the  lovely  light 
Thai  beal  becomes  an  eastern  nigl 


I  slacken'd  bit,  and  hoof  of  speed 
lath  the  clattering  iron's  sound, 
cavem'd  echoes  wake  around 
;h  for  lash,  and  bound  for  bound ; 

IS  gather'd  from  the  ocean-tide ; 

e  's  none  within  his  rider's  breast 


What  ^me  shall  sirengllien,  not  efface: 
Thoogh  young  and  pale,  that  sallow  fron 
Ts  scathed  by  fiery  passii^'a  brunt ; 
Though  bent  on  earth  thine  evil  eye. 


Right  weU  1 11 
Whom  Othma. 

a'»» 

mi  deem  Ihee  or 
ons  should  sUy 

rsh 

0 

My 
Tho 
He 

-~on  he  hastened,  and  he  dre 
aie  of  wonder  as  he  flew: 
gh  like  a  demon  of  the  night 
ass'd  and  vanish'd  from  my  s 

ght. 

Atr 
And 

ubied  m 
ongnpon 

bis 

m 

Soon  hatred  settled  in 
Of  Iransienl  anger's  d 
K  ghgsdy  whilei 


His  brow 


,l,hiaeye, 


ig  blush, 
omb. 


p,  and  fiercely  raised, 
And  sternly  shook  his  hand  on  high. 
As  doubling  1o  return  or  fly : 
Impatient  of  his  flight  delay'd. 
Here  loud  his  raven  ehargor  neigh'd — 
Down  glanceil  that  hand,  and  grasp'd  hi! 

The  spur  hath  lanced  his  courser's  iidus 

Swift  as  the  hurl'd  on  high  jerreed, ' 
Springs  to  the  (ouch  Ins  startled  steed ; 
The  rock  is  doubled,  and  the  shore 
Shakes  with  the  eiattering  (ramp  no  nior 

His  Christian  ei4sl  and  haughty  nuon. 

'T  was  but  an  instant  ha  reslrain'd 

That  fiery  barb  so 

'T  was  but  a  man 

Thens 

But  in 

Winter 

Andga 


.rher  in  that  drop  of  time 
,rpain,anogeofcrbne. 
O'er  him  who  loses,  or  hafcs,  or  fears 
Such  moment  pours  the  grief  of  year 
What  felt  he  then,  at  once  oppresl 
By  all  that  most  dietracts  the  breast  ? 
That  pause,  which  ponder'd  o'er  his 
Oh,  who  its  dreary  length  shall  dale ! 
Though  ui  tune's  record  neatly  nougl 
It  was  eternity  to  thought  1 


He  wound  along ;  but,  era  he  pass'd. 
One  glance  he  snatdi'd,  as  if  his  last, 
A  moment  eheok'd  his  wheeling  steed. 


Why  looks  bs  o'er  the  olivc-wooi 
The  creHsmt  glionners  on  the  lull 
The  mosque's  high  lamps  are  qui 
Though  too  remote  lor  sound  to  i 
In  efihoes  of  the  fer  tophaiiie,  ^ 
Tlfl  flashes  of  each  joyous  pea! 
Are  Been  to  prove  (he  Moslem's 


harbinger  of  iale  and  gloom, 

very  cypress  droops  to  death — 
,  tree,  aiil  sad  when  others'  grief  is 
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Where  the  weeda  and  (li 


As. 

e  silver  dew 

In» 

flew. 

And  HuDK  luxurious  < 

lolness  round 

ThB 

air,  and  verdure 

o'er  Iho  ground. 

'Tv. 

oudless  stars  wer 

'IV- 

icw  the  wave  oC 

watery  ILaht, 

Aji( 

hear  its  mdcdy  by  n.gh., 

Am 

ofthadHaBaaji' 

childhood  pky'd 

nd  the  verge  of 

at  cascade ; 

'I'flR 

oniied  his  rest; 

oft  had  Hassan' 

Il» 

ank  been  soothei 

An. 

Of  I, 

g  die  blink  at  tw 

light's  close: 

'I'hi 

stream  that  fiU'c 

Lhat  font  Is  fled— 

The 

blood  that  warm 

d  his  heart  is  she 

Thouj 


lagam. 


On  desert  sands 'twere  joy  lose 
Th«  rudest  steps  of  fellow  man- 
So  here  the  very  vmoB  of  grief 
Might  wake  an  echo  like  relief; 
At  least  '1  would  siy,  "  all  are  not  gon^ 
"  There  lingers  life,  though  but  in  one- 
Por  many  a  gilded  ehamber  'a  there, 
Which  solitude  might  welt  forbear ; 
Wiihui  that  dome  as  yet  decay 
Hadi  slowly  work'd  her  cankering  way 
But  gloom  is  gathered  u'et  the  gale. 
Nor  there  die  fakir's  self  will  wait; 
Nor  there  will  wandering  dervise  slay. 


!slhes 


Br  hal' 


salt."  1 


heedless  and  unheeded  by. 


hed  ataman ;  '^ 
;arb  of  green:  '* 


peai(eEt  sooth,  thy  skiff  un 
j  from  the  silent  shore ; 
the  saQ  stiU  furl'd,  and  ply 


ijourtask-so-bravelydo 
ee  has  been  right  siviftly  nil 
lie  longest  voyage,  I  Irow, 


Some  motion  from  the  current  cs 

ught 

liestirr 

dilmore,-'twasboIth 

beam 

Thale 

eijuet'd  o'er  the  living  si 

Ull  vanishing  from  view 

Like  le 

sening  pebble  it  withdre 

Still  les 

and  less,  a  speck  of  wh 

Th^t  gemm'd  the  tide,  then  moc 

h'd  the  sigh 

Andal 

iU  hidden  secrets  sleep. 

Known 

but  to  genii  of  the  deep. 

WWch 

trembling  in  their  coral 

Tbey  dare  not  whisper  lo  the  w 

ves. 

As. 

s5ngonitspm.plewmg 

Them 

ect-queen  "  of  eastern  s 

ringi 

Invites 

erald  meadows  ofSashn 
Ihe  young  puraier  near. 

And  leads  him  on  from  flower  to 

flower 

y  cbasB  and  wasted  hour 

ig"- 

Sobea 

ty  lures  the  full-growp  c 

lld^ 

Withh 

e  as  bright,  and  wing  as 

wild. 

ofidia  hopes  and  fears. 

Begun 

Hi  folly,  closed  m  tears. 

Ifvron, 

to  equal  ills  bettay'd. 

Woew 

its  the  insect  and  the  maid, 

A  life  of  pain,  the  lots  of  peace. 

Froml 

fant's  play,  aiid  man's  c 

price- 

valy  toy  so  fiercely  sought 
Hath  lost  its  cbarm  by  being  caught. 
For  every  touch  that  wooed  Its  slay 
Hath  bnish'd  its  brightest  hues  away. 
Till,  eharm,  and  hue,  and  beamy  gime, 
>T  is  left  to  Sy  or  fall  alone. 
With  wotmded  wing,  or  bleeding  breast, 
Ahl  whert 


C?nthis 


faded  pinion  soar 
.n  rose  ID  tulli>  as  before? 
leauty,  blighted  m  an  hoiu , 

;  gayer  insects  fluttering  by 
er  droop  the  i^ng  o'er  those  that  d 
I  lovelier  things  have  mercy  shoivn 
every  fiuling  but  their  own, 
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The  mindj  that  broods  o'er  guilty  woes^ 
la  3iko  the  scorptf  □  girt  by  fire, 

The  flanies  around  Iheir  caprive  closo. 
Till,  inly  search'd  by  thouBanii  IhrueB,  ■ 
And  maddeiung  in  her  ire. 

The  Bling  she  nnuriEh'd  for  her  Coes, 
Whose  venom  never  yei  was  vain. 


Though  on  AlrSirat's"  arch  I  Blood, 
Which  toii^B  o^er  ihe  fiery  flootJ, 
With  paradise  ivilhin  my'viev, 
And  all  his  houris  beckoning  ilimugh. 


le  young  poraegranale's"  blosi 


Black  Hassan  from  the  hamm  flies. 
Nor  hends  on  ivomn's  form  his  eyes 

■Vol  shares  ho  not  the  hunter's  joys. 
Not  Ihus  was  nsfisan  wont  to  fly 
When  Leila  dwelt  in  his  Serai. 
Doth  Leila  there  no  longer  dwell? 


And,  flashing  from  eacli  minirel, 
Millions  of  lamps  proclaim'd  the  feast 
OfBauBm  through  tliehoundlcsa  easi. 
'Twastlienshe  went  as  to  thebalh, 
Which  Hassan  vainly  search'd  in  wrath ; 
For  flbe  was  flown  her  master's  rage. 
In  likeness  of  a  Gsorgian  page, 
And  far  beyond  the  Moslom's  power 
Had  wrong'd  him  with  the  faSlhless  Giaoui 
Somewhat  of  this  had  Hassan  decni'd ; 
But  sijll  so  fond,  so  fair  she  seem'd. 
Too  well  ho  trusted  lo  Ihe  slave 
Whpae  treachery  doscr 


,Jgone 


Who  diJ  not  watch  Lheir  charge  too  wel 
Hut  others  say,  that  on  that  nighl. 
By  pale  Rungari's"  trembling  Ught, 
The  Giaour  upon  hisjet-bladi  sleed 


When 

leftt 

roll  its  Mis  below,  . 

\«'m 

dslh 

She. 

oods 

Halh 

GU-arr 

'Hwh 

r,rel 

001  Ih 

cloud  Ibal  gave  il  Wrth 

It  fell 

and  caught  one  staui  of  earth. 

'[■her 

noHj  walks  the  water; 

«omo 

earih  Circaasia's  daogh 

Thel 

As  re 

rshe 

crest  the  ruffled  swan, 

And  spur 

s  the  ivave  with  wings  0 

When 

pass  the  steps  of  stranger  man 

glhe 

banks  thai  bound  her  Ud 

Thus  ami'd  with  beauty  would  she  checl 
InlriBion's  glance,  till  folly's  gaie 
Shrunk  from  the  charms  it  meant  to  prair 


With  l»eDly  vassals  in 
Each  arm'd,  as  heat  b< 
With  arquebusa  sJid  at 


Were  those  that  on 


Her 


But  gaze  t 


at  o!the  guelle, 
it  will  asvs^  fJiv  £uM^y'weil ; 
As  .arge,  as  languislungly  dark, 
tut  soul  beam'd  Ibrtb  in  every  spar 
Tlial  -larted  from  beneath  the  Ud, 
Bright  as  'hs  jewel  of  Giamschid." 
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In  fuller  Eight 
The  biely  at 
And,  issuing 


The  foremost  Tori 


tough  lie  long  defile ; 
1  whet  ihe  thirsty  beak. 


I  know  him  by  hie  pallM  brow ; 
lAnow  him  by  the  e?il  eye  " 
Thai  uds  his  envious  Ireaohety; 
I  know  him  by  bis  jel-bla^  i>aTb : 
Though  now  array'd  in  Arnaut  garb 
Apostate  from  his  own  vile  faith, 
It  shall  not  save  him  from  the  death 
>T  is  he  I  well  met  in  any  hour  ! 


■sedGiai 


The  Chiaui 

A  bullet  wh 

The  foremi 

Scan 


is  head ; 
tea  the  grot 


ivifl  from  their 

But  three  shall  never  mount  a 
Unseen  the  foes  that  gave  the  «, 

The  dying  asli  revenge  in  vain, 
Wilii  steel  unshi^thcd,  and  carbi 
Some  o'er  their  coursers'  harnes 

Half  shelter'd  by  the  steed ; 
Some  fly  iKhind  Uie  nearest  roc 
And  there  awMl  the  coming  sho 

Nor  tamely  stand  U  bleed 
Ih  the  shall  of  foes  unseen 


Whod! 


;raggy  sc 


Wlule  eddying  whirl,  a 


Thr 

The 

■I'hB 

ehinca 

nd  shakes  be 

Th, 

s— aalh 

Wi 

lat  madden 

'I'h 

bands,  who. 

And  fate,  an 

fury,  drive  a 

Thol: 


along, 


ermg  sa 


ing  jar, 


And  pealing  wide  or  ringin| 

lis  echoes  on  the  throbbing  ear. 

The  death-shot  hissing  from  afar. 

The  shock,  the  shout,  the  groan  of  • 

te  along  that  vale. 


Mort 


to  the  shepherd' 


Ah!  fondly  youthful  heai 
But  love  itself  could  neve 


IS  eye 


only  way 
rery  iieard  *'  w 


sith  £i 


"  Though  fer  and  near  the  bullets  h 
I've  scaped  abloodier  hour  tli^  Ihia 
And  now  the  foe  their  covert  quit. 
And  call  his  vassals  to  submit ; 
But  Hassan's  IVown  and  furious  word 
lostile  swofL 


i  little  b: 


■  aUghan, 


With  sabre  sWvei 


Hlslurbanfarht 


St  fold; 


His  flowing  riAe  by  falchi 

And  crimson  as  Ihoae  clouds  of 

That,  slreak'd  with 

Tlie  day  shall  have 

A  stain  on  every  bush  that  bor« 

A  fragment  of  tua  tulampore," 


id,  port 
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Hisbarkinesrih,  bisfn 


"  Yes,  Leila  slteps  beneath  die  ivate, 
Bat  bis  shall  be  a  redder  grave ; 
Her  spirit  polnled  well  the  steel 
Which  taught  that  felon  heart  lo  feel. 
He  cail'd  the  Prophol,  but  hia  power 
Was  Bain  against  the  yengeful  Giaoiu' 
Ho  coll'd  on  Alia— Iwt  the  word 

Tliou  Paynim  fool !  could  Leila's  prayer 
Be  pass'd,  and  thine  accoriled  there  'I 
'"    IF  tune,  I  leagued  nith  these, 


The  I 

My  wrath  is 


Whereon  can  now  be  scarcely  read 
The  Koran  verse  thai  mourns  the  deaJ. 
Point  out  tlie  spot  where  Hassan  Tell 
A  victim  in  thai  lonely  dell. 

As  e'er  at  Mecca  benl  the  knee ; 

Or  pray'd  with  fece  towards  the  slirine, 
In  ori^uB  resumed  anew 
At  solemn  sound  of  **Alla  Hu  |"  '^ 
Ys(  died  be  by  a  stranger's  hand, 
And  slraiigor  in  his  native  land  j 
Yei  died  he  as  tti  arms  he  Blood, 
And  unavenged,  al  least  in  blood. 
Bui  him  the  maids  of  paradise 

Impatient  to  Iheu  halls  mvilc, 
And  the  dark  heaven  of  Houri'a  ejes 

On  hmi  shall  glance  for  aver  bright ; 

■  lirkerchiofs  green  they  wi 


lo  falls  in  battle  'g 


;'d,  the  c 


.0  saw  the  planets  faintly  tv 


The  loi 


Es  of  that 


■ard  heU  I 


,nigh." 


But  gaied  through  the  grate  of  his  afeepesi 
'  Why  mmes  he  not  ?  his  steeds  are  fleet 
Nor  shrinii  they  from  the  summer  heat ; 
Why  sends  no!  the  bridegroom  liis  promis 
Js  his  heart  niore  cold,  or  his  barb  less  swi 
Oil,  falsB  reproach !  y<Mi  Tartar  now 
Has  gain'd  our  nearest  mountain's  brow. 
And  warily  the  s 
And  now  withui 
And  he  bears  the  gift  at  his  saddlc-bow- 
Jlow  could  I  deem  his  courser  sloivj 
Bighl  well  my  largess  shall  repay 
■  lis  welcome  speed,  and  neary  way." 
Tlis  Tartar  lighted  at  the  gate, 
But  scarce  upheld  his  fainting  wnght; 
Ilia  swatlhy  sisage  spake  distress, 
"Bui  this  might  be  from  weariness ; 
His  gsrb  m 


I  valley 


,e  mlglit  be  from  hia  courser's  i 
■  the  token  from  his  vest— 
ingel  of  Death !  'I  is  Hassan's  cloven 
lis  calpic  ' '  rent— his  caftan  red — 
Lddy,  a  fearful  bride  thy  son  hath  wt 
le,  not  from  mercy,  did  thej  spare, 
tut  this  empurpled  pledge  tobea.. 
'eace  tothobra*  '  ■----■-'--'-- 
the  Ciaoi 


Hed 


Woe 


ie  blood  is 


But  first,  on  earth  as 
Thy -corse  shall  from  its  tomb  be  tent: 
Then  ghastly  haunt  Ihy  native  place, 
And  suck  the  blood  of  all  thy  race ; 
There  from  thy  daughter,  sister,  wife. 
At  midnight  drain  the  stream  of  life  ; 
Yet  loathe  the  banquet  which  perforce 
Must  feed  thy  livid  liv' 
Thy  vi.  ■ 


And  the  last  glossy  glance  must  viei 
Which  freezes  o'er  its  lifeless  blue  ; 
Then  with  unliallow'd  hand  shalt  tea 
The  tresses  of  her  yellow  hair, 

Aifeciion's  fondest  pledge  was  worn 
But  now  is  home  away  by  thee,  , 
Memorial  of  thine  agony! 

Thy  oiiashing  tooth  and  haggard  lip 
Then,  stalking  to  thy  sullen  grave. 
Go— and  with  Gouls  and  Afrits  ran 
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ioiv  nama  ye  yon  lone  CalojerT 
HI9  features  I  have  scann'd  before 
mine  own  land :  'tis  many  a  year, 
E<lT>ce,  dashing  by  the  lonely  shore, 
an-  hLm  urge  ns  fleet  a  sleod 

It  once  I  raw  thai  face,  yet  then 

ouH  not  pass  it  by  again ; 


Thenfi-onee 

more  as  if  for  eve 

As  if  his  sorr 

Forbade  him 

'et  to  smile  again. 

WeU  ivere  it 

o-such  ghastlj  n 

f!h 

But  sadder  stiJl  it  were  to  trace 

What  once  i»n 

re  feelings  in  that 

aw: 

'DmehathlK 

yet  the  features  S. 

% 

But  brighter 

aits  with  evil  mii'i 

hues  not  always  feded. 

Which  speak 

a  mind  not  all  degr 

dod 

Nor 


confession  chair 


Incense  or  anthem  to  the  skies, 
But  broods  within  his  cell  alone, 

Tlie  sea  from  Paynim  land  he  crost, 
And  here  ascended  from  the  coast ; 
yet  seems  he  not  of  Othmiui  race, 
But  only.Cbristian  in  his  face : 
1  'd  judge  him  some  stray  renegade. 
Repentant  of  the  change  he  made, 
Sbi^  that  he  shuns  our  holy  shrine, 
Nor  tastes  the  sacred  bread  and  wins. 
Great  largess  to  those  vralls  he  brougcit. 
And  thus  our  abbot's  favour  bought: 


Should  bi 


iwl 


That  glares  beneath  his  dusky  ct 
The  flash  of  that  dilatnig  eye 
Reveals  too  much  of  times  gone  by ; 
Though  varying,  indisUnct  its  hue, 
Oil  "in  his  glange  the  gaier  rue. 
For  in  it  lurks  that  nameless  spell 
Which  speaks,  itself  unspeakable, 
A  aphil  yet  imquoli'd  and  high. 
Thai  claims  and  keeps  ascendancy; 
And  Ufce  the  Inrd  whose  pinions  quake 
But  cannot  fly  the  gaiing  snake. 
Will  others  quail  beneath  bis  look. 
Nor  'scape  the  glance  the;  scarce  can 
From  him  the  haJSaflnghled  friar 
When  met  alone  ivould  fabi  retire. 
As  if  that  eye  and  hitler  smilo 
IVansferr'd  to  otliers  fear  and  guile : 


ould  change,  and  guilt  ceuld  stain, 
gar  tenement 
*  lofty  ^(Is  wori 


^Vnd  still  with  liUle  less  than  drei 
On  such  Ihe  sight  is  riveted. 
The  roofless  cot,  decay'd  and  re 
Will  scarce  delay  the  passet-l 
The  lower  by  wi 


While 


mayfrov 


;h; 


Demands  and  d^ 
Each  ivied  arch,  and  pillar  lone. 
Pleads  haughtily  for  ^ies  gone ! 
"  His  floating  robe  around  him  foldi 

Slow  sweeps  he  through  the  colu 
With  dread  beheld,  with  gloom  bel 

The  rites  that  sanctify  the  pile. 
But  when  the  anthem  shakes  the  cl 
And  kned  the  monks,  his  steps  reti 
By  yonder  lone  and  waveruig  lorcl 
His  aspect  glari 

There  will  he  pause  W  all  is  done— 
And  hear  (he  prayer,  but  utter  none. 
Se«— by  the  half-illumined  wall 
His  hood  fly  hack,  his  dark  hair  fail. 
That  pale  brow  wildly  wreathing  round. 
As  if  the  Gorgon  there  had  bound 
The  sabtest  of  the  serpent-braid 
That  o'er  her  fearful  forehead  stiay'd : 
For  he  deoHnes  the  convent  oath, 

Bui  wears  our  garb  in  all  bedde ; 


Lo !— mark  ye,  as  the  harmo 
Beds  louder  praises  10  the  si 
That  livid  cheek,  that  stony  1 
Of  Hiix'd  defiance  and  despa 
Saint  Francis,  keep  him  fron 
Else  may  we  dread  the  wral 
Made  manifest  by  awful  sign 
If  ever  evil  angel  bore 
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To  Iqyb  Uie  aoflBst  hearts  nro  prone. 

Of  passions  herce  and  uncontrdFd, 

But  such  can  iie'er  be  =11  hii  ov™ ; 

Such  as  thy  penitents  unfold. 

Too  timid  in  hia  woos  to  sharo, 

Whose  secret  sins  and  sorrows  rest 

Too  meek  to  meet,  or  braye  deepdi ; 

Withui  thy  pure  and  pitying  breast. 

And  sterner  hearts  alono  may  feel 

My  days,  thoi.gh  few,  hkve  pass'd  b..W 

The  wound  that  nine  tan  never  heal 

In  much  of  joy,  but  more  of  woe; 

The  mg^d  metal  of  th«  mine 

Yet  still  in  bouts  of  love  or  strife. 

Must  bum  before  its  surface  ebine. 

I  >Ye  'scaped  the  weariness  ol  life : 

Now  leagued  with  ftiends,  now  girl  by  foes, 

I  loathed  the  languor  of  repose. 

Tlien  teniper'd  to  thy  wajit,  or  will, 

Now  nothing  left  lo  love  or  hate. 

'T  will  ser-e  thee  to  defend  or  kiU ; 

No  more  with  hope  or  pnde  elate. 

I  'd  rather  be  the  thing  that  crawls 

Or  blade  to  bid  thy  foemaji  Ueed ; 

Most  nojious  o'er  a  dungeon's  walls. 

But  if  a  dagger's  form  it  \iear, 

Than  pass  my  dull,  unvarying  days. 

Let  those  who  shape  its  odge  bewaro! 

Thus  passion's  fire,  and  woman's  art. 

Yet,  lurks  a  wish  within  my  breast 

For  rest-but  not  to  feel 't  is  rest. 

From  these  its  form  and  tone  are  ta'en, 

Soon  shall  my  fate  that  ivish  fulfil ; 

And  what  tliey  make  it,  must  remain, 

And  I  shall  sleep  without  the  dream 

Of  what  I  was,  and  would  be  still, 

Dark  as  to  thee  my  deeds  miy  seem : 

My  memory  now  is  but  the  tomb 

(f  solitude  succeed  to  grief, 

Of  joys  long  dead ;  my  hope,  their  doom : 

.      Release  from  pain  is  alight  relief; 

Though  better  to  have  died  with  those 

The  vacant  bosom's  ivilderness 

Than  bear  a  life  of  lingering  woes. 

Might  thank  tha.pang  that  made  it  less. 

My  spii^ts  shrunk  not  to  sust^n 

We  loathe  what  none  are  left  lo  share  : 

The  searching,  throes  of  ceaseless  pain ; 

Even  bliss— 'twere  woe  alone  to  bear; 

Nor  sought  the  self-aceorded  grave 

The  heart  once  left  thus  desolate 

Of  ancaent  fool  and  modem  knave ; 

Must  fly  at  last  for  ease-to  hale. 

Yet  death  I  have  not  fear'd  lo  meet ; 

It  is  as  if  the  dead  TOidd  feel 

The  icy  wortn  around  them  steal, 

Had  danger  woo'd  me  on  to  more 

And  shudder,  as  the  reptiles  c.ee^ 

The  sb™  of  glory,  not  of  love. 

To  level  o'er  Ihrar  rotUng  sleep, 

I've  braved  it — not  for  honour's  boast; 

IVilhout  the  power  to  scare  away 

I  smile  al  laurels  won  or  lost; 

The  c(Jd  consimicrs  of  their  clay ! 

To  such  let  oth.ers  earve  their  way, 

It  is  as  if  the  desert-bird," 

For  high  renown,  or  hireling  pay : 

Whose  beak  unlocks  her  bosom's  stream 

But  place  again  before  my  eyes 

To  still  her  famiab'd  nestlings'  scream. 

Aught  that  I  deem  a  woriy  prija ; 

Nor  mourns  a  life  to  them  transfeir'd, 

The  maid  I  love,  the  man  I  hale. 

Should  rend  her  rash  devoted  breast, 

And  I  will  hunt  the  steps  of  late. 

And  find  Ihem  flown  har  empty  nest. 

To  save  or  flay,  as  these  reqinre, 

The  keenest  pangs  the  wretched  find 

Throng  rending  steel,  and  rolUng  fire : 

Are  rapture  to  the  dreary  vmd. 

Nor  need'st  thou  doubt  this  speecli  from  one 

The  leaHess  desert  of  the  mind. 

Who  would  but  do- what  he  halh  done. 

The  waste  of  feelings  imemploy'd. 

Death  is  but  what  the  haughty  brave, 

Who  would  be  doom'd  to  gazo  upon 

The  weak  must  bear,  the  wretch  must  crave  j 

A  sky  without  a  cloud  or  sun  7 

Then  lei  life  go  to  him  who  gave : 

I^BS  Mdeous  far  the  tempest's  roar 

I  have  not  quall'd  to  danger's  brow 

Than  ne'er  to  braye  the  biUowa  more— 

When  high  and  happy-need  I  noic  ? 

TItrown,  when  the  war  of  wmds  is  o'er. 

"I  loved  her,  friar!  nay,  ndored- 

>Mid  sullen  calm,  and  silent  bay, 

But  these  are  words  thai  all  can  use— 

I  proved  it  more  in  deed  than  word ; 

Better  to  sink  beneath  the  shock, 

There's  blood  upon  that  dur.ed  sword. 

Than  moulder  piecemeal  on  the  rock! 

'T  was  shed  for  her,  who  died  for  me. 

"Father!  thy  days  Iiaye  pass'd  in  poaco. 

It  warm'd  tha  heart  of  one  abhorred : 

IMid  coimted.beads,  and  countless  prayer 

To  bid  the  sins  of  others  cease, 

Nor  midst  my  sms  such  act  record ; 

Thyself  without  a  crime  or  care. 

Thou  wilt  absolve  me  from  the  deed. 

For  he  was  hostile  to  thy  creed ! 

Has  oeen  thy  lot  from  youth  to  age ; 

The  very  name  of  Naiareno 

And  ihou  ml',  bless  thee  from  the  raga 

Was  wormwood  to  his  Paynim  spleen. 
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ImpiLlieDt  at  Ihe  prophet's  gate 
I  loved  her^-Jove  will  find  iu  w 
Through  paths  where  wdves  w 
tad  if  it  dores  enough,  't  were 


She  died—l 


Dt  toU  thee 


There  read  of  Cain  the  curse  ai 

Still,  ere  thou  dost  condemn  me, 
Not  mine  the  act,  though  I  the  i 
Vnt  did  he  but  what  I  had  dme 
Had  she  been  false  W  more  than 
Faith 


Jeserved 

To  me  she  gave  1 
Which  tyranny  ci 
And  I,  alas  1  too 
Tet  Kll  I  then  cou 


lid  him  low : 


Hia  death  sits  lighlly ;  but  her  fate 

Hm  made  me— what  thou  well  may'st  hal 

Mis  doom  was  soal'd— he  know  it  well, 
tf  am'd  by  the  voioe  of  stem  Taheer, 
Deep  in  whose  darkly-boding  ear" 
The  death-shot  peal'd  of  murder  near, 

As  tited  the  troop  to  where  they  fell  I 
"      ■   ■        '    tho  lultle  broil. 


A  tune  that  heec 
One  cry  to  Mahoni 


And  watch'd  his  sp 
Though  pierced  lit. 
He  felt  not  half -th; 
I  aeaich'd,  but  vojnly  i 
Tho  workmgs  of  a  wd 

Oh,  what  had  vengean 


t  for  aid, 
.U  he  made  i 
1  me  in  the  fray- 
here  he  lay, 
^t  ebb  away: 
pard  by  hunters'  steel, 


If  bursting  heart,  and  madd'ningbri 
And  daring  deed,  and  vengeful  ateel 
And  all  thai  I  have  felt,  and  feci. 


'T  is  true  I  could  not  whine  nor  ^gh, 

And,  come  what  may,  I  Itam  been  blest. 
Sfiali  I  the  doom  I  sought  upbraid  ! 
No— rcfl  of  all,  yet  undismay'd 
But  fur  the  thought  of  Leila  slain. 
Give  ms  (he  pleasure  with  the  pam. 
So  would  I  live  and  We  again. 
I  giiere,  but  not,  my  holy  guide ! 


Sh< 


)  sleeps  beneath  the  wandering  wave— 

I  hsd  slie  but  an  earthly  grave, 

is  breakmg  heart  and  throbbing  head 

luld  seek  and  share  her  narrow  l)ed. 

!  was  a  form  of  life  and  light, 

at,  seen,  beoaTne  a  pait  of  sight ; 


"  Yes,  love  indeed  is  light  from  heaver 

A  spark  of  Ihll  Immortal  fire 
With  angels  shared,  by  Alia  given. 
To  lift  from  earth  oor  low  desire. 
Devotion  waRs  the  mind  above, 
Bui  heaven  itself  descends  in  love ; 
A  foefing  from  tho  Godhead  caught. 
To  wean  from  self  each  sordid  Ihoughl 


A  glory  rirollng  round  the  soul ! 
I  grant  jnj  love  imperfect,  all 
That  mortals  by  tho  name  miscall ; 
Then  deem  it  evil,  what  thou  wilt ; 
But  say,  oh  say,  hers  was  not  guilt' 
She  was  my  life's  unerring  light ; 
Thai  quench'd,  what  beajn  shal!  brei 
Oh  >  would  it  shone  to  lead  me  still. 
Although  to  death  or  deadliest  ill ! 
Why  marvel  ye,  if  they  who  lose 
This  present  joy,  this  future  hope, 


In  jihrens; 
Thatst 


.en  the 


mceWy  cops; 

se  fearful  deeds 
^d  hut  guilt  to  WO"  ' 
.  that  inly  bleeds 


Hath  nought  to  dread  from  outward  blow  , 
Who  falls  from  all  he  kncws  of  bhss, 

To  thee,  old  man,  my  deeds  appear : 

Tislrne,  that,  biie  that  bird  of  prey, 
With  havoc  have  I  mark'd  say  v 
But  this 


-and  kno 
lesson  ycthall 
ht  by  the  tbinj 
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The  swim  Uial  sivinis  upon  the  lake. 

And  let  the  foul  still  prone  to  range, 
And  sneer  on  atl  who  cannot  change, 
Partake  bis  jesl  with  boaaliiig  boja ; 
1  envy  not  his  varied  joys. 
But  deem  such  feeble,  heartless  man, 


Far,  far  beneath  the  diallow  maid 
He  led  believing  and  betray<d. 
Such  shame  at  least  was  never  mmi 
J^eila !  each  thought  waa  only  thine 
My,good,  my  guilt,  my  wi 
My  hope  on  high — i 


Earth  hoOa  no  other 
Or  if  it  doth,  in  vam  for 
For  norlda  I  dare  not  y. 
ig  thee,  yet  nt 


/  an  below, 
like  to  thee. 


But  not  the  breath  of 
A  serpent  round 
And  stung  my  i 


m  nature's  face, 


Shuddering  I  shrunk 

Where  every  hue  that  enarm'Q  neiotc 

The  blackness  of  my  bosom  wore. 

The  rest  thou  dost  already  know. 

And  all  my  eins,  and  half  my  wofl. 

But  talk  no  more  of  penitence ; 

Thou  aee'sFt  I  soon  shall  part  from  hence : 

And  If  thy  holy  tale  were  true. 

The  deed  that's  done  can'st  thou  undo? 

Tiunk  mo  not  thankless — but  Ibis  grief 


Look: 


Then  win  I  sue  thee  to  fergive ; 
Then  plead  my  cause  in  that  high  plaei 
Where  purchased  masses  primer  grace 


oncly  Uone 


ssl 


"In  earUer  dtiys,  and  calmer  houre. 

When  heart  with  heart  delights  to  blend. 
Where  hloom  my  native  valley's  bowers 

Ihad— ah!  have  I  now  ?— a  friend ! 
To  hjni  this  pledgel  charge  thee  send. 

Memorial  of  a  youthful  vow ; 
I  would  remind  hun  of  my  end ! 

Though  souls  ahsorb'd  tike  muie'allow 
Brief  thought  to  distant  fiiendship's  claim. 
Yet  dear  to  him  my  blighted  name. 
'T  is  strange — be  i)ropbeaied  my  doom. 

And  I  have  smiled — I  then  could  sn^le — 
When  prudence  would  his  voice  assume. 

Ana  warn— I  reck'd  not  whal^lho  while : 

Thoso  acconls  scarcely  marli'd  before. 


tried 


And  wish  his  wor 
Tell  him,  unheedino 

Through  many  a 

Of  aU  our  golden  youth  bad  been, 
In  pain,  my  faltering  tongi 
To  bless  his  memory  ere  1  aieu ; 
But  Eleaven  in  wrath  would  turn  aw 
If  guilt  should  loT  the  guiltless  pray. 
1  do  not  ask  hhn  not  to  blame, 
Too  gondo  ho  to  wound  my  name  i 
b  with  lame  t 


Idoni 


ill  him  no 


And  what  than  friendship's  manly  tear 
May  better  grace  a  brother's  bier  1 
But  bear  this  ring,  his  own  of  old, 
And  teU  him— what  thou  dost  behold  I 
The  wither'd  frame,  the  nun'd  mmd, 
The  wreck  by  passion  iefl  behind, 


Sear'd  by  the  ai 


Alas  t  the  dreamer  first  mu 
1  only  watch'd,  and  wish'd 
But  couU  not,  for  my  burni 
Throbb'd  to  the  very  brain 


rf  grief! 


not,  if  I  might,  he  blest; 
lo  paradise,  hut  rest 


I  saw  her;  yes,  ah 


ived  again 


As  through  yon  pale  gr 
Which  now  I  gaie  on,  as  on  ner. 
Who  kiok'd  and  looks  far  lovelier ; 
Dimly  1  view  its  trembling  spark : 
To-morrow's  night  shall  be  more  d 
And  I,  before  its  rays  appear, 
Th^  lifeless  thing  the  living  fear. 


thesti 


I  won, 


Is  fleeting  towards  the  final  goal, 
Isawher,rtiarl  and  I  rose 
Forgetful  of  our  former  woea ; 
And  msbing  from  my  couch,  I  darl. 
And  clasp  her  to  my  desperate  heart  • 
I  clasp — what  j    -    ■      -   ■ 
No  breathing  f 
Noheai 


Yet,  Leila!  yet  the  forn 


within  my  graaj 
reply  to  mine. 


Andar 
Asm 


ou,  deari 


hanged  ac 


my  eye,  yet 

Ah  1  were  thy  beauliea  e'er  ao  a 

I  care  not ;  so  my  arms  enfold 

The  aU  they  ever  wish'd  lo  hold. 

Tliey  shrink  upon  my  lonely  brea 
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With  hr 

ided  hair,  aiuj  bright^Uck  ey 

I  kno-v 

was  false-she  cmild  not  .Ue 

But  he 

3  dead!  within  the  ddl 

Isaw-h 

m  buried  where  he  fell; 

He  com 

1  not,  for  ho  cannot  hreak 

Frame 

ilh;  whj' then  art  thou  awake 

TheyU 

i  Die  wild  waves  niU'd  above 

Hie  &C0 1  view,  the  fomn  I  love ; 

They  10 

]  tnc — 't  w»B  a  hideous  tale ! 

I'd  tell 

,  huCmy  tongue  would  fail: 

and  from  Ihineoeean-cavo 

Thou  eg 

m'st  to  claim  a  calmer  grave. 

Oh!  pi 

Thisbrc 

wlhat  then  will  bum  nemo™ 

Orplao 

Ihem  on  ray  hopeless  heart: 

ilu^sh 

poor  shade!  whate'er  thou  a 

Note 


Fagel 


I  Inisl  Ihel  low  of  my  readers  have  ever  had  an  op 
^rtunily  of  wirnessing  what  is  here  attempted  In  dc- 
:rlp1ion,  but  those  who  have,  will  probably  relejii  q 
luifiil  remembrance  of  that  singular  beauty  which 

few  hours,  and  but  for  a  few  hours,  aDer  "  the  spirit 
■  there."    It  is  to  be  remarked,  in  cases  of  violent 


h  by  gun. 


>f  languor,  whatever  the  naturid  energy  of  the 
sufferer's  diaraclcr ;  but  in  death  from  a  stab  llie  eoun- 
■3  its  trails  of  feeling  or  fera^ty,  and 

e6.  Page  133,  line  110. 
-nay,  the  bondjinen  of  a  slave, 
iraperty  of  the  Kialar  Aga  (the  slave 


"  Such  is  my  name,  and  such  my  tale. 

Confessor!  Inthy  secret  ear 
1  breathe  the  sorrows  I  bew^l, 

And  thank  thee  for  the  generous  tear 
rhis  glaring  eye  could  nemr  shed. 
Then  lay  mo  with  the  humblest  dead, 


rs  the  ( 


ass'd— nor  of  hi 
lefl  a  token  or 
what  the  father 


ang  pilgrim^a  tread." 


TophalkB,"  rauakei.— TTifl  Bairam  is  announeed* 
hecannonatsunscl;  the  illuminationuf  the  Mosques, 
the  firing  of  all  Wnds  of  small  arms,  loaded  with 


Note  9.  Page  134,  line  84. 

S»i[t  as  die  hurl-don  hi^hjeneed. 

Jerreed,  or  Djerrid,  a  blunted  Turkish  javelin,  w 

I  darted  from  horseback  with  great  force  and  precis 


That  tomb  V 
supposed  the  Eepulc 


1  constant  amusement  of  the  Gn 
ith  a  steady  fair  wind,  and  durinj 
inied  always  by  the  voice,  and  oil 


To  partake  of  lijod,  to  break  broad  and  sah  with 
lor  host,  insures  the  safely  of  the  guest ;  even  though 

Note  la.  Page  ]35,,!ine  65, 

SmcD  his  turban  wai  oleft  bv  the  infidcrs  sahre. 

I  need  hardly  observe,  thai  Charity  and  Hospiialiiy 

'c  the  lirat  duties  enjoined  by  Mahomet ;  and,  to  say 

t  truth,  veiy  generally  practised  by  his  disciples.     Tin. 


Where  eold  alstiucli 
'  Jfcotar6/M-J»<i 


T^e  atBghan,  a  long  dagger  worn  with  pistols  m  me 
belt,  in  a  metal  scabbard,  generally  of  silver;  aiu. 
among  t^e  wealthier,  gilt  or  of  gold. 
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Note  11.  Page  135,  lino  61. 
AnemirbyhisaarlmrgieDn. 
s  Ihe  privileged  colour  of  die  prophet's  ] 


"IIol 


.6  16.  page  135,  line  62. 


SBlowoll-behiivedivonien;  bulbyfari 
mimber  or  Mussolmaiia  interpret  the  lext 
iivi  evliide  their  moielies  from  heave 
OS  to  Plalonics,  they  cannot  discern  "  i 
nga"  in  the  souls  of  the  other  seji,  ■ 
ihem  10  be  superseded  hy  the  Houris. 

Note  23.  Page  I3fi,  line  75. 


SslaiQ  deilmum  t  Bl«koimi  salam !  peace  be  with  you ; 
ba  with  you  peac&.^the  salcilaEion  reserved  for  the 
BJlhrul :— to  a  Chrieiian,  "  Urlamla,"  a  good  journey ; 
n-snbanhireseni,  sahanEerula;  good  mom,  good  even; 
und  sometimes,  "may  your  end  he  happy;"  are  the 

Note  16.  Page  135,  luie  93. 


irned 


de  sc."  The  scorpions  are  surely  inloresled  in  a  speeily 
decision  of  Ihe  question  ;  as,  if  once  fairly  established 
Ds  insect  Catos,  they  wiil  probably  be  allowed  to  live 
as  long  as  they  think  proper,  without  b^g  martyred 
for  tlie  sake  of  a  hypothesis. 

NSle  13.  Pa^  136,  line  30. 
Tan  cannon  at  sunset  close  the  I^amazan.     See 


Note  20.  Pago  136,  line  60. 

B'irhl  ea  ihs  jswel  of  Giamsehiil. 

The  celebrMed  Bibulous  niby  of  Sultan  Giamschid, 

Schobgprng,  "Iheforchof  night;"  also,  "thecupof 
the  Bun,"  etc — In  the  first  editions,  "  Giamschid  "  was 
written  as  a  vrord  of  three  syllaMes,  so  D'Herbelol 
haeil;  but  1  am  told  Ibchardson  reduces  it  to  a  dis- 
syllable, and  writes  "Jamshid."  I  have  loft  in  the 
.hography  of  the  one  with  the  pronunciation 


of  -.h 


Note  21.  Page  136,  line  64. 


e,  of  brea 


Eh  I  III 


of  a  famished  spider,  over  which  the  Mussulmans  must 
iKiii«  into  paradise;  to  which  it  is  the  only  entrance; 
hut  this  is  not  llic  worst,  the  river  beneadi  being  hell 
)isolf,  into  which,  as  may  be  expected,  the  unshiiTuI 
and  lender  of  foul  contrive  to  tumble  with  a  "fndlia 


.    Theri 


downwards  foi 


Note  22.  fage  136,  line  69- 
i.  lulgar  error  ■  the  Koran  allots  at  least  a  third  of 


ay,  perhaps,  though  fairly 


thought  in  the  eastern  poets,  as  it  was  among  tl 
Greeks. 

Note  25.  Page  136,  line  87. 


Note  as.  Pago  137,  line  28. 

Biamillah— "  In  the  name  of  God ;"  the  commcnca- 
lent  of  all  Ihe  chapters  of  the  Koran  but  one,  and  of 
rayer  and  thanksgivuig. 

Nolo  27.  Page  137,  line  5). 

A  phenomenon  not  uncommon  with  an  angry  MuBau^ 
laji.  In  1809,  Iha  Captlan  Pacha's  whiskers  at  a 
iplomatic  audience,  wore  not  less  lively  with  indign^ 
on  than  a  liger  cat's,  to  the  horror  of  all  the  drago- 
lans ;  the  portentous  mustachlos  twisted,  they  stood 
reel  of  their  own  occofd,  and  were  expected  every 

1  subside,  irfiich  prohoUy  saved  more  heads  than  they 
ontained  hairs. 

Note  28.  Pago  137,  line  61. 
Nor  raised  the  craven  cry,  Amaun ) 

Note  29.  Page  I3T,  line  70, 

I  know  him  br  the  evil  eve. 

The  "  evil  eye,"  ft  common  superstition  in  the  Le- 

ant,  and  of  which  tho  imaginary  effects  are  yet  very 


rarod  shawls,  generally  worn  by  perso 
Note  3!.  Page  138,  Ibio  SI. 


Note  32.  Page  138,  Ike  67. 

A  Inrban  carved  in  loam  il  stone. 

Tho  turban,  pilar,  and  inaoi  iplive  verse,  dccoralo 

lie  tomhs  of  the  Osmanlies,  wleiher  m  the  cemetery 

r  tho  wilderness.    In  the  mojntains  you  frequently 

formed,  that  they  record  some  victim  of  rebenion, 

Nolo  33.  Page  13S,  line  68. 


"AllaHu;"  ti; 


iofV 
ncludlng  wi 


!oftheMue 


by  Google 
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has  a  ftn&  voicQ^  which  u 


Thfi 


Nolo  31.  Pag. 


33t  gallery  on  the  emerior 
(ening,  when  Ihe  Mueiiin 
equently  Ihe  case,  Ihe  ef- 
1  hejond  all  Ihe  bells  in 

138,  hne  77. 


__  is  part  of  a  ballle-song  of  the  Turks : 
— *'I  s«Q-.-I  Bee  a  dark-eyed  ^ri  of  paradise,  and  she 
waves  a  handkerchief,  a  kerchief  of  green ;  and  cries 
aloud,  Come,  kias  me,  for  I  lose  thee,"  etc 
Note  35.  Page 


Monku  s,iid  Nekir  are  the  inquii 
before  whom  the  corpse  undergoes  a  sU^ 
and  preparatory  traiiiing  for  damnation.    If  the 

scythe  and  thumped  down  with  a  red-hot  mace  till  prop- 


i  slight  ni 


The  office  of  theso  angels  is  no  sinecure ;  there  aro  bi 
■dos  deceased  b^g  in 
nder,  their  hands  are  a 


Note  36.  Pago  13B,  line  84. 
Eblis,  the  Oriental  Prince  of  Darkness. 
Note  37.  Page  13B,  line  89, 
6o>  first,  on  eulh,  as  vawpiro  sent. 
The  Vampire  superstition  is  still  general 
Tanl.    Honest  Toumefort  tells  a  long  stotj, 
Southey,  in  (he  notes  on  Thalaba,  quotes  about  i 
"Vroucolochas,"  as  he  calls  them.  The  Romaic  te 
"Vardoulacha."  I  rooolleet  a  whole  family  being 
Red  by  the  scream  of  a  child,  which  they  imaj_ 
must  proceed  from  such  a  visitation.    The  Greeks 
never  mention  the  word  without  horror.    I  find  that 
"  Broucolokas"  is  an  old  legitimate  Hellenic  appellat 

Ihe  Creeks,  was  after  his  death  animated  by  the  De 
The  moderns,  however,  use  the  word  I  mendon. 


Note  3S.  Page  138,  line  IIS. 

I  with  thine  own  best  Urxid  shall  Jrjp. 

ThelVes 

ness  of  the  face,  and  the  wetness  ef  the  Up 

The  stories 

toW  in  Hungary  and  Greec*  of  these  fou 

feeders  are 

smgular,  and  some  of  them  most  inirHK% 

'  Note  39.  Page  140,  Ime  36. 

IlisBsiflhetleBBrt-biid. 

Ihepd, 

an  is,  I  believe,  the  bird  so  libelled,  by  [he 

biipWation 

of  feeding  her  chickens  wiUi  her  blood. 

Jina  early  in  ISH,  as  we  passed  through  t7i 
leaJs  from  the  hamlet  between  Keratia  and  C 
lerved  Dervish  Tahiti  riding  ralber  out  of  Ui 
'eaning  his  head  upon  his  hand,  as  If  in  pain. 


>hesus,  McssalungW,  or  Lepant 
,  weU  armed,  and  the  Choriati 
le  thieves."—"  Tr 
ringing  in  mj 


-"The  shi 


.  a  tophaike  hs 
.withstanding — Bom — Bom — as  plainly  as  I  hear  yout 
c(^" — **Psha," — " As  you  please,  AiTendi;  if  it  is 
itten,  so  will  it  be."— I  left  this  qoiok-eawd  predesd- 
rian,  and  rode  up  to  Basilijhis  Christian  compatnot, 
lose  ears,  though  not  at  ajl  prophetic,  by  no  means 
ished  the  intelligence.   We  all  arrived  at  Colonna.te- 
lined  a  few  hours,  and  returned  lasuroly,  saying  a  va- 
riety of  brilliant  tilings,  in  more  languages  than  spoiled 
the  building  of  Babel,  upon  the  mistaken  seer  j  Bomaic, 
Amaout,  Turkish,  Italian,  and  English  were  all  exercised, 
'  s,  upon  (lio  unfijTtunale  ftlussulman. 
iontemplating  the  beautiful  prospect, 
.pied  about  the  columns.  I  thought  ha 


"No," 


lid  he. 


but  these  pillars  wiR  be  usefii!  in 
nd  added  other  remarks,  which  at  least  evinced  bis  own 
Eliefin  his  troublesome  faculty  of>r(r-A«i™jr.  On  our 
(turn  to  Athens,  me  heard  from  LeonS  (a  prisoner  set 
ihors  some  days  alter)  of  the  intended  attack  of  the 
lainotea,  mendoncd,  with  the  cause  of  iia  not  taking 
lace,  in  the  notes  to  ChildeHarokl,  Canto  Sd.  I  was 
t  some  pains  to  question  the  man,  and  he  described  the 
reraes,  arms,  and  marks  of  the  horses  of  our  party  so 

doubt  of  his  having  been  in  "  vlUanous  company,"  and 
ourselves  in  a  bad  neighbourhood.  Dervish  became  a 
soothsayer  for  life,  and  1  dare  say  is  now  hearing  more 
musketry  than  cvei  will  he  fired,  to  the  great  rcftesh- 

race.  In  March  1811,  a  remarkably  stout  and  active 
Amaout  came  (I  believe  the  50th  on  the  same  errand) 
W  offer  himself  as  an  attendant,  which  was  declined: 
"Well,  Aflendi,"  quoth  he,  "may  you  live!— yoii 
would  have  found  me  useful.  1  shall  leave  the  town  foi 
the  hills  to-mcrrow ;  m  the  vrmter  I  return,  perhaps  you 
will  then  receive  me.'* — Dervish,  who  was  present, 
remarked,  as  a  thing  of  course,  and  of  no  consequence, 
"in  the  mean  time  ho  will  join  the  Klephtes"  (rob- 
bers), which  was  true  to  the  letter.— If  not  cut  oif,  they 
came  down  in  tlie  winter,  and  pass  it  unmolested  ja 
some  town,  where  they  ate  often  as  well  knovm  as  their 
exploits. 

Note  41.  Page  143,  line  36. 

Lochs  not  to  piiesUiood  for  relief. 

The  monk's  sermon  is  omitted.  It  seems  to  have  had 

so  little  effect  upon  the  patient,  that  it  could  have  no 

hopes  from  the  reader.  It  may  be  suiiiclent  to  say,  that 

it  was  of  a  customary  length  (as  may  be  perceived  fran 

was  delivered  in  the  nasal  tone  of  all  orthodox  prescheis 
Note  42,  Page  142,  line  102, 
And  shltibein  her  while  Evmai. 
"  Symar*'— fihroud. 

Note  43.  Page  143,  line  S7 
The  circumstance  to  which  the  above  story  rclaiw 

(he  wife  of  Muchior  Pacha  comnlained  ut  i^s  tilher  d 
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ni}(hi  1  One  of  the  guai 
mHj  that  not  oiw  of  the  vi 
a  symptom  of  terror  at  s 


itims  uttered  a  cry,  or  showed 
sudden  a  *^  wrench  fra 
I."   ThefateofPhcosiii 


and  Arnaoul  ditty.    Theatoryui  thatoil  is  onet 

gollen.    I  heard  it  by  accident  recited  by  one  i  " 
coftbe-honse  slorj-tellers  who  abound  in  the  Lr 


le  author  of  that  sii 
lateriale ;  some  of 
'  Bibliolhique 


ly  of  description,  and  pt 


mxt  Mvitjt  of  gJftsTios; 

A  TURKISH  TALE. 


TO  THE  RIGHT  HONOUEARLE  LORD  HOLLAND, 
THIS   TAI.I:  IS  IHSCBIBED, 


Kpdw  ye  the  land  where  the  cypress  3 
Are  emblems  of  deeds  that  are  done 

Where  Iha  rage  of  the  vulture,  the  lovt 

Saw  melt  into  sorrow,  now  madden  1 

and  of  th»( 


Whert 


>e  flowe 


irblosi 


r  shine; 


Where  the  light  wings  of  Z  ephyr,  oppres 

Wax  faint  o'er  the  gardens  of  Gull '  in  her  bloo] 

Where  the  citron  and  oiive  are  fairest  of  fruit, 

And  the  voice  of  the  nightmgale  nerep  is  mute ; 

Where  the  tints  of  the  earth,  and  the  hues  of  the  shy, 

In  colour  though  varied,  in  beauty  may  vie. 

And  the  purple  of  ocean  is  deepest  in  dye ; 

r.saie  siJias  the  roses  they  til 


Vnd  all,  5 


Can  he  smile  ou  such  deeds  as  his  children  ^lave  d 
Are  [he  hearts  which  theybear,  and  the  tales  which  they 


low  call  me  the  chief  of  the  Hara 
iaffir  is  none  but  his  only  son, 
■i  the  Nubian  awaiting  the  aire's  a 
[aroun— when  aU  the  crowd  thai  1 
!  pass'd  beyond  the  outer  gale 
00  to  the  head  whose  eye  beheld 
child  Zuleika's  face  unveii'd !) 

'  Cite  is  lix'd  this  very  hour : 
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By  me  alone  be  duty  laught !" 


Then  10 


T  had  la 


j-oungS. 


First  lowly  lenderi 
And  downcast  looked,  and  genlly  Epake, 

SH 1  Btanding  at  the  Pacha's  feet : 
For  BOO  of  Moalem  must  expire, 

"Father!  Tor  fear  that  thou  shouldst  chide 
My  sister,  or  her  sable  guide, 
Know— fiir  tha  fault,  if  fault  tKero  he, 
Was  mine ;  then  fall  Ihy  frowns  on  me— 
So  lo»elily  the  morning  shone. 

That— let  the  old  and  weary  sleep— 
I  could  not;  and  to  liow  alono 

The  fairesl  scenes  of  land  and  deep. 

To  thoughts  with  which  my  heart  beat  hig 
Were  irksome— for,  whate'er  my  mood, 
In  Booth  1  Love  not  solitude ; 
I  on  Zulelka's  slumber  broke, 
And,  as  thou  knowest  that  for  me 


There  Unger'd  we,  beguiled  loo  lowg 
With  Mejnoon's  tale,  or  Sadi'a  song ; ' 
■ns  I,  who  heard  Ihe  deep  tambour  • 

To  thee  and  to  my  duty  true, 
Wam'd  by  the  sound,  to  greet  thee  flew : 
But  there  Zuleika  wanders  yet- 
Nay,  falher,  ra^  not— nor  forget 
That™  ■  ■ 


III  thosi 


"  Son  ot  a  slave !"— the  Pachi  sad— 
"From unbelieving  mother  bred, 
Vain  were  a  father's  hope  to  see 
Aught  that  beseems  a  man  in  Ihee. 
Thou,  ivhen  thine  arm  should  head  ihc  bow 
And  hurl  the  dart,  and  curb  the  steed. 
Thou,  Greek  in  soul  if  not  in  creed. 
Must  pors  where  babbUng  waters  flo>v, 
And  watch  unfolding  roses  blow. 
Would  tiiat  yon  orb,  whose  matin  gk™ 
Thy  lisflesa  eyes  so  much  admire. 
Would  land  thee  somethuig  of  his  fire  1 
Thou,  who  wouldst  see  this  battlement 
By  Chririian  cannon  piecemeal  rent; 
Nay,  lamely  view  old  Slamhol's  wall 
Before  the  dogs  of  Moscow  fall, 
Nor  strike  one  stroke  for  Ufe  and  death 
Against  the  curs  of  Naiarethf 
Go— let  Ihy  less  than  woman's  hand 
AsBume  Iha  dcslaff— not  Ihe  brand. 

And  hark— of  thine  own  head  take  heed— 
If  thus  Zuleika  oft  takes  wing- 


No  sound  from  Selim's  lip  wo^  neard, 


Pierced  k( 


er  than  a  Chrisi 


Those  gibes  had  cost  another  dear. 

Thus  held  his  thoughts  their  dark  career 
And  glances  even  of  more  than  iro 

Flash  forth,  then  faintly  disappear. 
Old  Giaffir  gazed  upon  Ids  son 

And  started^  for  within  his  eye 
Ho  road  how  much  his  wrath  had  done ; 
He  saw  rehellion  there  begun :       ■'' 

"Comehither,  boy— what,  no  reply? 

But  there  be  deeds  thou  direst  not  do : 
But  if  Ihy  beard  had  manlier  length, 
And  if  thy  hand  had  skill  and  strength, 
I  'd  joy  to  see  thee  break  a  lance. 
Albeit  against  my  own  perchance." 
As  sneetdngly  these  accents  fell,    - 
On  Selim's  eyes  he  fiercely  gated : 

That  eye  relum'd  lum  glance  for  glance, 
That  proudly  to  his  sb^'s  was  nused. 

Tin  GiaiSr's  quali'd  and  shrunk  askance— 
And  why— he  fell,  hut  durst  not  tell. 
"  Much  1  misdoubt  this  vfayvstad  boy 
Will  one  day  worli  me  more  annoy; 
1  never  loved  him  from  his  lorth. 
And— but  his  arm  is  litde  worth, 

scarceiy  in  the  chase  could  cope 


With 


midiawn 
(would  ve 


sight. 


lefight- 


Buthark!- IhearZul 

She  is  Ihe  oJispring  of  my  choice ; 
Oh !  more  Uian  even  her  mother  dear. 

My  Peril  ever  welcome  here ! 
Sweet,  as  Ihe  desert-fountdn's  wave 
To  liprjust  c^ol'd  in  tune  to  save — 
Such  to  my  longing  right  art  thou ; 
Nor  can  they  wafl  lo  Mecca's  shrine 
More  thanks  for  life,  iban  I  for  thine. 
Who  blest  thy  birth,  and  bless  thee  now. 
VI. 
Fur,  as  the  lirst  Ihat  fell  of  womankind. 

When  on  that  dread  yet  lovely  serpent  smiling, 
Whose  image  then  was  slamp'd  upon  her  mmd- 

Dajo'liug,  as  that,  oh !  too  transcendent  vision 
~  1  si-itrow's  phantom-peopled  slinnber  given, 

id  paints  r    • 
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Who  I 

Who  haih  not  proved  liow  feebly  words  esas 
To  fii  one  apatk  of  beauty's  heavenly  ray  J 
Who  dolh  not  feel,  until  his  failmg  sight 
Funis  lalo  dimness  with  its  own  delight. 
His  chan^ng  cheeky  his  sinking  heart  confes 
The  might— the  majesty  of  loveluiess  J 
Such  was  Zuleika — such  around  her  shone 
The  nameleBB  charms  unmark'd  by  her  alom 
The  light  of  love,  the  purity  of  grace, 
The  rnind,  the  music  breathing  from  he 
The  heart  whoso  soltness  harnionized  t 
And,  oh !  that  eyo  was  in  itself  a  kduI  I 


Hot  graceful  arms  m  meekness  bending 
Across  her  gently-budding  breast ; 

At  one  kind  word,  tho^  arms  extending^ 
To  clasp  the  neck  of  him  who  blest 
His  child  cores^g  and  carest, 
Zuleika  came-Md  Glaflir  felt 


Not 


in  him 


<<Zul«ka!  child  of  gontleness ! 
How  dear  this  very  day  must  lell. 

When  I  forget  my  own  distress, 
ki  losing  what  I  love  so  well. 
To  bid  thee  with  another  dwell : 
Another!  and  a  braver  man 
Was  iieier  seen  in  battle's  van. 

We  Moslem  reck  not  much  of  blood ; 
But  yet  the  line  of  Carasinan  ' 

First  of  "the  bold  Tiragriot  bands 

Enoiigh  that  he  who  comes  to  woo 

b  kinsman  of  the  Bey  Oglou : 

His  years  need  scarce  a  thought  employ : 

And  thou  shalt  base  a  noble  dower : 
And  his  and  my  united  power 
Will  laugh  to  scorn  the  death-firman. 
Which  others  tremble  but  to  scan. 
And  teach  the  messenger '  what  fata 
The  bearer  of  such  boon  may  wait. 
And  now  thou  know'at  thy  father's  will ! 

All  that  thy  sei  hath  need  10  know : 
'  r  was  mme  to  teach  obedience  still— 

The  may  U,  love  thy  lord  may  show." 


Whak  could  such  be  but 
!So  bright  the  tear  in  beaut; 
Love  half  regrets  to  kiss  it 


So  Bweel  the  blush  of  baabfulness, 

Whate'er  it  was  (he  sire  forgot; 
Or,  if  remember'd,  mark'd  it  not ; 
Thrice  clapp'd  his  hands,  and  call'd 

Reaign'd  his  gem-adom'd  Chiboul 
And  mounting  featly  for  the  mead, 

With  M augrabee  •  •  and  Mamalu! 

His  way  amid  his  Ddis  took," 

With  sabre  keen,  or  blunt  jerreed. 
The  Kislar  only  and  his  Moors 
Watch'd  well  the  Haram's 

IX. 
His  head  was  leant  upon  his  hand, 

His  eyo  look'd  o'er  the  dark-blue  wi 
That  swiftly  glides  and  gently  swells 
Between  the  winding  Dardanellea ; 
But  yet  he  saw  nor  sea  nor  strand 
Nor  even  his  Pacha's  Eui4>an'd  band 

Careering  deave  the  folded  felt  n 
With  sabre  stroke  right  sharply  dealt ; 
Nor  mark'd  the  javelin-darting  crowd, 
inid  and  tou( 


nassy  di 


Pale, 
ToH' 


irnfully  sedate. 


But  little  from  his  aspect  leam'd : 
Equal  her  griet;  yet  not  the  same ; 
Her  heart  confess'd  a  gentler  dame : 
But  yet  that  heart  alarm'd  or  weak, 
She  knew  not  why,  forbade  to  speak. 
Yet  speak  she  must — but  when  essay 'J 
"  How  strange  he  thus  should  turn  awf 
Not  thus  we  e'er  before  have  met ; 
Not  thus  shall  be  our  parting  yet." 
Thrice  paced  shs  slowly  through  the  n 
And  watch'd  his  eye— it  still  was  Bx' 
She  snatch'd  the  in-n  wherein  was  n 
The  Persian  Atar-gul's  "  perfume, 
And  sprinkled  all  its  odours  o'er 
The  [Jciured  roof"'  and  marble  floor: 
The  drops,  that  through  his  glittering  v 
The  playful  girl's  appeal  addiest, 


Unheal 


er  his  bt 


-e  marlile  toi 


t  pluck'd  and  wrcal 

elim'sfeet: 
my  brother's  care? 
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And  though  his  note  is  Bomevthat  sad. 

I  would  not  wrong  the  slenderest  hair 

He  Tl  Uy  fcr  <moe  a  strain  more  glad, 

That  clusters  round  thy  forehead  fair. 

With  some  faint  hope  his  idter'd  lay 

For  all  the  treasures  buried  far 

May  sing  these  gloomy  thoughts  away. 

XI. 

This  morning  clouds  upon  me  lower'd, 

"What!  not  receive  my  foolish  flower  T 

Reproaches  on  my  head  were  shower'd. 

Nay  then  I  am  indeed  unblest : 

And  Giaffir  almost  caLed  me  coward  1 

On  me  can  thus  thy  forehead  lower? 

Now  I  have  motive  to.be  brave; 

And  know-Bt  thou  not  who  loves  thee  best  7 

The  son  of  his  neglected  slave — 

Oh,  Selim  deal  1  oh,  more  than  dearest ! 

Nay,  slaft  not, '.  was  the  term  he  gav^ 

Say,  is  it  me  U.ou  hat'sl  or  fearest  3 

May  show,  though  little  apt  to  vaunt, 

Come,  lay  thy  heed  upon  my  breast. 

A  heart  his  words  nor  deeds  can  daunt. 

And  I  will  kiss  thee  into  rest, 

JTit  son,  indeed ! — ye!  thanks  to  thee. 

Since  words  of  mine,  and  songs  must  bil 

Perchance  I  am,  at  least  shall  be  ; 

But  let  our  plighted  secret  vow 

Be  only  known  to  us  as  now. 

But  Uiis  from  thee  had  yet  to  learn  : 

I  know  the  wretch  who  dares  demand 

Too  well  I  know  he  loves  thee  not ; 

EVom  GiaSr  thy  rehictani  hand ; 

ButisZuleika's  love  forgot? 

Mora  in-got  wealth,  a  meaner  soul. 

Ah!  deem  I  right!  lie  Paoha's  plan— 

Holds  not  a  Musselim's  "  control : 

This  kinsman  Bey  of  Carasman 

Was  he  not  bred  in  Egripo? "" 

Perhaps  may  prove  some  foe  of  thine. 

A  viler  race  let  Israel  show  1 

If  so,  I  swear  by  Mecca's  shrine, 

Bui  let  that  pass— to  none  bo  told 

If  shrines  that  ne'er  approach  allow 

OuroaUi;  the  rest  shall  time  unfold 

To  woman's  step  admit  her  vow, 

To  me  and  mine  leave  Osman  Bey ; 

Wilhoul  thy  free  consent,  command. 

I  've  partisans  for  peril's  day  : 

The  Sultan  should  not  have  my  hand  1 

Think  not  I  am  what  I  appear; 

Think'sl  thou  that  I  could  bear  to  part 

1  've  arms,  and  friends,  and  vengeance  ne 

With  thee,  and  learn  to  halve  my  heart? 

Ah !  were  I  sever'd  from  thy  side, 

XUL 

Where  were  thy  fri,eild — and  who  my  guide  ? 

"  Think  not  thou  t.rt  what  thou  appearest 

Yeirs  have  not  seen,  tune  shall  not  see, 

My  SeUm,  thou  art  sadly  clianged ; 

The  hour  that  tears  my  soul  from  thee; 

This  morn  I  saw  thee  gonllesi,  dearest ; 

Even  Azrael,"  from  his  deadly  quim 

When  flies  that  shall,  and  fly  it  must, 

My  love  thou  surely  knew'st  before. 

That  parts  all  else,  shall  doom  for  ever 

To  see  thee,  hear  thee,  near  Ihee  stay, 

xir. 

And  hate  the  niglit  I  know  not  why. 

Save  that  we  meet  not  but  by  day ; 

He  raised  the  maid  from  where  she  knelt: 

With  thee  to  live,  with  tJiee  to  die, 

His  trance  was  gone — his  lieen  eye  shone 

I  dare  not  to  my  hope  deny : 

With  thoughts  that  long  iu  darkness  dwelt;    . 

Thy  cheek,  thine  eyes,  thy  Qps  to  kiss, 

With  thoughts  that  burn— in  tays  that  melt. 

Like  this-aad  this-no  more  than  this ; 

As  the  stream  late  conceal'd 

For,  AUa !  sure  thy  lips  are  flame : 

By  the  fringe  of  its  wiUows; 

What  fever  in  thy  vems  is  flushing  T 

When  it  rushes  reveal'd 

My  own  have  nearly  caught  the  same, 

In  the  light  of  its  billows; 

At  least  1  feoi  my  cheek  too  blushing. 

To  soothe  thy  sickness,  watch  thy  health, 

From  the  black  cloud'lJiat  bound  il, 

Partake,  but  never  waste,  thy  wealth. 

Flash'd  the  soul  of  that  eye 

Through  the  long  lashes  round  it. 

Am!  lighten  half  thy  poverty; 

A  war-horse  at  the  trumpet's  sound, 

Do  aUbtrt  close  thjdymg  eye. 

A  lion  roused  by  heedless  hound. 

For  that  I  could  not  hve  to  try  ; 

A  tyrant  waked  to  sudden  strife 

To  these  akino  my  thoughts  aspire ; 

By  graze  of  ill-directed  knife. 

More  can  I  do,  or  thou  require  ? 

But,  Selim,  thou  must  answer  why 

Than  he,  who  heard  that  vow,  display'd. 

We  need  so  much  of  mystery  1 

And  all,  hefere  repress'd,  betray'd: 

The  cause  1  camiot  drea™  nor  tell. 

■<  Now  thou  art  mine,  tor  ever  mine. 

But  be  it,  since  thou  say'st  t  is  well ; 

WiUi  life  10  keep,  and  scarce  with  life  resign ; 

Yet  what  thou  mean'st  by  '  arms '  and  '  fr 

Now  thou  an  mine,  that  sacred  oath. 

Beyond  my  weaker  sense  eilends. 

Though  sworn  by  one,  hath  bound  us  both. 

1  meant  that  Giaffir  should  have  heard 

Yns,  fondly,  wisely  hast  thou  done ; 

-The  very  vow  I  plighted  thee ; 

Tliat  vow  hath  saved  more  heads  than  na : 

But  blench  not  thou— thy  simplest  tress 

But  s-trely  ho  wouia  leave  me  free. 

Claims  more  Irutn  me  than  tenderness ; 

Can  this  fond  wish  seem  strange  in  mr. 
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To  he  what  I  have  ever  beeu  T 
What  other  halli  Zuleika  seen 
Prom  simple  ohLWhood's  earliest  hour  1 

What  olher  can  she  seek  to  see 
Tha-  Iheo,  companion  of  her  boiver, 

Tno  partner  of  het  inradcr  1 
These  cherish'd  Ihoughts  with  life  begun. 

What  change  is  wrought  1o  make  ms  shun 
The  liulh  ;  my  pride,  and  Ihine  tUi  now? 
To  meet  the  gaze  of  stranger's  eyes 

Nor  shaU  one  wandering  thought  of  mine 
At  BHOh,  our  Prophet's  will,  repine ! 

He  lofl  me  all  in  leaving  thee. 

To  wed  with  one  I  ne'er  heheld : 
This  wherefore  should  1  not  reveal 
Why  wilt  thou  urge  me  to  conceal 
I  know  the  Pacha's  haughty  mood 
To  thee  hath  never  hoded  good ; 


ipell'd 


And  he 

AUah!  forbid  that 


ought  1 


My  heart  conceahnent  wHgha  like  sin. 

And  such  it  feels  while  lurking  here ; 
Oh,  Selim  1  loll  me  yet  in  time, 

Nor  leave  me  thus  to  ihoughts  of  fear. 
Ah  !  yonder  see  the  Tchocadar," 


.Say,  Sslim,  canst  thou  tell  m 


whyV 


"ZuJeikal  to  thy  taner'tr  retreat 

Betake  theo— Giallir  I  can  greet ; 

And  now  »ri(h  him  I  fain  must  prate 

Of  Gnnans,  impoats,  lei^es,  state. 
.  There 's  fearliil  news  from  Danube's  banks  ; 

Our  Vizier  nobly  thinii  his  rankSj 

For  which  the  Giaour  may  give  him  thanks! 

Our  Sultan  hath  a  shorter  way 

Such  costly  triumph  to  repay. 

But,  mark  me,  when  the  twiUghC  drum 
Hath  warn'd  the  troops  to  food  and  sleep, 

Unio  thy  cell  will  Selim  come: 
Then  soiUy  frun  the  Hatam  creep 
Where  we  may  wander  by  the  deep  t 
Our  garden-hattlemenls  aje  steep  j 

Nor  these  will  rash  intruder  climb 


And  . 


ra  felt,  and  in 
Then  shall  thou  learn  of  ^elim  more' 
Than  thou  hast  heard  or  thought  before ) 
Trust  me,  Zuleiha— fear  not  me ! 
Thou  know'st  I  hold  a  Haram  key. ' 
"  Fear  thee,  my  Selim !  ne'er  till  now 

l>id  word  hke  this r" 

-Delay  not  Ibcu; 
I  hep  Ine  Key— and  Haroun's  guard 
Have  some,  and  hope  of  more  reward. 
To-nigh!,  Zuleika,  thou  shalt  hear 
My  ulp,  my  purpose,  and  my  fear; 


The  winds  are  high  on  Helle's  wave 

As  on  that  night  of  stormy  water 
When  Love,  who  sent,  forgot  to  savi 
The  young,  the  beautiful,  the  bravo, 
The  londy  hope  of  Seslos'  daught 
Oh!  when  alone  along  the  sky 
Her  turret-torch  was  blazing  high» 
Though  rising  gale,  and  breakmg  foa 

.  clouds  alo1\  and  tides  below, 


iVith  si| 


lould  ni 


I  and  so 


ouJd  n< 


Or  sound  or  sigu  Ibrebodmg  fear 
His  eye  but  saw  that  light  of  lev 
The  only  star  it  haii'd  above  ] 
His  ear  but  tang  with  Hero's  sot 


The  winds  are  high,  and  Helle's  tide 

Rolls  darkly  heaving  to  the  mam ; 

And  night's  descending  shadows  hide 

That  field  with  Wood  bedew'd  hi  vain. 
The  desert  of  old  Priam's  pride ; 
The  tombs,  sole  relics  of  his  reign, 
Alt— save  unmortal  dreams  that  could  beguile 
The  blind  <^  man  of  Solo's  rocky  isle  < 


III. 


ns  no  fabled  hero's  ashes, 
arnund  the  undoubted  seen 
>road  Hellespont"'^ 


Be  long  my  lot !  and  cold  w. 


Of  him  who  felt  the  Daidan's  arrow 
That  mighty  heap  of  gather'd  ground 
Which  Amnion's"  son  ran  proudly  roui 


But  lhoi»— thy  very  di 
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V. 

VIU, 

Late,  law  In-nighl  mil  Dlan  cheer 

SInca  last  she  visited  the  spot 

The  swain,  and  chase  the  bnalman's  feia- ; 

Some  change  seem'd  wrought  within  the  grot 

Till  Ihcn-TO  beacon  on  the  clifT 

It  might  be  only  that  tlia  night 

Disguised  things  seen  by  belter  light: 

The  scalter'd  lights  that  akitt  the  bav. 

That  brazen  lamp  but  dimly  threw 

Alt,  one  by  one,  ha™  Aed  away; 

Arayofnoeeleslialhua; 

The  only  lamp  of  biisloMbgur 

But  in  a  nook  within  the  cell 

Her  eye  on  sh-anger  objects  feU. 

Yes!  there  is  light  in  thai  lone  chamber, 

Atid  o'er  her  silken  ottoman 
Are  thrown  the  fragrant  beads  of  amber. 

There  arms  were  piled,  not  such  as  wield 
The  turban'd  Delia  in  the  Held ; 

But  brands  of  foreign  blade  and  bill, 
And  one  was  red — perchance  witli.guiltl 

O'er  which  her  feirj  fingers  ran ; " 
Near  these,  with  emerald  rays  be?ei, 
(How  o™ld  she  thus  that  gem  forget!) 

A  cup  too  an  the  beard  was  set 
That  did  not  seem  to  hold  sherbet. 

Her  mother's  sainted  amulet,"" 
Whereon  engr ated  the  Koorsea  teit. 

Wlia.1  may  this  mean?  she  tum'd  to  see 
HcrSelim— "Oh!  can  this  be  ho?" 

Could  smooth  (his  life,  and  win  tho  oeU; 

IX. 

A  Koi-an  of  illumined  dyas; 

His  robe  of  pride  was  thrown  aside. 

His  brow  no  high-crown'd  turbaji  b^re. 

By  Peraan  scribes  redecm'd  from  lima ; 

But  in  its  stead  a  shawl  of  red. 

And  o'er  those  scrolls,  not  ofl  so  mute. 

Wreathed  lightly  round,  his  temples  wore ; 

Reclines  her  now  neglected  lute ; 

That  dagger,  on  whose  hilt  tha  gem 

And  round  her  lamp  of  fralted  gold 

Were  worthy  of  a  diadem. 

Bloom  flowers  m  urns  of  China's  mould ; 

No  longer  glitter'd  at  his  waist. 

The  richest  work  of  Iran's  loom. 

Where  pbtcls  unadom'd  were  braced  i 

And  Shoeraa'  tribute  of  porfunia  j 

And  from  his  belt  a  sabre  swung. 

All  that  can  eye  or  sense  delight 

And  from  his  shoulder  loosely  hung 

Are  gathar-d  in  that  gci^aous  room: 

The  doak  of  white,  tha  thin  capola 

But  yet  it  hath  an  air  of  gloom. 

That  decks  die  wandering  Candiote. 

She,  of  this  Peri  cell  the  sprite. 

Beneath-his  goWen-plaled  vest 

What  doth  she  hence,  and  on  so  rude  a  night? 

Clung  like  a  ciurass  to  his  breast ; 
The  greaves  below  his  knee  that  wound 

■      "VI. 

With  silvery  scales  were  sheathed  and  boiud 

Wra^il  in  tha  darkest  eable^est. 

Which  none  sa.e  noblest  Moslem  wear. 

Spake  in  his  eye,  and  tone,  and  hand. 

To  guard  from  winds  of  heaven  the  braasl 

All  that  a  careless  eye  could  see 

As  heaven  itself  to  Salim  dear. 

In  him  was  some  young  Galicng6e.=' 

With  caulious  steps  the  thicket  threading, 

X. 

And  starting  ofl,  as  through  the  glade 

The  gust  ila  hollow  meanings  made. 

"I  said  I  was  not  what  I  seem'd; 

Tin  on  tho  smoother  pathway  treading. 

And  now  thou  secst  my  words  ware  true 

More  free  her  timid  bosom  beat. 

I  have  a  tale  thou  hast  not  dream'd. 

The  maid  pursued  her  silent  guide ; 

If  sooth-its  truth  must  others  rue. 

And  though  her  terror  urged  retreat. 

My  story  now  't  wore  vain  to  hide ; 

How  could  she  quit  her  Sclim's  side  1 

I  must  not  see  thee  Osman'i  bride : 

How  teach  her  tender  Ups  to  chide7 

But  had  not  thine  own  lips  declared 
How  much  of  that  young  haan  I  shared, 

Tir. 

I  could  not,  must  not,  yel  have  shown 

They  reach'd  at  length  a  grotto,  hewn 

In  this  I  speak  not  now  of  love  J 
That,  lot  time,  truib,  and  peril  prove : 

By  Nature,  hul  enlarged  by  art. 

And  ofl  her  Koran  conn'd  apart ; 

Butfirst--Oh!  never  wad  another— 

And  oil  in  youthful  revario 

Zuleikal  I  am  not  thy  brother!" 

She  dream'd  what  Paradise  might  be : 

Whoro  woman's  parted  soul  shall  go 

"Oh!  notmy  brother!— yet  unsay— 

Her  prr^hel  had  disd^n'd  to  show ; 

God!  am  llefl  alone  on  earth 

But  Selim's  mansion  was  secure. 

To  Tnoum — I  dara  not  curse— the  day 

N«  deem'd  slie,  could  ha  long  endure 

That  saw  my  solitary  bu-lh? 

Hia  bowar  in  other  worlds  of  bliss. 

Oh !  thou  wilt  love  ma  now  no  more ! 

Widloot  Aff,  most  beloved  in  this  1 

My  sinking  heart  foreboded  iU; 

Oh!  who  so  dear  with  him  could  dwell? 

But  know  me  all  1  was  before. 

What  Houri  soothe  hbn  half  so  weU  ? 

Thy  Bisler-frientt-Zuleika  sliS. 
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And  I,  alas!  m 

Gi;dKr'a  child, 

For  wligm  Ihou 

tvert-conlEmn'd,  reviled. 

ir  not  thy  sister 

My  life,  Oh !  bid  me  bo  Ihy  alave  1" 

XIL 

"My  slave,  Zu 

iha!— nar,I'nHhiTie: 

But,  genUe  li 

e,  this  tran^porl  calm. 

belink'divifliinine! 

Iswearltbjou, 

Prophet's  shruio. 

And  be  that  I 

ought  iJiy  sorrow's  bahn. 

SomaythoKor 

in  =»  versa  display'd 

Upon  iu  alecl  < 

rect  my  blade, 

In  dnoger'a  hou 

IP  guard  ua  both. 

That  lit 


Althtaugh  tliy  sL 
My  fadiH  was  to  Gialfir  all 

That  Selun  late  was  deem'd  to  (hes ; 
I'hal  broUier  wrought  a  brother's  faU, 

But  spared,  at  least,  my  infancy ; 
And  bdl'd  mo  Hilh  a  vain  deceit 
That  yet  a  like  return  may  meoL 
He  rear'd  me,  not  with  tender  help. 

But  like  the  nephew  of  a  Cain ;  " 
lie  Match'd  me  like  a  lion's  nhdp, 

That  gnaws  and  yet  may  break  his  chain. 

My  father's  blood  in  every  vein 
Ib  boiling  ^  but  for  thy  dear  sake 
No  present  vengeance  will  I  lake ; 

l^iou^  hero  I  must  no  more  remain. 
But  first,  beloved  Zulcika  I  hear 
How  Gaff 


eed  of  fe 


Xlll. 
"  How  first  their  strife  to  rancotir  gre 

If  love  or  envy  made  them  ibee, 
tl  matters  htllo  ifl  knew  j 
la  fiery  spirits,  shghlji,  though  few 

And  thoughtless,  wiH  disturb  repos 
In  war  AbdaUah's  erm  was  strong. 


"  When  Piswan,  afler  years  of  (Irili 
At  last  for  power,  but  first  for  life. 
In  Widin's  walls  too  proudly  sale, 
Our  Pachas  rallied  round  the  stale ; 


Hselaila  "  to  the  wind, 
in  Sophia's  plain, 
Lteh'd,  their  post  assign'i 


In  parts 

ppress'd,  tJiougb  ne'er  subdu 

Ahdallal 

spachalickwasg^n'd: 

Thou  kn 

w'st  not  what  in  our  Divan 

Canwea 

th  procure  for  worse  Uiau  ma 

Abdallal 

5  honours  were  obtain'd 

brotlier's  murder  stain'd  i 

'Tistru 

,  the  purchase  nearly  draui'i 

His  ill^g 

question  whence?  Survey! 

And  ask 

lie  squalid  peasant  how 

Hisgair 

repay  Ins  broilhigbrovi^l 

the  stern  usurper  spared, 

Whyth 

s  with  me  his  palace  shared. 

m  Heaven  accorded  none, 


"  Within  thy  father's  house  are  foes ; 

Not  all  who  break  his  bread  are  true  : 
To  these  should  I  my  birth  disclose. 

They  only  want  a  heart  to  lead, 
A  hand  to  pomt  them  1o  the  deed. 
But  Haroun  only  knows,  or  knew 
This  taia,  whose  Klose  is  almost' nigh ; 


could  smglci 


a  fate  7 

He  chose  the  last,  and  when  elate 

With  foes  subdued,  or  friends  b( 

Proud  GiaiBr  in  high  triumph  sate, 

Ha  lad  me  helpless  to  his  gate, 

To  save  the  life  for  which  he  pi 
The  knowledge  of  my  birth  secui 

From  all  and  aaoh,  but  most  fn; 
Thus  Gialfir's  safety  was  ensured 

Removed  he  too  fram  Boumelie 


,.,'j 
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A  tyrant's  se 

creU  are  but  chains 

>m  wliinh  III 

captive  gladly  ale 

f 

nd  lliis  and  ri 

wraloiue  reveals. 

s 

t  just  Alia  sends- 

" 

xvn. 

ATI  this,  Zul 

dia,  hs^shly  eouDds 

Bui  harehcr 

till  my  lalo  must  b 

H 

owe-er  my  Unguo  Uiy  BoanGsa  » 

Would  make  Ihy  waning  o 
T>wse  arma  thou  see'al  my 
The  hands  that  wield  are  r 


might  ftr^voth 
ily  inlidelE  in  <vi 

xvin. 


"  Whil  I 


be?  I 


And  hsUess  left— for  Giaffir's  fear 
Denied  tho  courser  and  the  speet— 
Thoughofi— Oh,  Mahomet!  liowort!— 
In  full  Divan  the  dcspM  scoff 'd, 
Ab  Vmy  weak  unmiling  hand 
Refused  the  bridle  or  the  brand ; 


And  pent  me  here  unlried,  unknown 
To  Haroun's  care  wilJi  women  led, 
By  hojie  unblest,  of  fame  bereft. 
While  thou— whose  softni 

To  lirusa'a  walls  for  safely  sent, 
Awaited'st  there  the  field's  event. 
Haroun,  who  Baw'my  spiiit  pining 


His 


Myth 


apUvo,  though  i 


toi-n  before 
The  day  when  Giaflir's  chnrge  ■ 

My  almost  drunkenness  of  heai 
When  first  this  liberated  eye 


Ls  irmy  Bp 


ireed  th 


With  them  hath 


;ed,  and  every  race, 
iaiy  hand, 


Friendship  for  each,  and  &ith  to  all, 

Have  made  tlieni  filling  insuuments 
For  more  than  even  my  a\m  intents. 
And  some — and  I  have  studied  all 


■b  the  Rayahs  "  from  Iheir  fate. 


Of  equal  rights,  which  ma 
I  have  a  love  for  freedom  1 

'  only  know  on  land  the  Tart 


>r, 

incn 

Ihat  hope  denied  in  worlds  rfstrife, 

He 

Thp 

hou 

he  ramhow  to  the  storms  of  hfe ! 
uig  beam  that  emilea  the  clouda  aw 

An- 

llofl 

the  Muezzin'a  alrain  from  Mecca's 

To 

ilm 

ns  pure  and  prostrate  ai  his  eall : 

ioi\— as 

le  melody  of  youthful  days, 

rha 

slP 

a  the  trembbng  tear  ofspoeehJeas  p 

Ifi 

'ihR 

SOI 

d  each  lone  thy  long-loved  voice  en 

''or 

hee 

n  those  bright  isles  isWt  a  Wwer 

(In 

sa  Aden  "  in  its  earUest  hoiu. 

d  swords,  with  Selim's  heort  and  h 

\!i 

iir 

ybaM,Zuleikaat  myside. 

rt.fi 

spoil  of  nations  shall  bedeck  my  bride . 

fha 

Imra 

m'a  languid  years  of  listl'^s  ease 

veil 

esign'd  for  cares-for  joys  bko  in.^ 

lol 

Jin, 

(Inn 

umbe 

r'dperils-but  one oidy  love* 
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Blend  every  Ihought,  do  all — I 
Once  free,  't  is  nune  our  horde 
Friends  to  each  oiher,  foes  to 


9  s  adiwde,  and  calls  il — peace ! 
s  resT,  must  uae  my  skill  or  slrenglh, 
io  land  beyoiKt  my  ssim^B  Jenglh  t 


The  blest  alternativ 

e  of  fraud  oi 

for 

n, 

re  be  (he last: 

ntimsdeeei 

w 

Tl 

era  even  lhyso« 

might  err- 

v^-« 

nil  Ih 

hfir 

Co 

rraplim  shakes 

»hich  peril  could 

noipa 

1  woman,  more 

ivendisgraee-. 

Su 

k  in  Ihe  lap  of 

iiury  will  3 

Away  suspicion  !- 

no(  Zuleika' 

ne! 

U  the  t 


7eB,  fear !— the  doubt,  the  dread  of  la 
By  Osman^e  power  and  Glftifir^s  stem 
Thai  dread  shall  vanish  with  the  favouring  gale, 
Which  love  (o-'!;ghl  halh  pronuscd  (o  my  sail : 
No  danger  daunta  the  pau:  his  smile  hath  blest, 
llidr  steps  stilt  roving,  but  their  hearts  at  rest. 
Wilh  thee  all  toils  are  sweet,  each  cltme  hath  chan 
Eattli — sea  alike — oar  woiid  wiLliin  our  arma  t 
Ay — let  the  loud  winds  whistle  o'er  the  deck, 
So  that  those  arms  cling  closer  round  my  neck : 
The  deepest  murmur  of  (his  lip  shall  be 
safety,  but  a  pruyer  for  thee! 


The^ 


sofelem 


eadliea 


Tliereh 

the  only  rocks  our  course 

Hi™m 

But  hen 

ce  ye  thoughts  Ibat  rise  io  1 

This  ho 

Few  words  remain  of  nune  my  tale 

but  one  to  waft  us  ffoni  our 

Ye— f 

es— to  me  w'lU  GiaffiVs  hsi 

Ami  la 

ot  Osman,  who  would  par 

"  I  fis  head  and  failii  from  doubt  and  death 
Retum'd  in  time  my  guard  to  save  ; 
Few  heard,  none  told,  iJiat  o'er  the  wave 
From  isle  to  isle  I  roved  the  wlule: 
And  since,  though  parted  from  my  band, 
Too  seldom  now  I  leave  the  land, 
rJ:>  dfed  Uiey  've  done,  nor  deed  shall  do, 

I  form  Ihe  plan,  decree  the  sp<Ht, 
T  is  St  I  oHeoer  share  the  toil. 


And  wouldat  thou 


St  break  thy  chun : 
e  that  haughty  Bey, 
vho  gave  Ihee  thine, 


But  yet,  though  thou  art  plighted  m 
Wouldst  thou  recall  thy  wilUng  vow, 
Appall'd  by  truths  imparted  now, 

But  be  that  peril  on  my  head  1" 

xxn. 

Zuleika,  mute  and  motionless, 

V/hfTi,  her  last  hope  for  ever  gone, 
The  mother  harden'd  uito  stone ; 
All  in  the  maid  that  eye  could  see 
Was  but  a  younger  Niob^. 

Essay'd  to  speak,  or  looli  reply, 
Beoealh  the  garden^s  wicket  porch 
Far  ilash'd  on  high  a  blazing  torch! 
Another — and  another — and  another — 
"Oh!  fly—no  more—yetnow  my  more  tli; 
Far,  wide,  through  every  thicket  spread, 
The  fearful  lights  I 


Nor 


sheaibless  braod. 

With  searching  flambeau,  sbinmg  s 
And  last  of  all,  his  sabre  waving. 
Stem  GiafRr  in 


at  they  touch  t 
St  that  grot  be  Selim 


XXIII. 

Daunileas  he  stood — "  'tis  come — sooi 
One  klKS,  Zuleika— 'tis  my  last: 


Foithto 

Hisp 

tol'sediorangonhi^. 

Despur  benund>'d  her  breast  and  eye  1— 

"  They  hoar  me  not,  or  if  ihey  ply 

That  so 

nd  hath  drawn  my  foes  more  nieh. 

Then  fcrlh  my  father's  scimitar. 

Thou  nc 

erhastseen  less  equal  wax  1 

Farew 

ell,  Znleika!— Sweet!  rel;r«; 

within^cre  linger  safe. 

At  thee 

is  rage  wiU  only  chafe. 

Sonie» 

uig  blade  or  ball  should  glance. 

Fear" 

.  thou  for  him  1 — may  I  expire 

Ifin  this  strife  I  seek  thy  sire  1, 

Nc—tho 

u^  by  him  that  poison  pour'd  ; 

igh  again  he  call  me  coward  ! 

But  tarn 

ly  shall!  moot  their  steel  f 

No-as 

aeh  crest  save  Hi  may  feel!" 

XXIV. 
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From  righl  lo  left  hi 


Their  sabrea  glitter  Ihiough  the  spray ; 
Wet— wilA-unvwaried  W  the  strand 
Tiiey  struggle — hqw  they  touch  the  Umd 
They  come— 't  is  but  to  add  to  slaughiei 


■cely  grazed  its  force  lo  feel. 


Ah! 


before  did 
is  eye  b, 


That  pause,  tJiat  fetnl  gaze  he  took, 

Hath  doom'd  hia  death,  or  fii'd  las  chain. 
Sad  proof,  m  peril  and  in  pain. 
How  iale  will  lorer's  hope  rainain! 
His  back  was  to  Iho  dashing  spraj ; 

When,'at  the  instant,  hiss'd  tJie  ball— 
"So  may  Ihe  foea  of  Giaffir  fall !" 
Whose  voice  is  haard  !  whose  carbine  rang. 
Whose  bullet  through  the  night-air  aang, 
Too  nearly,  deadly  aim'd  lo  err? 
thine — Abdtjlih's  t 


The  fath 
Thes 


hath  found  i 


quicker  fate 


Thes 


XXVI. 

im  slowly  rolls  the  clouds  away ; 

Few  trophies  of  (he  fight  are  there : 
*   t  shook  the  midnight  bay 
Are  silent  j  but  some  signs  of  fray 

That  strand  of  strife  may  bear, 
And  fragments  of  each  Bhivcr'd  brand; 
Steps  stamp'd;  and  dash'd  mtothe  sam 
The  pruit  of  i^ny  a  struggling  hand 

Mayiheri-  '"  "      "      ■- 


torch,  a 


And  tangled  on  tlie 

The  beach  where  shelving  to  ii 

Tiiete  lies  a  white  capote  ! 
•T  is  rent  in  twain— one  dark-t 
The  wave  vet  tipples  o'er  in  va 

Ye !  who  ivould  o'er  his  relics  ■ 

Go,  seek  them  where  the  surge 

Their  burthen  round  Sigmim's 

And  cast  on  Lemnoa'  shor 


His  head  heaves  with  Ihe  heaving  billow ; 
That  hand,  whose  motion  is  not  life, 
Yet  feebly  seems  to  menace  strife, 
Flung  by  the  lossing  tide  on  high. 

Thin  Icvell'd  with  the  wave— 
What  recks  ll,  though  thai  rorse  shaL  he 

Wilhin  a  livhig  grav 


The  hi, 


That  heart  halh  .  ursl— that  eye  was  closed- 
Yea— closed  befme  his  own  1 
XXVH, 


la!  last  of  GiafRr's  race, 

Thy  destined  brd  is  ccme  too  late ; 
"'.e  sees  not — ne'er  sh^l  see  thy  face ! 

Thy  handmuds  weeping  at  the  gate, 
The  Koran-chaunters  of  Ihe  hymn  of  fals, 
llie  silent  slaves  with  (bided  arms  thai  wait 
Sighs  at  the  hall,  and  shrieks  upon  the  gale, 

Toll  him  thy  tale  I 
Thou  didst  not  view  thy  Setlm  fall ! 
That  fearful  moment  when  he  let!  the  cavo 
Thy  heart  grew  chill: 
Fie  was  thy  hope— thy  joy— thy  love— thin^  all— 
And  that  last  Ihoughl  on  hun  thou  couldst  not  Eava 
Idlliced  to  kill ; 

forth  in  one  wild  cry- and  all  was  still, 
ice  to  Ihy  broken  heart,  and  virgin  grave ! 
lappy !  but  of  life  to  lose  the  worst ! 
grief — though  deep — though  faial^was  thy  firm 

Of  absence,  shame,  pride,  hate,  revenge,  remorse ! 
And,  oh !  that  prag  where  more  than  madness  lies 
The  worm  that  will  not  sleep — and  never  dies ; 
Thought  of  the  gloomy  day  end  ghastly  nighf. 
That  dreads  the  darkness,  and  yet  loathes  the  light, 
That  winds  around,  and  tesra  the  quivering  heart! 
Ah !  whcrelbre  not  consume  it — and  deparl ! 
Woe  lo  thee,  rash  and  onrelenfing  chief! 
Vainly  thon  heap'st  the  dust  upon  thy  head. 
Vainly  the  sackcloth  o'er  thy  hmbs  doth  spread ! 
By  that  same  hand  AbdaUah— Sehm  bled. 
Now  let  It  tear  thy  beard  in  idle  grief; 
Thy  pride  of  heart,  thy  bride  Ibr  Osman's  bed, 
"le,  whom  thy  sultan  had  but  seen  to  wed. 
Thy  daughter 's  dead ! 
Hope  of  thine  age,  Ihy  tnilighl's  lonely  beam. 
The  star  hath  set  that  shone  on  Hello's  stream. 
iliat  qiiench'd  its  ray? — the  Uood  Uiai  thou  hast  lia  a 

"Where  is  my  child  ?"  an  echo  answers— "Whets  J"" 

xxvnr. 

Within  the  place  of  iliousand  tombs 
That  shine  beneath,  while  dark  above 
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One  apol  esisls,  which  ever  hlooms 

A  single  rose  is  shedding  there 

Its  lenety  lustre,  meek  and  pale : 
It  louks  es  planted  by  despair — 

Might  whirl  the  leaves  on  high  ; 

And  yet,  though  storms  and  blight  as; 
And  hands  more  rude  than  wintry  sky 

May  wring  it  from  the  stem— in  lain- 

To-morrow  sees  it  bloom  again ! 
The  stalk  some  spirit  gently  rears, 
And  waters  with  celestial  tears ; 

For  well  may  maids  of  Helle  deem 
Thai  this  can  be  no  earthly  flower. 
Which  mocks  the  tempest's  withering  hi 
And  buds  unsheltered  by  a  i)ower ; 
Nor  droops,  though  spring  rduse  her  she 

Nor  woos  the  soramer  beam : 
To  it  the  livelong  lught  there  sings 

A  Urd  unseen— bat  not  remote : 
Inviable  his  airy  wings. 
But  BoR  as  harp  that  Houri  strings 

His  long  entraninng  note '. 
li  were  the  bnlbul ;  but  hia  throat, 

Though  moumTnl,  pours  net  such  a  sti 
For  they  who  listen  cannot  leave 
The  spot,  but  linger  there  and  grieve 
Is  if  they  loved  in  i  '    ' 


Andyi 
Tis 


et  the  te. 


And  longer  yc 

would  weep  and  Avake 

But  when  the 

day-blush  bursts  from 

E  spires  thai  n 

And  some  ha. 

1  been  who  could  bellev 

(So  fondly  yo, 

Ihfli!  dreams  dacrave, 

Yet  harsh  1 

elhey  that  blame) 

That  note  so 

ierdng  and  ptolbund 

Willsnapcan 

d  syllable  its  sound 

Into  ZuMk 

Tis  from  he 

That  melts  in 

air  the  liquid  word: 

'T  IS  from  her  lowly  virgin  earth 

Thalwhiioroi 

0  takes  ks  tender  birth 

Thatd 


o-Rj^d  pillar 


.thest: 


New  moAi  't  was  lbund"vihere  Selim  fell ; 
Lash'd  by  the  tumblbig  tide,  whose  wave 
Denied  his  bones  a  holier  grave: 
And  there,  by  night,  reclined,  't  ia  said, 
te  seen  a  ghastly  lutban'd  head : 
And  hence  eilended  by  the  billow, 
.Tis  named  the  "  Piiate-pliantom'a  pillow 
Where  first  it  lay  that  mourning  flower 
IIa<h  llourish'd;  HounEheth  this  hour, 
Alone  and  dewy,  coldly  pure  and  pale ; 


NOTES. 

Sate  1.  Page  146,  line  S. 


Note  2.  Page  146,  line  17. 
"S"uIb  made  of  fire,  and  chlliiren  of  the  t 

Note  S.  Page  147,  line  31. 
With  MfJdouo'b  tain,  o,  Sadi'a  looe. 
Mejnoun  and  Leila,  the  Romeo  and  Jul 
iast.     Sadi,  the  moral  poet  of  Persia., 
Note  4.  Page  147,  line  32. 

Tambour,  Turkish  drum,  which  sounds  a 
lOon,  and  twilight 

NoteS.  Page  147,  line  103. 

The  Turks  abhor  (he  Arabs  (who  return  lb 
a  hundred  fold),  even  more  than  the] 

Note  6.  Page  148,  luie  IS. 


irely  rerjuei 


lethe 


most  beautiful ;  and  if  he  (hen  does  not  coi 
liiily  what  is  feebly  eipressed  hi  the  aboie  Une,  I  shall 
be  sorry  lor  us  both.  For  an  eloquent  passage  in  the 
latest  work  of  the  Rrst  Eemale  writer  of  this,  perhaps 
of  luij'  age,  on  the  analogy  (and  the  immediate  com- 

lusic,"  see  vol.  iii.  cap.  10.  De  L'Allemaobe. 
And  is  not  this  connejdon  still  stronger  with  the  ori^nal 
n  the  copy? — with  the  colouring  of  nature' than  of 
!  AAer  bH,  this  is  rather  to  be  felt  tnan  described ; 
still  I  think  there  are  some  who  will  understand  it,  at 
St  they  would  have  done,  had  they  beheld  the  coun- 
ance  whose  speaking  harmony  auggasted  the  idea ; 
for  this  passage  is  not  drawn  from  imagination,  but 
memory,  that  mirror  which  affliction  dashes  to  the 
earth,  and  looking  down  upon  the  Iragments,  only  be- 
holds the  reflection  multiplied ! 

Note  7.  Page  14S,  line  34. 

Carasman  Oglou,  or  Kara  Osman  Oglou,  is  ihe 
principal  landholder  in  Turkey:  he  governs  Magnesia : 
those  who,  by  a  kind  of  feudal  tenure,  possess  land  on 
condition  of  service,  are  caUed  'Hmaiiats :  they  serve 
US  Spahis,  according  to  the  oitent  of  territory,  and 
bring  a  certain  number  mto  the  field,  generally  ca^  slry. 
Note  8.  Page  14fl,  line  46. 

When  a  -Pacha  is  sufiiciemly  strong  to  resist,  the 
single  messenger,  who  is  always  Ihe  first  bearer  of  the 
order  for  his  death,  is  strangled  instead,  and  BOme- 

errand,  by  command  of  the  refractory  patient  i  if,  on 
the  contrarti  he  is  weak  or  loyaU  he  txiws,  Usses  1b( 
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SulU-n'e  respectable  Bignalure,  anil  isbomslrung  with 

were  eshibitsJ  in  the  niche  of  Ihe  Seraglig  gale; 
lunmg  olhors,  Iho  head  of  Ihe  Pacha  of  Bagdat,  a 
orave  young  man,  cut  oft"  by  treachery,  after  a  despe- 

Note  9.  Page  US,  line  65. 

Clapping  of  hands  calls  the  servants-    The  Turks 
hate  a  superfluous  eipeniture  of  voice,  and  they  have 

Note  10.  Page  148,  line  6S. 
Chibouque,  tho  TuAish  pipe,  of  which  the  amber 


Note  11.  Page  148,  !i 


Note  12.  Page  14t 

His  war  amid  his  I 

ivoswho  form  the  forh 


jayelins,  animated  and  graceful. 

Note  14.  Page  148,  line  84. 

"  Ollahs,"  AQa  ii  Allah,  the  "  Lalies,"  as  the  Spaius 
poets  call  them,  the  sound  is  Ollah ;  a  cry  of  which  th 
Turiis,  for  a  silent  people,  are  aomewhat  profuse,  pal 


i.  Page  143,  line  103. 


rhe  ceiling  and  wainscots,  or  rather  walls,  of  the 
issvlman  apartments  are  generally  painted,  m  great 
laes,  with  one  eternal  and  highly  coloured  view  of 
instantinople,  wherem  the  principal  feature  is  a  noble 

1  in  generi  fandfully  and  not  inelegantly  disposed. 

Note  17.  Page  148,  line  121. 

It  hae  been  much  doubted  whether  tho  notes  of  this 
^over  of  the  rose,"  are  sad  or  merry ;  and  Mr.  Pox's 
narks  on  the  subject  have  provoked  some  learned 


Nolt 


ie34. 


Note  19,  Page  149,  line  67. 

suresoflhePreadamite Sultans.  SeeD'IlEK 
licle  hiakw. 

Note  20.  Page  149,  line  S3. 

Holds  not  a  Mutiellm's  convol. 
m,  a  govomor,  the  neil  in  rank  after  a  Pacha; 
le  is  Ihe  third ;  and  then  come  the  Ayas. 
Nole,21.  Page  149,  line  84. 


Egripo — the  Negropont,  Ai 
the  Turks  of  Egripo,  tho  Jew 
Greeks  of  Athens,  are  the  w; 


Note  ea.  Page  ISO,  line  101. 

Tlitns  own  "  bioad  HelleetHinl "  Blill  doE 

The  "rangling  ahout  this  epithet,  "the 

ispont"  or  tlie  "boundless  Hellespont," 


myself  w 


1  time,  and  probably 
before  the  pomi  is  settled.  Indeed,  the 
to  the  (ruth  of  "  tlio  tale  of  Troy  divine  " 
s,  much  of  it  resting  upon  the  lalismanic 

'  ■      ,  and  when  ha 


IS  half  a  ■ 


ecifies  three  woeka. 

Note  24.  Page  I 


Tttut  attachm< 


on,  and  crowned  Ihe  altar 
terwards  imitated  by  Cara- 
eheved  that  tho  last  also 
salus,  for  the  sake  of  new 


Note  26.  Page  161,  line  12. 
O'er  which  hor  fairy  tlneen  ion. 
When  rubbed,  the  amber  is  suscoptiHe  of  a  petfum 
rhich  is  slight,  but  not  disagreeable. 

Note  26.  Page  151,  line  15. 

The  belief  in  amulets  engraved  on  gems,  or  incloM 
1  gold  hones,  containing  scraps  from  the  Koran,  wui 
ound  the  neck,  wrist,  or  arm,  is  still  universal  in  ll 
last.  The  Koorsee  (throne)  verse  in  the  second  cha 


red  and  sublime  trf"  aU  se 
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HotaST.  Page  151,  line  IS. 

"Combdloio"— aTuriii^hroBiiry.  TheMS9.,pai 
.icularly  thosa  of  the  Peraiona,  are  richly  adorned  an 
lUuminated.  The  Greek  females  are  kept  in  ulter  ignc 
raijce ;  but  miny  of  Iha  Turklsll  glils  are  highly  b< 
complished,  tliough  not  actually  quaUlied  for  a  Chris 
lianeoterie;  perhaps  someof  our  own  "5li«!"  might 
^ot  be  the  worse  for  bleackiag. 

Note  as.  Paga  161,  line  96. 

Galiong^e"— or  Galiongi,  a  sailor,  Ihal  is,  a  Turk- 
irt  sailor;  Iha  Greeks  navigate,  Ihe  Turks  work  the 
guns.  Their  dress  is  picluresque ;  and  I  have  seen  Ihe 
Oapiaui  Pacha  mora  Ihon  once  wearing  it  as  a  kind  of 
incog-.  Their  lags,  however,  ara  generally  nakad.  The 
Liuskins  dasi^hed  in  tha  texl  aa  shealhed  behind  niUi 

host  (hBhad<juittedthaprofeBBion),al  his  Pyrgo,near 
Gaslouni  in  the  Morea ;  thej  were  plated  in  scales — 
over  llie  olber,  like  the  back  of  an  armadillo. 
Note  29.  Page  152,  line  18. 
The  characters  on  all  Turkish  sdmitais  contain  soi 
more  getierolly  a  text  from  Iha  Kori 


Itched  in 


aerpentP. 
ring  of  & 


letters  of  gold, 
one  with  a  blade  of 
iroad,  and  the  edge 
the  rippla  of  water. 


sold  it,  what  possible  use  such  a  figure  could  add : 
said,  in  It^an,  thathedidnotknow;  butlbeMu» 
mans  had  an  idea  Iliat  those  of  this  form  gave  a  save 

did  not  much  admire  tha  reason,  but  bought  it  for  its 
peculiarity. 

Note  SO.  Page  1£3,  line  33. 
Bat  like  the  nephew  of  a  Coin. 
It  is  to  be  observed,  that  every  allusion  to  any  thl 
or  personage  in  the  Old  Testament,  such  aa  the  Ark, 
Cion,  is  equally  the  privilege  of  Mussuknan  and  Jev 
indeed  the  Ibrmat  profess  to  be  much  better  aoquamt 
vritb'ihe  lives,  true  and  fabulous,  of  the  patriarchs,  Ulan 
is  warranted  hy  our  own  Sacred  writ,  and  not  content' 
ivllh  Adam,  Iboy  have  a  biography  of  Pre-Adamites. 


nancy. 


mdMost 


prophet  inferior  only  (o  Christ  and  Mahon 
IS  the  Per»an  name  of  Fotiphai's  wife,  ai.u  .»,.  i.u«,. 
mth  Joseph  ciHistitutes  one  of  the  finest  poems  in  the 
,angttBge.  Itislherefota  nonoladon  ofcostuma  to  pi 
the  namesofCun,  or  Noah,  into  the  mouth  of  aMoslen 

Note  31.  Page  162,  fine  49. 


Note  32.  -Page  162,  line  61. 
Thej  save  tlieii  horaelaiU  to  the  wind. 
Hnrsetaii,  jie  standard  of  a  Pacha. 

,  Note  33.  Page  163,  fine  74. 

He  drank  odo  dmuEhu  nor  needed  more ! 

Wiafiir,  Pacha  of  Argvro  Castro,  or  Scutari,!  ai 


the  I 


in  the  CO 


aughterofhl; 


years  after  tlio  event  h 
Sophia,  or  Adrianopte.  The  p<HSDn  was  mixed  in  the 
ip  of  cofiee,  which  is  presented  before  Ihe  sherbet  by 
a  bath-keeper,  after  dressing. 

Note  34.  Page  163,  line  64. 

The  Turkish  notions  of  almost  all  islands  are  confined 
the  Archipelago,  the  sea  alludeii  to. 

Note  35.  Page  163,  line  87. 
The  iBHt  «f  Lambro'E  patriols  there. 
Lambro  Canzani,  a  Greek,  famous  for  his  efibrts  in 
r89-90  for  the  independence  of  his  country:  aban- 
med  by  tha  Russians,  he  became  a  pirate,  and  the 
rchipelago  was  the  scene  of  his  enterprises.  He  is  said 
~        ■    -gh.  He  and  Riga  are  the  two 

leSI. 


Note  38.  Page  163,  line  96, 
Or  mly  tnoiv  on  land  Ihe  Tartar-s  haine. 
1  wandering  life  of  the  Arabs,  Tartars,  and  Turko- 
will  be  found  weH  detailed  in  any  book  of  Eastern 

ChVeaubriand,  that  he  never  found  himself  alone,  gal- 
>ping  in  the  desert,  wllhout  a  sensation  approaching  to 

Note  39.  Page  163,  line  116. 

"Jannal  al  Aden,"  the  perpetual  abode,  Ihe  Mussi-i- 
lan  Paradise. 

Note  40,  Page  155,  line  78. 

And  niDurn'd  above  his  lurben-Elone. 

A  turban  is  carved  in  stone  above  the  graves  of  men 

Note  41.  Page  165,  line  67. 
.     The  loud  Wul-wulleb  warn  bis  diaLanl  ear. 
The  death-song  of  the  Turkish  women.  The  "silent 


Note  43.  Page  155,  fi 


ends  of  my  youth,  where  are  iliey'/'  and  en  Edit 
swered, '  where  are  they  7 ' " 


of  Memory  ;"  a  p 
mR  be  delighted  to 
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Note  43.  Pag 

1S6,  bne 

4T. 

(see  Orford'a  Reminisceneoe),  and  many  olJier  inatau- 

"AndaitrionEu™*- 

•""''"'"" 

MILTON. 

For  nbcbeflhat  the  soul 

of  the  ilea 

inhaltltthelbm. 

erallj  furnished  her  pew  in  Ae  Caihedral  with  cagcs-fuU 

^bird^  we  need  nol  travel 

LotdLjlUeton'a 

ghoaletoij]  Ihe  belief  of  ' 

10  Duchea 

of  Kendal,  Uiai 

bcaulif)ing  the  church,  no  ohjccUon  wtis  made  V>  hec 

Georgs  L  flew  inio  beriviu 

dowinlhe 

shape  of  a  raven 

Ktit  €ovn?iiv; 


THOniAS  mOOHE,  ESQ. 

J  DELJicAT£  to  you  the  LasI  jHTiduction  with  whici 
flhall  trespass  on  public  patience,  and  your  indulgeui 
for  lOme  years  i  and  I  own  thai  I  feel  aniious  to  a. 
myself  of  this  latest  and  only  opportunity  of  adorni 
my  pages  with  a  name,  consecrated  hy  unshaken  pui 


,  has  hitherto  oomplotsly  triumphed  over  the  fatal 
iacihiy  of  the  octo-syllahU  verse ;  and  tliis  Is  not  the  least 
y  of  his  Ibrtils  and  mighty  genius ;  in  blank  verse, 
I  Millon,  Thomson,  and  our  dramatists,  are  the  beacooi 
hine  along  the  dee|j,  but  warn  us  from  the  rough 
arren  rock  on  which  they  are  kmdied.    The  heroic 


to  the  ( 


lish  to  flatter 


le  you  stand  alone  the  first  of  he 


bards  ii 


permit  one,  whose  only  regret,  since  our  first  acquaint- 
ance, hasheenthe  years  he  had  lost  hefore  it  commenced, 
to  add  the  humble  but  rancere  suSrage  of  friendship,  to 
the  Vfflceofmore  than  one  nation.  It  will  at  least  prove 
to  you,  that  1  have  neither  forgotten  the  gratification 
derived  from  your  society,  nor  abandoned  the  prospect 
ofitsrenewal,  whenever  your  leisure  or  inclination  allows 
you  to  atone  to  your  inends  for  too  long  ^  absence.  It 
is  said  among  those  friends,  I  trust  Uuly,  that  you  are 

be  laid  in  the  East ;  none  can  do  those  scenes  eo  much 
justice.  Ths  wrongs  of  your  own  country,  the  magnifi- 
cent and  fiery  spirit  of  her  sons,  the  beauty  and  feeling  of 
her  daughters,  may  [here  be  found ;  and  Collins,  wh 
he  denominated  his  Oriental  his  Irish  Eclogues,  was  i 
aware  how  f^e,  at  least,  was  a  part  of  lus  paralleL  Y< 


my  story,  and  stoiies  m  general,  t 
;lad  to  have  rendered  my  p^sonageB 
amiable,  if  possible,  inasmuch  as  I 


ibly  like,  ance  they  i 


Dt  help  a  little  : 


or  than  the  hui 


lofhisii 


idlesE 


instance,  when  I  sec  several  hards  (fer  more  deservUig, 
I  allow),  in  very  reputahle  plight,  and  quite  exempted 
from  all  participation  in  the  faults  of  those  heroes,  who, 
nevertheless,  might  he  found  with  little  more  morality 
than  "The  Giaour,"  and  perhaps— but  no— I  must  admit 
Childe  Harold  lo  be  a  very  repulsive  personage ;  and  aa 
to  his  ideiKity,  those  who  hke  it  must  give  hun  whatevet 
"alias"  they  please. 
If,  however,  it  were  worth  while  lo  remove  the  un- 

who  is  alike  the  delight  of  his  feeders  and  his  friends, 
the  poet  of  all  larcles,  and  the  idol  of  his  own,  psrmili 
me  here  and  elsewhere  lo  subscriho  myself, 

most  truly,  and  nffecUonafely, 
I  OS  obechent  servant, 

BYHON 


flbyCOOgle 
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'  O'er  Ihp  glad  waters  of  Ihe  dark-Hue  sea, 
(111.-  thsughIB  as  boundless,  and  our  sods  as-free 
Far  ea  the  btecM  can  bear,  Ihe  bllbwa  foam, 
Survey  our  empire  and  behold  our  home ! 


Oh,  who  can  teU  1  not  thou,  luxur: 
Whose  soul  would  slckeo  o'er  the 
Nol  thou,  vain  lurd  of  wantonness 
oolhea  not— plea: 


,   Oh,» 


need  in  triumph  o'ei  th 
The  exultmg  sonso— the  pube^s  maddeiung  play, 
That  thrilla  the  wanderer  of  that  (rackless  way  7 
'ITiat  for  itself  can  woo  the  approaching  light. 

Thai  socks  what  crarana  shun  viilh  more  than  Ma!, 
And  where  the  feebler  fault— can  only  feel— 
Fool— lo  the  risLni!  bosom's  mmost  core, 


Not 


<ethat 


lofdeath— Lfwi 


ts  Bpint  B 


ill— we  snatch  the  iifa  of  bfe ; 
When  lost— what  recks 'it— by  disease  or  Blrife  1 
Let  him  who  crawls  enamour'd  of  decay, 

Heave  his  thick  breath,  and  shake  his  palsed  head ; 
Outs— the  fresh  turf,  and  not  the  feverish  bed. 
While  gasp  by  gasp  he  Jailers  lijrth  his  soul, 
Ours  with  one  pang — one  bound-'.escapes  controL 
His  I 


maygi 


When  those  who  wui  al  length  divide  t 
Uow  had  the  brave  who  fell  eiulled  no, 


kindling  i 


sisle. 


ounns  that  thrilPd  the  rocks  along, 
AncI  unto  eara  as  rugged  seem'da  song! 
In  scattered  gmups  upon  the  golden  saod, 

Sel«cl  the  arms— to  each  his  blade  asagn. 
Ami  careless  eye  the  blood  that  dmis  its  shine : 

Whilt  others  stragglmg  muse  along  Ihe  shore ; 
For  tiie  mila  bird  the  busy  springes  set, 
( >E  spread  beneath  the  sun  the  nnpjMng  net  j 


Pew  are  lug  words,  but  keen  his  eye  and  ha 
Ne'er  seasons  he  with  mirth  th«r  jovial  mei 
But  they  forgive  his  silence  for  success. 
Ne'er  (or  his  lip  the  purpling  eup  ihey  fill, 


bread,  the  garden's  homi 
ummer  luiury  of  fruits, 
in  humWeness  supply 
t's  board  would  scarce  de 


And  all  obey  and  few  inquire  t 
Convey  reproof,  nor  further  de 


e  blood-red  signal  glitters  in  the  gale 

Already  doubled  is  the  cape — our  bay 

Rec^ves  that  prow  which  proudly  spun 

gloriously  her  g^lant  course  rfie  g 


te  (he  monarch  of  her  peopled  deck? 


Till  grates  her  keel  upon 
"  "  0  the  wricome  shou 
When  hand  grasps  hand 


t>ienda'— husbands'— lovers'  nan 
are  Ihey  safe  7  we  ask  not 
lall  we  see  them'''  will  their 
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td  gladd. 


And  kisa  the  doglit  from  Ihese  delighted  eje-s!"— 

"  Where  ia  our  chief?  for  him  we  bear  re]iorl— 
And  doubi  that  joj — which  hails  our  coming— shot 
Yet  IhuB  sincere — '1  is  cheering,  though  go  brief; 

Om  gteetmg  paid,  we  'H  feast  on  our  return, 
And  all  shali  hoar  what  each  tnay  wish  to  Eeanu'* 
Ascending  sEowlj  by  tho  rock-hewn  way. 
To  whera  liia  watch-tower  beetles  o'er  tlie  bay, 
B^  bushy  brake,  atid  wild-flnwers  blosscming. 
And  freshness  breathing  fmm  each  .silver  spring, 

Leap  into  iife,  and  sparklmg  won  your  thirEt ; 
From  crag  to  cliff  they  mount — Noar  yonder  caie 
What  lonely  straggler  looks  along  the  wave  7 
In  pensive  posture  leaning  on  the  brand. 
Not  oft  a  reating-Btaff  to  that  red  hand. 
"Tis  he— 'lis  Conrad— here— aa  wont— alone; 
On — Juan!  on — and  make  our  purposa  known. 
The  bark  ho  viewa— and  tell  him  we  would  greet 

We  dare  not  yet  approach— thou  know'st  his  moo 
When  strange  or  uninvited  steps  intrude." 

vn. 

Him  Juan  Bought,  and  toU  of  their  intent- 
He  spake  not — but  a  sign  CTipress'd  assent. 
These  Juan  calls— they  come— to  their  saluta 
He  bends  him  slightly,  but  bis  lips  are  mute. 
"These  lellers.  Chief,  are  Irom  (he  Greek— the  sp 
Who  sdl  proclaims  our  spoil  or  peril  nigh : 
Whate'er 


Mk 


Wondering  they  him,  abash'd,  while  each  to  each 
Conjactura  whispers  in  his  miittering  speech: 
Thay  watch  his  glanee  with  many  a  steahng  look. 
To  gather  how  that  eye  the  tidings  took ; 
But,  this  as  if  he  guess'd,  with  head  aside, 
Perchance  from  some  emotion,  doubt,  or  pride, 
Horoad  the  scroll— "My  tablets,  Juan,  hark- 
Where  is  Gonsalvo  1" 

"Intheanchor'dbatli." 
"TherolethimsUy— to  hbn  this  order  bear. 
Bacli  to  jouf  duty— for  my  course  prepare : 
Myself  this  enterprise  to-nighl  will  share." 
"To-night,  Lord  Conrad!" 

"Ay  I  at  set  of  sun: 
The  hreeM  will  freshen  when  the  day  ia  done. 
My  corslet— doak—one  hour— and  wo  are  gone. 
Sling  on  thy  huglij— see  lliat,  free  from  nist. 
My  carbine-lock  springs  worthy  of  niy  trust ; 
Be  the  edge  sharpened  of  my  boarding.hnmd, 
And  give  its  guard  more  room  to  fit  my  hand. 
This  let  tha  armourer  with  spaed  dispose ; 
Last  ^me,  it  more  fatigued  my  arm  than  foes ; 
Mark  that  tha  signal-gun  be  duly  tired 

lu-  of  stay 's  expired." 


Theym 


vai. 

n  aught  that  he  decides? 


And  imts  each  swarthy  choek  mlh 

sallowerbu 

jtill  sways  then  souls  with  that  eoi 

That 

airiea,  leads,  yet  chLls  the 

Vhat 

s  that  spell,  that  thus  his  la 

Jonle 

,Vhal 

ihouWitbe,  thatthusthair 

iuth  can  hi. 

Ihep 

wer  of  Thought— the  magi 

of  Ihe  Min 

.mk'. 

That  moulds  another's  weakness  i 

its  will; 

Vial. 

with  Ihair  hands,  but,  still 

o  these  unkn 

rt!ike 

Such 

ath  it  been— shall  be— benei 

th  the  sun 

['hem 

any  still  must  labour  for  the 

one! 

T  b  Nature's  doom— but  let  the  w 

retch  who  to 

\otm 

not,  hata  not  Mm  who  we 

)hti 

he  knew  the  weight  of  sple 

ndid  chiuns, 

How 

ght  the  balance  of  his  humbfer  pains  1 

IX. 

Tnllke 

>emo 

sin  act,  but  gods  at  least! 

fete, 

In  Co 

rad's  form  seans  little  to  admire. 

Robust,  but  not  Her< 


i  it  is,  but  why  thay  cannot  guess. 
I  his  cheek,  his  foreltead  hi^h  and  p! 
3  eurls  in  wild  profu^on  veil ; 


i  attraetad,  yet  perplexed  the  vi 


At  time. 
As  if  w: 

Work'd  feelmgs  fearfiil,  and  yet  undefined , 
Such  might  it  be— that  none  could  truly  tell- 
Too  eloSB  inquiry  his  stem  glanee  woukl  qnell. 
"'        '        '     "lut  few  whose  aspect  might  dely 
The  full  encounter  of  his  searching  eye ; 
He  hud  the  skill,  whan  Cunning's  gaze  wAld  se 
To  probe  his  heart  and  watch  his  changing  ehee 
i  the  observer's  purpose  to  espy, 
himself  roll  back  tus  scrutiny, 
:  to  Conrad  rather  sliould  betray 
Some  aecret  thought  than  drag  that  chie 
was  a  laughing  davil  in  his  sneer, 
■aisad  emotions  both  of  rage  and  fear , 
■here  bis  frown  of  hatred  darkly  fell, 
Hope  withering  fied — and  Mercy  sigh'd  farewell ' 

X. 
Slight  are  the  outward  signs  of  evil  thought. 
Within — within — 't  was  there  the  spirit  wrought ' 

mges — Hate,  amlation,  guila 
Betray  no  fitrther  than  the  biOar  smile ; 
"■     "p's  least  curl,  the  lightest  paleness  thrown 
the  govem'd  aspect,  speak  alone 

He,  who  would  see^  must  bt  liitUhnl  unseen 
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The  first— last— sole  reward  of  so  much  lovi 

He  possM  the  porlal— crossM  the  carridere^ 
And  teichM  the  chamber  as  Iho  Etrain  gave  o^ 
*MjownMedora!  sure  thy  song  is  sad— '' 


'iDConr; 
Withou 


TOuldst  Ihou 


Kglad? 


1st  my  aong  my  thoughts,  my  so 

My  heart  unhush'd — althougli  my  lips  were  mule ! 
Oh !  many  a  night  on  tlus  lone  couch  reclined. 
My  dreamuig  fear  with  alorms  hath  wing'd  the  wind, 
And  deom'd  the  breath  that  faintly  fano'd  thy  sul 
The  murmuring  prelude  of  the  ruder  gale ; 
Though  soft,  it  seem'd  Uie  low  prophetic  du-ge. 
That  moum'd  thee  floating  on  the  savage  surge : 
Siill  would  I  rise  lo  rouse  the  beacon-fire, 


w  the  chill  blast  on  my  bosom  b 

y  broke  dreary  on  toy  troubled  ^ 

And  still  J  gazed  and  gazed — and  not  a 


Wa 


granted 


At  length— 't  was  noon— I  haii'd  and  blest  Ih 
Thatmelmy  sight— it near'd— Alas!  it  past 
Another  came— Oh  God !  'twas  thine  at  last 
Would  that  those  days  were  over  J  wilt  tliou 
My  Oonrad  I  learn  the  joys  of  peace  to  shai 

As  bright  as  this  inriles  us  not  lo  roam ; 
Thou  Imaw'at  it  is  not  peril  thai  I  fear, 
I  only  nimble  when  thou  art  not  here : 
Then  not  fur  mine,,hut  that  far  dearer  life. 


Worm-like ' 


tmplod- 


at  h&th  long  been  changed; 
^der-like  avenged, 
id  thy  love. 


And  Bcarco  a  glimpse  of  mercy  from 

Yet  the  same  feeling  which  thou  dost  condemn. 

My  very  love  to  thee  is  hate  to  them. 

So  closely  mingling  here,  ^al,  disentwinod, 

I  cease  to  love  thee  when  I  love  majikmd. 

Yet  dread  not  this — the  proof  of  all  the  past 

Assures  the  future  that  my  love  will  last ; 

But— Oh,MedDra:  nerve  thy  gentler  heart, 

This  hour  agaui — but  not  for  long — we  part." 

"  This  hour  we  pari ! — my  heart  (breboded  this : 

This  hour— it  caonot  be— this  hour  away! 
Yon  bark  hath  hardly  anchorad  in  the  bay  i 


withm 


Mybr 


Such  mirth  hath  less  of  play  than  bitternes! 
Be  Bilenl,  Conrad!— dearest!  come  and  sh 
The  feast  these  hands  delighted  to  prepare ; 
Light  toil  1  to  cull  and  dress  thy  frugal  fare 
See,  I  have  pluck'd  the  fruit  that  promised 

At  such  as  seEm'd  tha  forest :  Ihrice  the  h 
My  steps  have  woaud  to  try  the  coolest  rill, 

mowl 


how  it  sparkles 
grape's  gay  jui 
J  more  than  M< 


slom  when  \ 
chide— for  I 


What  others  deem  a  penance  is  thy  choice. 
But  come,  the  board  is  spread  ;  our  silver  lamp 
Is  Irirnm'd,  and  heeds  not  the  Sirocco's  damp  : 
Then  shall  my  handmaids  whUe  tho  time  along. 
And  join  with  me  the  dance,  or  wake  the  song  j 

Shall  soothe  or  lull— or,  should  it  vei  thine  'ear. 
We  'II  turn  the  tale,  by  Arioslo  told, 
Of  fdr  Oljmpla  loved  and  left  of  old,' 
Why— thou  wert  worse  than  he  who  broke  his  m\ 
To  that  lost  damsel,  shouldst  Ihou  leave  me  now ; 


"  Again — -agjun— and  oft  again— my  love  I 

If  there  be  life  below,  and  hope  above, 

He  will  return— but  now,  the  moments  hrmg 

Ttis  time  of  parting  with  redoubled  wuig : 

The  why— the  where— what  boots  it  now  to  tell  ? 

Since  all  must  end  in  that  wild  word— farewell ! 

Yet  would  I  fain— did  thne  allow— disclose— 

Fear  not — these  ate  no  formidable  foes  i 

And  here  shall  watch  a  more  than  wonted  guard. 

For  sudden  ^ege  and  long  defence  prepared : 

Kor  be  thou  lonely — though  thy  lord  'a  away. 

Our  matrons  and  thy  handmaids  with  Ihee  stay ; 

And  thb  thy  comfort— that,  when  neM  we  meet, 


Which  down 
Her  long  fair 


Scarce  beat  that  bosom  where  his  image  ow 
So  full— lAof  feehng  seem'd  almost  unfelt  1 
Hark — peals  the  tlionder  of  the  signal-gun  i 

Again — agan — that  form  he  madly  press'd ; 
Which  mutely  olasp'd,  implormgly  caresa'd  ' 
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'"Twaa 


uoh,  his  bride  he  bore, 


a  stood  t 


he  portal's  porch  she  ni 
And  then  at  length  her  tears  iu  frefldom  gushM ; 
Big— btighl-— and  fast,  unknown  to  her  they  fell  | 
But  still  her  tp»  refused  to  send — "farewdll" 
For  in  Ibat  word— Ihat  fatal  word— howe'er 
We  promisfr— hope— *beJiove— there  breathes  desp 
O'er  every  fea,ture  of  that  biIU  pale  face, 
Haa  sorrow  lix'd.whal  time  can  ne'er  erase  j 
The  tender  blue  of  that  large  loving  eje 

And  then  it  flow'd— and  phrensied  aeem'd  to  swim 
Through  Ihese  long,  dark,  and  glistening  lashea,  dev/d 
With  drops  of  sadness  ofl  to  be  rcnew'd. 


w  well  had  Conrad  learn'd  to  our')  ihi 

is  was  the  lofty  port,  the  distant  mi^ 
[That  seems  to  shun  the  sight— and  aw> 
The  solenui  aspect,  and  the  high-born  < 
That  checks  low  mirth,  but  lacks  not  a 
All  these  he  wielded  to  command  asscn 

where  he  wish'd  to  win,  so  wi 
That  kindness  canceli'd  fear  in  thi 
And  others'  gifts  show'd  mean  bes 
'  to  the  heart  as  Com 
■nelody  of 


The  evil  pasEions 
Hull  value  leas  w 


Around  him  I 
Before  him  J 
They  are- 
Waits  but  m. 


■ontedm 


:  he  Eoften'd, 
oved — thaji  w 

xvn. 


1  ohey'd. 


chief- 


's gone! 

Convulsed  and  quick— then  gently  nuscd  to  heaver 
She  look'd  and  saw  the  heaving  of  the  main  { 
The  white  sail  set— she  Jared  not  look  again ; 
But  lurn'd  with  ackening  soul  withbi  the  gate— 


"Myi 


d  his  ready  guard  ; 
Are  bJI  prepared  ?" 

jr-i  and  roy  capote. 


Forced  01 


That  haU'd  hi 

Whose  ray  of  beauty 
On  her  he  must  not  g 
There  he  might  rest. 
Yet  onco  nlnuist  ho  si 
His  fete  to  chance,  hi 
Bui  no— it  must  not  t 
May  melt,  hut  not  be 
He  sees  his  bark,  he 
imiy  gathers  s 


ut  lovely- dwelling  on  the  i 


id  lighlly  sli 
'ere  o'er  his  shouWrs  flung. 
—Ho  comes— sSd  Conrad  het 
With  all  the  courtesy  he  deign'd  his  friends  ; 
"  Receive  these  tablets,  and  peruse  with  care. 
Words  of  Mgh  trust  and  tiulh  aje  graven  there ; 
Double  the  guard,  and  when  Anschuo's  bark 
is,  let  him  alike  these  orders  mark ; 
ee  days  (serve  the  breezo)  the  sun  shall  shin^ 
On  our  return— till  then  all  peace  be  thuie !" 
said,  his  brother  Pirate's  hand  he  wrung, 
to  his  boat  with  haughty  gesture  sprung. 
Mash'd  the  dipt  oars,  and  s|iarkling  with  the  slroki 
B,  phosphoric  ^  brightness  broke ; 
They  gain  the  vessel — on  the  deck  he  stands ; 
"'  '  ks  the  shrill  wMsIle — ply  the  busy  hands — 


He  I 


in  he  hi 


es  how  fair  the  wind, 
is  might  of  mind: 


As  marks  his  eye  the  sea-boy  on  the  mast. 
The  anchor's  rise,  the  sails  unfiirllng  fast. 
The  waving  kerchiefs  of  the  crowd  that  urgi 


That 


!te  adiei 


And,  mora  than  all,  his  bl 

He  marvell'd  how  his  heart  could  seem  so  soil., 

Fire  in  his  glance,  and  wildness  in  his  hieaat, 

He  feels  of  nil  his  former  self  possest ; 

He  bounds— he  flies—until  his  footsteps  reach 

The  verge  where  ends  the  clifT,  begins  the  beach, 

Theic  chedis  his  spaed;  but  pauses  less  to  breath' 

The  breezy  freshness  of  the  dee 


Noi 


stateliei       , 

h,  diaiurb'd  by  haste,  to  vulgar 


~eU  the  sh 


How  gallant  dl  her  crew— and  c 
His  eyes  of  pride  to  young  Gonsalvo  tu 
Why  doth  he  start,  and  inly  seem  to  moi 
Alas  1  those  eyes  beheld  his  tocky  towe 
And  hve  a  moment  o'er  the  parting  hoin 
Sh&— his  Medor^^id  she  marit  the  pr 
Ah  1  never  loved  he  half  so  much  as  no 


■beys. 


Lself  and  turns  away ; 
with  Gonsalvo  bends, 

the  lamp,  and  spreads  the  cl 
And  all  that  spei^ks  and  aids  the  naval  art ; 

what  hour  is  ever  late  ? 
Meantime,  the  steady  breeze  serenely  blew, 

Paas'd  the  high  headlands  of  each  clusterhig  isl 
""       ■    "    -  p^ijj — joQg — long  ere  morning  sni 

"le  Pacha's  galleys  lay. 


Count  they  ei 


w  there 


fl  by  Google 
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Screened  frain  espial  by  [he  jutting  cope, 

tl^uippM  for  deeds  dike  aa  tatid  or  deep ; 
While  Ican'd  iheir  leader  o'er  iho  ftetling  flood, 
And  calra.y  lalkjd— and  yet  he  talk'd  of  blood ! 


In  Coron's  bay  Riraia  many  a  galley  light, 

For  Soyd,  ths  Pacha,  rnakes  n  feaat  lo-night : 
A  feast  for  promised  triumph  yet  to  coma. 
When  he  ehall  drag  llie  fettci'd  Roveis  home ; 
This  hath  he  sworn  by  Alia  and  his  sword, 

m'd  prowa'coUect  along  the  cc 


id  the  t 


Ah^ady  shai 

Though  far  the  diSfwit'  foe  they  thus  despise ; 

Will  sec  the  Ktalos  bound— their  haven  won ! 
Meantime  the  watch  may  slumber,  if  Ihey  will, 
Nor  only  wake  <o  nar,  but  dreaming  kill ; 
Though  all,  who  can,  disperse  on.  shore  and  seek 
To  flesh  Iheir  glowing  valour  on  the  Greek ; 
How  well  such  deed  heeomea  the  turban'd  brave- 
To  hare  the  s 


nfl  are  strong,  yet  mercif 
ot  deign  to  smite  becau^ 
ime  gay  caprice  suggest; 
In  practice  for  the  comin 


High  in  his  hall  recUnea  the  turban'd  Seyd ; 
Arotmd — the  bearded  chiela  he  came  to  lead. 
Kemoved  the  banquet,  and  the  last  pilaif— 
Forbidden  draughts, 'tis  sml,  he  dared  to  quaff. 
Though  to  the  res«  the  sober  berry's  jirice,' 
The  slairas  bear  round  lor  ripd  Moslem's  use ; 
The  long  Chibouque's'  dissolving  cJoud  supply. 
While  daiioe  the  Almas  '  to  wild  minstieby. 
The  rising  mom  will  view  the  chiels  emharft ; 

le  dark : 


And  rey^ers  rr 


irely  sh 


no  death  to  fear,  nor  wealth  lo  boast. 

At  length  a  lisher's  humble  boat  by  night 
Afforded  hope,  and  ofler'd  chance  of  flight: 
ed  the  hour,  and  find  my  safety  here— 
thee — most  mighty  Pacha  I  who  can  lid 


And  less  to  conquest  than  lo  Korans  titist ; 

Might  warrant  mora  than  even  tlio  Pacha's  boast. 

More  I  must  ask,  and  food  the  slates 
Thou  shalt  not  pine  where  all  am  ban 

Hows  his  bont  head-hie  hai.d  salutes  the  floor. 

'T  were  vain  to  guess  what  shook  the 

trc  yel  his  tongue  the  trusted  tiding"  bore; 

Who  look'd  not  lovingly  fln  that  Div 

'  A  captive  Detvise,  from  (he  |: 


Before 

the  Pacha 

swiUal 

w'd 

o speak. 

IV. 

'Whc 

ucccom'st 

thou,  D 

'% 

rem  llie 

ve-" 

"Thy 

'h'r^r 

Soalanov 

Hi-i. 

fill.  S 

dckwasb 

undi  bu 

Alia 

did  not  SI 

Tpon 

-the  Mo 

lem  merehani" 

TheR 

vera  won 

ourlim 

shav 

e  worn  Ih 

they  well  prepared, 

HI,  dooni'd 

pn»umeii  7" 


i:ha!  the  fetter'd  c^fti 
I  weeps  for  flight,  hut  ill 
y  heard  the  reckless  wat 

ly  matk'd  the  gloiious  sun  and  sky, 

bright — too  blue — for  my  captivity ; 

And  felt— that  all  which  Freedom's  bosom  chei 

Must  break  my  chain  before  it  dried  my  tears. 

They  lillle  deem  of  aught  in  peril's  shape ; 

■  ily  had  I  pray'd  or  sought  tlie  chance 

Is  me  here — if  eyed  with  vigilance ; 

less  guard  that  did  not  see  me  Hy, 
May  watch  as  idly  when  thy  power  is  nigh : 


Pacha!- 

Food  for  my  hunger. 


rofahl 


slfron 


by  Google 
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Along  his  check,  and  tranqoiUized  as  Tsei  : 
He  s^te  him  down  in  Gilonce^  end  his  look 
Rcnimad  the  calmness  which  before  forsook : 
The  fe^Bt  was  usherM  in — but  Gumptuous  fare 
He  shmrn'd,  as  if  some  poison  mingled  there. 
For  one  so  long  condemn'd  to  Wil  and  fast, 
Meiliinhs  he  sLtaJigely  epares  the  riiih  repast. 
"What  oils  thee,  Dervise!  eat— dost  thou  suppose 
This  feast  a  Christian'sT  or  mj  friends  Iby  foesT 
Wh;  dost  thou  shun  the  salt  1  that  sacred  pledge 


WhicI 


Lit  for  Ihy  3~ 


Infringed  our 
To  Mecca's  i 

"WeU— asll 
One  quesU™ 
How  maiiyj- 


ledge. 


naj  more—thy  Sultan's  throne, 

B  rule,  the  Prophet's  rage 
might  bar  my  pilgrimage." 


high  cap,  a 


1  his  barb. 


Shone  his  maJI'd  breast,  and  flash'd  his  sabre's  rs 
Uia  close  but  jittering  casque^  and  sable  plume, 
Mom  glittering  eye,  and  black  brow's  sablcr  glooi 
Glared  on  the  ftlbslema'  eyes  some  Afrit  sprite, 
Whme  deimrn  death-blow  left  no  hope  for  fight. 
The  nvibj  conJiiaion,  and  the  swarthy  glow 
Of  flames  on  high,  and  torches  from  below ; 
Tlie  shriehuT  terror,  and  the  mingling  yelt— 
For  swords  began  to  clash,  and  shouts  to  swell, 
Hung  o'er  that  spot  of  earth  the  air  of  hell  1 
Dialraeted,  to  aitd  fro,  the  flying  slaves 
Behold  but  bloody  shore  and  liery  waves ; 
Nought  heeded  they  the  Pacha's  angry  cry, 
I^aeiMthatDerviael  aeiie  on  Zalanio ! ' 
He  saw  their  terror— <;hech'd  the  first  despair 
That  urged  him  but  to  stand  and  perish  there, 
Sinci.  far  loo  early  nnd  too  well  obey'd, 
I'he  llame  was  kindled  era  the  signal  made ; 
He  saw  their  (error — ftom  his  baldoo  drew 
His  Imgle-'biief  the  blast— but  frilly  blew  j 
'T is  answer'd — "Well  ye  speed,  my  gallmt  ere 
Why  Aid  I  doubt  their  quickness  of  career? 
And  ilvttn  iemsa  htd  left  me  single  here  I" 


And  makes  the  niany  basely  quajl  lo  one. 


Nocr 


iU  distrai 


sight. 


He  tore  his  beard,  and  li>aming  fled  the  Ugh 
For  now  the  pirates  pass'd  the  Haram  gale. 
And  burst  withm — and  it  were  death  lo  ivait ; 
Where  wild  amazement  shrieking— kneeling— I 
The  sword  aside— in  vain— the  blood  o'erflows 
witJiin 


Ofgr 


ited  Con 


wilder 


life. 


But  short  their  greeting — shorter  his 
"  'T  is  well- but  Seyd  escapes— an. 
Much  halh  been  done— but  more  re 
galleys  biaie — why  not  their  c 


FoUow  w 


wiU-IgtH 


>e  yet  havi 


ji  of  at  l«ftSt  a 


He  climbs  Ibe  crackling' 6tur— he  bursts  tlie  door, 
l«or  feels  his  feet  glow  scorcbing  with  the  Boor ; 
His  breath  choak'd  gasping  with  the  lolumed  smoki. 
But  still  from  room  to  room  his  way  he'  broke. 
They  search— ftey  find— they  save :  with  lusty  arit. 
Each  bears  a  pnze  of  unregarded  diarms ; 
Calm  lh«r  loud  fears ,'  sustain  ihcir  sinking  frames 
Willi  all  the  care  defenceless  beauty  claims : 
So  well  could  Conrad  Uma  their  fiercest  mood, 

But  who  is  she  1  whom  Conrad's  arms  convey 


by  Google 


Thia  Seyd  peicdves,  then  Rrst 

crcMves  how 

•nth  his,  the  Cpreair 

And  blusne 

o'er  his  error,  aah 

The  ruin  vv, 

ought  by  panic  and 

Vengeance  swells 

lecrj- 

Shsjne  moi 

atona  or  die 

And  Ba.de 

or  flame  and  blood  f 

r  blood  miisl 

The  tida  of 

riumph  ebbs  that  1! 

When  wralh  reUims  lo  renovated  altile, 

And  those 

^t  strike  for  U 

Conrad  bel 

eld  die  danger— he  beheld 

His  followe 

sftbltbyfrasherang 

oesrepellM: 

"  Ona  effoi 

—one— to  break  the 

circHiigboetl 

Within  a  narrower  ring  compres 

'd,  heset, 
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Of  Ungi 


Hopeless  not  heattless,  elrive  and  struggle  yet — 
Hemm*d  in— cut  off — dell  down— >and  trampled  o'er 
And  ^nks  outvearied  ralker  than  overcome, 


tied,  ar 


Ithev 


es  to  hide. 


bngenng  tortures  to  repi 
'eeply,  dsrkly  fell ;  but 
led  to  petpatiate — no^ 

Though  faint  with  wastbig  toil  and  stilTenuig  i 
"  ""      '^  at  s&w— BO caJmly  gazed  around: 
Though  the  fer  shouUng  of  the  distajit  crowd, 
-"■       tiemore  o'er,  rose  insolently  loud, 
elter  warriors  who  beheld  hun  near, 
■A  not  the  foe  »ho  taught  them  fear ; 
lo  grim  guards  that  to  his  durance  led. 


[ni 


But  first  ere 

cam 

the 

allying  host  lo 

blows. 

Andranliti 

■snl 

ird 

and  to  hand  op 

Gulnare  and  all  1 

fril 

freed. 

Safe  m  the. 

ol'nr 

e  who  held  the. 

creed, 

By  Conrad' 

dale 

safely  were  i,es 

ow'd. 

And  dried  those  tears 

orlireaudllamt 

that  flow 

And  wbon  t 

at  dark-eyed  lady,  young 

[iutnare. 

Reeall'd  thoi 

«Mh 

ughls  lale  wandenn 

Much  did  sh 

emai 

■velo 

er  the  courtesy 

Of  ici 


That  SI 


ooth'd  hi 


leye: 


ange— fAiif  robber  thus  nith  gore  bedew 
Seom'd  gentler  then  than  Seyd  in  foiidest  mood. 

Must  eeem  deU^led  with  the  heart  he  gave ) 
Tl»  Corsair  vow'd  protection,  sooUied  affright, 


"Thewlahlswrot 


irse  fijr  fem 
^bief  agun 


But  gathcr'd  breathing  from  the  happier  dead 
Far  from  bis  band,  and  battUng  with  a  host 
That  deem  right  deariy  won  the  Held  he  lost, 
Fell'd—Ueeding— baffled  of  the  death  he  sou| 


Hut  drop  by  drop,  for  Seyd's  unglutted  eye 
Would  doom  him  ever  dying— ne'er  to  die ! 
Cantiiisbehe?  triumphant  lal 


wild  gesi 


Lved,  a 


I  but  undepresi. 


'  is  he  indeed— dis: 

is  wounds  too  elight,  though  taken  milh  that  will, 
'*i\d\  would  have  kissM  iJia  hand  that  then  cotdd  b 
h  I  were  there  iwne,  of  all  the  many  given, 
0  send  hts  soul — he  scarcely  a^'d  to  he^v'nT 


Which  adds  all  other  agony  to  thirst. 
That  day  by  day  death  still  fcrbeurs  to  slake. 
While  famish'd.vulluros  flit  around  the  stake. 
"  Oh !  water — ^waler !" — smiling  hale  denies 
I's  prayer — lor  if  he  drinks — ha  dies. 


Thisvi 


left  proud  Coni 


X. 


doublJul  if  their  victim  knew. 
There  is  a  war,  a  chaos  of  the  nund. 
When  aU  its  elements  convulsed— combined-  ' 
jarrijig  with  perturbed  ibrce. 

That  juggling  fiend — who  never  spake  beibrc- 
■"  when  the  deed  ia  0 


May 


I  ihe^ 


ik  alone  repent ! 


o  itself  I 


—all  that  self  re 


That  leaves  the  test  as  oiico  unaeen, 
But  the  wild  prospect,  when  the  sou 

sblng  Ihrough  their  thousand  a 

ion's  dreams  espuing,  love's  r 
Endanger'd  glory,  life  itself  beset ; 
The  joy  untasted,  the  contempt  or  h 
'Gainst  those  who  fain  would  triunip 

opelesspast;  the  hasting  fului 
Too  quickly  on  to  guess  if  hell  or  he 
Deeds,  thouglits,  and  words,  jierhap: 
io  keenly  Sll  that  hour,  but  no'er  for 
Things  light  or  tovely  in  their  acted  i 

jw  to  stern  reScdioa  each  a  ci 


b,  Google 
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Tlial  opening  sepulchre— the  naked  heart 
Hares  wiUi  ils  buried  woes,  UII  pride  «wake, 
To  snatch  ihe  mirror  froin  ihe  soul— and  break. 
Ay-— pntle  can  veil,  and  courage  hrave  it  all, 
All-all-hefora— heyond-thfl  deadUest  fall. 
F.ach  hath  some  fear,  and  he  who  least  betrays. 
The  oi^y  hypocrite  deserving  pi^se : 
Not  (he  knid  recreant  wretch  who  boasts  and  fiiesj 

is  Ski  career, 


[n  Ibe  >i 


hLghe.( 


His  palace  perish'd  in  the  Rame— this  fort 

Not  much  coutd  Conrad  of  his  sentence  blame, 
His  foe,  if  vanquisb'd,  had  but  shared  the  same  :— 

One  thought:  atone  he  could  not— dared  not  meet. 
"  Oh !  how  these  tidings  will  IHedora  greet !" 
Then-only  then— his  clanking  hands  he  riiiscd. 
And  slrain'd  with  rage  the  chain  on  which  he  gaaei 
But  soon  he  found — m  fagn'd— or  droam'd  relief, 
*  '  risionof  his  griei!: 


"  And  no 


Moo 


eedof  re 


leforili 


amy, 


for 


HiHavi 


:btbet 


io  had  lefl  an 
One  hour  behold  him  sinco  the  tide  he  stenun'd- 
Di^uised,  disootered,  conquering,  [a'en,  conden 

DPBtroying — saving — prisonM— and  asleep  1 

XII. 
Ho  slept  in  cabnest  leeming — for  his  btealh 
Was  hush'd  so  deep— Ah !  happy  if  in  death ! 
He  slept— Who  o'er  his  placid  slumber  bends  7 
His  foes  are  gone— and  here  he  hath  no  friends ; 
Is  it  some  seraph  sent  to  grant  him  grace  7 
No,  'tis  an  earthly  form  with  heavenly  face ! 


Tlial  form,  vriih  ^c  so  dark,  and'cheek  so'fau'. 
And  auburn  wales  of  gemm'd  and  braided  hdr ; 
W  idi  shape  of  fairy  hghtnees— naked  fool, 
■l  >ai  shines  like  snow,  and  falls  on  earth  as  mute— 
T.irough  guards  and  dunnesl  nighl  how  came  it  there  7 
Ah  I  rather  ask  what  will  not  woman  dar^ 
Whom  youth  and  pity  lead  Uke  Ihee,  Gulnaro  ! 
Shn  ould  not  ^eep—ajid  while  the  Pacha's  rest 
In  mntlijnng  dreams  yet  saw  hia  pirale-guoal, 


1  nil  in  sport  idotn'd  lit 


And  chill  and  nodding  ut  the  turret  door, 
They  stretch  their  Iblless  limbs,  and  watch  no  mo 
Just  raised  th«r  heads  to  hail  the  eignei-ring, 
Nor  ask  or  what  ot  who  the  sign  may  bring. 

xni. 

She  gazed  m  wonder,  "  Can  he  calmly  sleep, 
While  other  ayes  his  fall  or  ravage  weep  7 

What  sudden  spell  hath  made  this  man  so  dear  ? 
True— 'f  is  to  him  my  life,  and  mora  I  owe, 

'T  is  late  to  think— but  soil- his  slumber  breaks— 
How  heavily  he  sighs! — he  starts — awakes!'' 
He  t^ed  his  head—and,  dazzled  with  the  ligh(, 
His  eye  seem'd  dubious  if  it  saw  aright ; 
He  moved  his  hand — the  grating  of  his  chain 
Too  harshly  lokl  him  that  he  lived  again. 
"  What  is  thai  fcrm  7  if  not  a  shape  of  air, 
Methinks  my  jailor's  face  shows  wondrous 


Grateful  for  c 
Look  on  me- 
Snalch'd  fron 


thfi  dames,  and  (by  m 
I  darkness-..and  I  scs 
^I  would  not  see  Ihi 


That  ivould  not  here  in  that  gay  hope  delight 
Theirs  is  the  cheiice— and  let  them  use  their 
But  still  I  thank  their  courtesy  or  thine, 
That  would  confess  me  at  so  fair  a  shrine." 
Strange  though  it  seenv— ye[  with  eslremest  j 
[s  link'd  n  nurth — it  doth  not  bring  rehof- 

And  smiles  in  bitterness — but  stJL  it  smiles ; 


s  if  the  last  he 


»r  even  thy  strength  allow 
iast,  delay  '      . 
thee  scarce  a  day. 
in  thyself  were  lolh 
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II  to  these  eyes  her  own  wild  softness  Gpiings. 
y  sate  rcsDiircos  in  the  path  [  trod 
ere  these — roj  bark — my  swerd — my  love — my  Go6 ! 
la  last  I  left  in  jeulh — he  leaves  me  now — 


ll  is  enough — I  brentliB— and  1  can  bear. 
My  swotd  is  shaken  from  the  worthleaa  hand 
Thai  niigbt  have  batlsr  Itapt  so  true  a  brand ; 
My  bark  is  suok  or  captive — hul  my  love — 


Ohllo 


is  all  Ih 


ii^akiL 


still  to  Si 


inkmd, 


rm— lill  thuie  appear'd,  Gulnari 
irs  vtese  as  fair." 

Is  this — 'tis  nothing — nothing  e'^ 


What  weapon  oflier  weakness  she  can  wi 
""        «,  subdue — at  once  her  spear  and  s 
it — virtue  ebbs  and  wisdom  em, 
edly  gazing  on  that  grief  of  hers! 
lost  a  world,  and  bade  a  hen>  fly  ? 
The  linud  tear  in  Cleopatra's  eye. 

fault  forgiven, 


Whosi 


01  hearts  as  laithful  i 


I  envy  tho3« 


Who  never 

eel  the  void — the  wandermg  thought 

That  Eighs  o 

ervisions-suohasm 

no  hath 

wrought." 

"Lady— m 

IhoMght  thy  love  was 

s,for-« 

horn 

leem'dlheefromafier 

yiomb.' 

"My  love  8 

emSeyd'sl    Oh— no 

-no— no 

my  love - 

To  meet  his 

passion— but  tl  would 

not  be. 

I  felt-I  fee 

hthelree. 

1  am  a  slave 

a  favout'd  slave  at  b 

St, 

To  share  te 

OH  must  my 

Of— 'Dost 

,ou love?' and  burn  to 

No!' 

Oh<  hard  it 

IS  that  fondness  to  sub 

And  slmggl 

not  to  feel  averse  in  V 

But  harder 

ill  the  heart's  recoil  I 

hear, 

And  hide  fro 

m  one — perhaps  anotl 

er  there 

hand  I  give  not— mr 

vilhhol. 

lis  pulse  no 

check'd — nor  quicken 

d— calm 

ycold: 

Yes-had 

I  ever  proved  that  pas 

icon's  :ea 

The  ehan 

And  oft  w 

em  myth 

Or  when 

omeilm 

Ifeartha 

henceforth 'I  wUl  but 

^ingdisgu 

I  am  his 

ave — but,  in  despite  of  pride. 

Twerai 

lorse  than  bondage  to  1 

leomehi 

Oh!  that 

his  dotage  of  his'btoas 

lother  and  give  mine  i 

tday—1  could  have  sai 

,  10  pea, 

res-ifu 

lie^. 

ut  dread  no  death  lo  day  i" 


press'd  his  fetter'd  fingers  lo  her  I 
bow'd  her  head,  and  turn'd  her  t 
noiseless  as  a  lovely  dream  is  goi 
was  sha  here  ?  and  is  h^  now  ak 
at  gem  hath  dropp'd  and  sparkles 


i  eye  ( 


ang — dangerously  deal 


'Tis  mom— and  o'w  his  alfer'd  features  pla 
The  beams— without  the  hope  of  yesterday 
What  shall  he  be  ere  rught!  perchance  a  t 
O'er  which  the  raven  flaps  her  funeral  wing 
By  his  closed  eye  unheeded  and  unfelt, 
While  sets  that  sun,  and  daws  of  evening  n 
Chill— wet— and  misty  round  each  siiBen'd 
Refreshing  earth— reviving  all  but  him  I— 


CANTO  III. 


oiig  Mort 


ilk,  the  sei 


ui  shadovrakiss 


irely  bright, 
one  unclouded  blar£  of  living  light! 
the  hosh'd  deep  the  yellow  baam  he  dmnv 
Gilds  the  green  wave,  thai  trembles  as  it  glows 
On  old  j£gina's  rock,  and  Idia's  isle, 

god  of  gladness  sheds  hia  parting  smile ; 

Though  there  his  altars  ar 

'^         [ding  fast  the  mounl 

Thy  glorious  gulf,  unconquar'd  oalamis! 

""'    ■        ire  arches  through  theJong  axpansB 

iply  purpled  meet  his  mellowing  glance, 
ersst  dnls,  along  their  sumnuls  driven, 

11,  darkly  shaded  from  the  land  and  deep, 
.hind  his  Delphian  clifThe  sinks  to  sleep. 
1  such  ait  eve,  his  palest  beam  he  cast, 
hen,  Athens!  here  thy  wisest  Iflok'd  his  last, 
>w  watch'd  thy  belter  sons  his  larcwell  ray, 
lat  closed  their  murder'd  sage's ' '  latest  day ' 
It  yet — not  yet — Sol  patiscs  on  the  hill-'- 
le  precious  hottr  of  parting  bngers  sM; 
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And  dark  the  mountaiii's  once  delightful  dyes: 
(iloom  o'er  the  lovely  laJid  he  seem'd  to  pour, 
The  land,  » 


«lan  Cithi 
ss  quaff 'd- 


IVho  lived  and  died,  as 


Berei. 
Thegi 


es  of  oil 


m  groots  her  grateTuJ  tay. 


er'd  darl 


!)flphlBus  pours  hiB  scanty  IJde, 
The  cypress  saddening  hy  the  saja'ad  moaquo, 
The  gleaming  miret  of  the  gay  Kosh," 
And,  dun  and  sombre  'mid  the  holy  cahn, 
Neir  Theseus'  fane  yon  solitary  pabn. 
All  tinged  «■:*  varied  hues,  arrest  the  eye- 


re  his  that 


is'd  Ihcm 


rray  of  sapphire  and  of  gold. 


ilh !  who  can  look  along  thy  native  asa, 
Not  dv.ell  upon  thy  name,  ivhate'er  the  tale, 
So  modi  its  mapc  must  o'er  ail  prevail? 
Who  that  beheld  that  EUD  upon  thee  set, 
Fairithensl  could  thine  avening  lace  foi^  ? 

Sptfl.  bound  witliin  the  clustering  Cyclades 


His' 


-efore 


Would  that  with  ft 

sedom  it  were  thine 

^^n! 

m. 

Th« 

Kink 

with  its  bean 

Bpon  Ihe  beacon  1 

:;ghi 

Medora's  he^l— 1 

Will 

It  ho  comes  r 

lot— sends  not— Tail 

less  one 

'ITif. 

wind  was  fair 

hough  light;  and  s 

l^s\ 

His 

nly  tidmgs  lb 

llheyhadnotmet 

■I'hn 

gh  wiU,  as  n 

w.  far  different  we 

:  the  tal« 

Had 

Conrad  waJted  for  that  smgle  sai 

111'. 

ighl-brceie  f 

eahens— she  that  d 

y  had  ps 

Inw» 

[thing  all  tba 

hope  proclaun'd  a 

high-Impatience 

AM» 

therfoolale] 

And 

i„a*  she  wan^-er-d  heedless  of  th 

dush'd  her  ga 

ments  oft,  and  wai 

'd  away 

She 

aw  not-fell  n 

lol  this— nor  dared-depart. 

Nor 

«m'd  ii  aold 

-her  chill  was  at  h 

f  heart! 

Tdi 

H„, 

arvMghthad 

ihock'i  from  life  or 

ense! 

.1  last— a  sad  and  shatler'd  boat, 
imatea  ErBt  helield  whom  first  they  song 

Some  bleeding— all  most  wretched— these  the  fe 
'  new  Ihey  how  escaped — this  all  Ihey  kr 
:,  darkling,  each  appeai'd  to  wait 
v's  mournrul  guess  at  Conrad's  fate : 

Something  lb 


St  their 


toMedon 


She  saw  at  once,  yet 

simk 

ot— trembled  no 

_ 

Within  that  meek  fai 

at  ion 
form 

elinessoflot. 

That  deem'd  not  lill  they  found  their  energy 
While  yet  was  Hope— Ihey  aoften'd— flutter' 
AH  lost-thai  softness  died  not-but  it  slept 

— wept- 

And  o'er  its  shimber 
'With  nothing  left  1 

■oseLi 
love- 

lat strength  whic 
-there  'a  nought 

snid, 
o  dread. 

T  IS  more  than  naiur 
Delirium  gathers  fron 

's;  I 
the 

ke  the  homing  m 
ver's  beigbl. 

ght 

'  SUent  you  stand— n 

or  wo 

Id  I  hear  you  te 

V  hat— apeak  not— 1 

1  well- 

ret would  I  ask— aln 

y  lip  denies 

rhe— quick  your  ans 

wer — tell  me  where  he 

ies." 

b  thought — till  then  nnA 


tots-falls— and  sens 
Perchance  but  snateh'd  her 


It  that  with  ho 


They  yield  such 

*"  ah  o'er  her  deathlike  cheek  the  ocea 

Thai  fainting  form  o'er  which  Uiey  gaie 
Then  seek  Anselmo's  cavern,  to  report 
The  tale  too  tedious— when  the  Irlumpl; 
IV. 
that  wild  council  words  wai'd  warm 
'ith  thoughts  of  ransom,  rescue,  and  n 
II,  saie  repose  or  flight:  still  lingering 
rearhed  Conrad's  spirit,  and  forbade  l 


Within  the  Haram's  secret  chamber 
Seyd,  sLill  pondering  o'er  his  c 
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RIs  doom  IS  lix'd— he  dies ;  and  well  his  Tale 

MethinkE,  a  short  release,  for  ransom  told 
Wllh  aU  his  treasure,  not  unwiady  sold  ; 
Report  speaks  largely  of  his  pirat^hoard-— 
Would  that  of  this  my  Pacha  were  the  lord  1 
While  baffled,  weaJten'd  by  this  fatal  &ay^ 
Watched — followM — he  were  then  an  easier  prey  j 
[It  oEf — the  remnant  of  his  band 


Emt 


k  their 


'ealth,  B 


"  Gulnare !— If  for  each  drop  ofblood  a  gem 

Were  offer'd  rich  as  Stamboul's  diadem ; 

If  for  each  hair  of  his  a  massy  mine 

Of  virgin  ore  should  supplicating  shbie; 

If  all  our  Arab  tales  divulge  nr  dream 

Of  wealth  were  here— that  gold  should  nut  redeem  1 

It  had  not  now  redeem'd  a  single  hour. 

And,  thitsUng  for  revenge,  I  ponder  still 
On  pangs  that  longest  rack  and  latest  kill." 

"  Nay, — Seyd ! — I  seek  not  to  restrain  thy  rage, 
TooJHStly  moved  for  mercy  to  assuage; 
Mr  thoughts  were  only  to  secure  for  thee 
His  riches— thus  released,  he  were  not  freo: 
Disabled,  shorn  of  half  his  might  and  band. 
His  capture  could  but  wait  thy  first  command." 

One  day  to  him— the  wretch  already  mine  T 
Release  my  foel-at  whose  remonstrance  ?— thine  I 
Fdr  suitor !— to  thy  virtuous  gratitude, 
That  thus  repays  this  Giaour's  relenting  mood. 
Which  thee  and  thine  alone  of  all  couki  spare, 
No  doubt — regardless  if  the  prise  were  fair. 
My  thatiks  and  praise  alike  are  du&.-now  hear ! 
I  have  a  eounael  for  thy  gentler  ear : 


Of  thine  stamps  truth  on 
Borne  in  his  arms  through  fire  from  yon  £ei 
Say,  wert  Ihbu  lingering  there  with  him  to  ( 
Thou  need'st  not  answer— thy  confession  g| 
Already  reddening  on  thy  guilty  cheeks ; 

■         ■  leol  andbew 

im  such  care: 


Then 


ively  dan 
ot  ha  lifo  a1 


er  far — but — no— 


■self— nor 


He  rose— and  slowly,  sternly  thence  withdrew, 
Rage  in  his  eve,  and  tiireats  in  his  adieu  t 
Ah  I  little  rec'k'd  that  chief  of  womanhood— 
Which  frowns  ne'er  qucli'd,  nor  menaces  subdued ; 
And  little  deein'd  ho  ivhat  thy  heart,  G  ulnare ! 
When  Bofl  eould  feel,  and  when  incensed  couM  dars. 
His  doubts  appear'd  to  wrong — nor  yei  she  knew 

She  was  a  slave— from  such  may  capUves  claim 
A  fellow-feeling,  diifering  but  in  name ; 
Still  hall-unconscious— heedless  of  his  wTaih, 


That  strife  of  thought,  the  source  of  woman's  woe; 

VI. 

Meanwhile — long  ansious — weary — still — the  sami 
'd  day  and  night— his  soul  eould  terror  tame— 
This  fearful  interval  of  doubt  and  dread, 
When  every  hour  might  doom  him  worse  than  deai 
When  evory  step  that  ecbo'd  by  the  gate. 

When  every  voice  thai  grated  on  his  ear 
Might  be  the  last  that  he  could  ever  hear ; 
Could  terror  tajne — that  apint  stem  and  high 
Had  proved  unwilling  as  unfit  to  die ; 
'T  was  wnm— perhaps  decay'd— yet  silent  bore 
That  conflict  deadlier  far  than  all  before : 
The  heat  of  fight,  Iho  hurry  of  the  gale, 

thought  inert  enough  to  quul ; 
But  bound  and  fii'd  in  fetter'd  solitude,' 
To  pine,  the  prey  of  every  chan^ng  mood; 
To  gazo  on  thine  own  heart,  and  meditate 
Irrevocable  faults,  and  conung  fal^— 
Too  late  the  last  to  ahun— the  first  to  mend— 
Tp  coimt  die  hours  tlut  struggle  to  thine  end. 
With  not  a  friend  to  animate,  and  tell 
To  other  ears  that  death  became  thee  well ; 

md  thee  foes  to  forge  the  ready  lie. 
And  blot  life's  latest  seen 


Before 

But  deeply  feels  a  single  cry  would  sham 
thy  last  and  dearest  c' 
The  life  thou  leavest  below,  denied  abovi 


Byki 


■enly  love 


than  doubtf 
Of  earthly  hope— thy  loved  one  fiom  "thee  livei 

nga  surpassing  mortal  pEun : 
iUorill? 


eath  is 


vn. 

second-— third — and  still  she  came  not  there ; 

Ise  he  had  not  seen  another  sun. 
The  fourth  day  roll'd  along,  and  with  the  night 
"  me  storm  and  darkness  in  thar  idingling  might ; 

!  how  he  listen'd  to  the  rushing  deep. 
That  ne'er  lill  now  so  broke  upon  his  sleep ; 

d  hy  the  roar  of  his  own  element ! 

Otl  had  he  ridden  on  that  winged  wave, 

ived  its  roughness  <br  the  speed  it  gave , 
ow  its  dashing  ecbo'd  on  his  ear, 
j-known  voice— alas !  too  vainly  nearl 

Loud  sung  the  wind  aho*e ;  and,  doubly  loud, 

id  flash'd  the  lightning  by  the  latticed  bar, 

I  him  more  genial  than  the  nudnight  star : 

Qse  to  the  glimmering  grate  he  dragg'd  his  cham. 

And  hoped  ihat  peril  might  not  prove  in  vain.    ' 

He  raised  his  u'on  hand  to  Heaven,  and  ptay'd  <. 

One  pitying  flash  to  mar  the  form  it  made :      J 

iel  and  impious  prayer  attract  alike — 

orm  roll'd  onward,  uid  disdiun'd  to  stnkn , 
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As  if^me  faithless  friend  had  spurn'd  liia  grtjan  1 

VIII.  , 

The  midoighl  pass'd — ond  io  Ihe  massy  door,  | 
A  light  step  osme^il  paused — il  moved  once  inoro : 
Slow  turns  the  grathig  holt  and  sullen  key : 
'I'ia  as  luE  heait  forbl>ded— that  fab'  she  I 
Whatever  her  bids,  to  hiiu  a  guardian  saint. 

Yet  changed  ranee  last  within  that  cdl  she  came, 
Mere  palo  her  cheek,  more  [re'miilous  her  frame ; 
On  hint  she  cast  hter  dark  ajid  hmiied  eye, 
Wluoh  apoka  before  her  accents—"  thou  must  die ! 
Tes,  thou  must  die— there  is  but  ona  resource. 
The  last— the  worst— if  torture  were  not  wotso." 

What  last  proclMm'd  they— Conrad  still  the  same 
Why  shouldat  thou  seek  an  outlaw's  life  lo  spare. 
And  change  the  sentence  I  deserve  to  bear  ? 
WeU  have  I  eara'd— nor  here  alone— iHe  meed 
Of  Sejd's  revenge,  hy  many  a  lawless  deed." 
"Whyshouldlseek?  beeausa-Oh!  didst  thou  not 
Redeemmy  life  from  worse  than  slavery's  lot? 
Why  should  I  seek? — hath  misery  made  thee  bluid 
To  (he  fond  workings  of  a  woman's  mind? 
And  mnal  I  say  1  albeit  my  heart  rebel 
With  all  that  woman  feels,  but  should  not  tell— 
Because—despite  thy  crimes— that  heart  is  moved : 
Ilfear'dthee — Ihank'd  ihee — pided — madden'd— loved. 
Reply  not,  tell  not  now  th;  tale  again, 
Tliou  lov'at  another— and  I  love  b  vam ; 
Tliough  fond  as  mine  her  bosom,  form  more  fab', 
1  riisb  through  peril  which  she  would  not  dare. 
If  ihat  thy  heart  W  hers  were  truly  dear, 
Were  1  thine  own— thou  wert  not  lonely  here : 
An  outlaw's  spouse — and  leave  her  lord  to  roam ! 
What  hath  such  gentle  dame  lo  do  with  home  7 
But  speak  not  now — o'er  thine  and  o*er  my  head 
Hangs  the  keen  sabre  by  a  single  tlu'oad ; 
If  (hou  hast  courage  still,  and  wouldst  be  iree. 
Receive  this  poniard — rise  andfoUownie!" 
"  Ay — in  my  chains  1  my  steps  will  genfly  tread, 
TI  ilh  these  adornments,  o'er  each  elumberuig  head ! 
Tliou  hast  fergot— is  this  a  garb  for  flight  7 
Or  is  that  instrument  more  fit  for  fight?" 
"Misdoubting  Corsairl  I  have  gam'd  the  guard, 
Ripe  for  revolt,  and  greedy  for  reward. 
A  single  word  of  mine  removes  that  chain  r 
WithoutBome  aid,  how  hero  couldl  remain? 


This  fleeting  grace  was  only  to  prepare 

for  thy  life,  and  my  despair. 
Lreatens ;  hut  his  dotage  still 
Would  fern  reserve  me  for  his  lordly  »i11 : 
When  wearier  of  these  Heeling  charms  and  me, 
TTiere  yawns  the  sack — and  yonder  rolls  the  sea ! 
What,  am  I  then  a  tey  for  dotard's  play, 
"   wear  but  till  the  gilding  frets  away  I 

iw  thee— loved  thee— owe  thee  all— would  save, 
If  but  to  show  how  grateful  is  a  slave. 

bad  he  not  thus  menaced  fame  and  life 
(And  well  he  keeps  his  oaths  pronounced  in  strife) 


Well,s; 


vil,  for  thy  sake  the  crime : 
The  crime — 'tis  none  to  punish  those  of  Seyd. 
That  hated  tyrant,  Conrad— he  must  bleed  I 
1  see  thee  shudder — but  my  soul  is  changed — 

Atwised  of  what  till  now  my  heart  disdain'd— 
Tnu  failhful,  though  to  bitter  bondage  chdn'd. 

WB4  not  treacherous  Ihen — nor  thou  too  dear 
But  be  has  said  it— and  the  jealous  well, 


Losc  tyrar 


hcl, 


Ueseivn  Ihe  fate  their  ftpttuig  lips  foretell 


loordsB 


lu  know'st — but  let  su 


ill  had  sa 


m  all  thiat 


ut  the  I 


Mainote  prow : 
one  chamber,  where  our  path  must  lead, 
There  sleeps— he  must  not  wake— the  oppressor  SeyO '' 
■  Gulnaro—Gukiare— I  never  felt  Ull  now 
Uy  abject  Ibrhine,  wither'd  fame  so  low  t 
leyd  is  mme  enemy :  had  swept  my  band 


m  earth  w 

thrulhl 

ss  but  with  op 

therefore 

h  the  scimitar 

IIS  my  w 

apon— not  the  secret  k 

gladly. 

ady,  not  forth] 

Now  faro  thee  well — more  peace  he  with 
Night  ^vears  apace...^my 'last  of  earthly  re 


id  thy  lu 


I  heard  the  order — saw — I  will  not  se 
If  thou  wilt  perish,  I  will  fall  with  thee. 
My  life— my  love— my  hatred— all  below 
Are  on  this  cast— Corsair  t  '1  is  but  a  blow ! 
Without  it  flight  were  idle— how  evade 
His  sure  pursuit?  my  wrongs  loo  uurepaid, 


My 

youfl.  dis"ra 

eed- 

-the  king 

)np 

blow  shall 

with  our 

ill 

since  the  da 

less  than 

'11 

rytnefirnin 

-afemal 

hand. 

IV 

guwdsare 

d-onem 

Cor, 

air!  we  me 

saletyor 

omore 

his  glance  folloiv'd  far  with  eagi 
.  gathering,  as  he  could,  the  Unk 
ilis  focal,  ID  curl  Uieir  longUi,  and  ci 
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Smca  bar  and  bglt  no  more  his  sleps  preclude, 
He,  fast  as  ffiLterM  litnbs  allow,  pursued. 
^T  was  dark  aod  wiGding,  and  he  knew  not  whei 
That  passage  led ;  nor  lan^  Dec  guard  were  thei 
He  eees  a  dusk;  glimmering— shall  he  seek 
Or  shun  that  ray  ao  mdis[inol  and  weak  J 
Chance  guides  his  slepa — a  fres 


Here 


:  if  fron 
1  open  gallery— 


From  a 

tie  chamber 

ruck  upon  his  sigiit. 

Toivards 

it  he  moved. 

n  scarcely  closing  dooi 

Rereal'd  the  ray  with 

,,  but  nothing  more. 

With  ha 

ty  step  a  figu 

•d-andpaased-'tif 

No  poni 

ird  in  that  hai 

"Thank 

to  that  aoftemng  heart— she  could 

Again  h 

iook'd,  the  w 

IdnoBS  of  her  eye 

](kill1' 


Starts  ffoin  the  day  abrupt  and  fearfully. 

She  EloppM — threw  back  her  dark  ^-EoaXing  hur, 

Thai  nearly  vell'd  her  face  and  bosom  fair : 

As  if  she  late  had  bent  her  leaning  head 

Above  some  object  of  her  doubt  or  dread. 

They  meet — upon  her  brow— unknown — forgot — 

Her  hurrying  hand  had  left — ^t  was  but  a  spot— - 

lis  hue  was  all  be  saw,  and  scarce  withstood— 

Oh!  shght  but  certain  pledge  of  crime— 't  is  hlood! 

X. 
Ha  had  seen  battle~he  had  brooded  lone 
O^er  premised  pangs  to  sentenced  guilt  foreshgwn ; 
Ha  had  been  t^pted — chaslen'd — and  the  chain 


FVem  all  his  feelings  in  their  himost  force — ■ 
So  thrill'd— so  shudder'd  every  creeping  vein, 
As  now  they  froze  before  that  purple  stain. 
That  spot  of  blood,  that  light  hut  guilty  streak 
Had  banish'd  all  the  beauty  f>om  her  cheek ! 


SHI. 

Embark'd,  the  sail  unfiiri'd,  the  light  breeze  blew- 
How  much  bad  Conrad^s  memory  to  review  I 
Sunk  he  in  contemplation,  tUl  the  cape 

e  last  he  ancWd  rear'd  its  giant  shape, 
-since  Chat  fatal  night,  ihoiigb  brief  the  lime, 
iwept  an  age  of  terror,  gncf,  and  crime. 
As  its  Sar  shadow  frownM  above  the  mast, 

lought  of  all— Gonaalvo  and  his  band, 
ocling  triumph  and  his  failuig  hand, 
He  thought  on  her  afar,  his  lonely  bride : 
"  1  torn'd  and  saw — Gulnare,  the  homicide! 
XIV. 
e  <vatch'd  his  features  till  she  could  not  bear 
Their  freezing  aspect  and  averted  air, 
"ind  that  strange  fierceness,  foreign  to  her  eye, 
'ell  qucnch'd  in  teats,  loo  late  to  shed  or.diy. 
he  knelt  beside  ium,  and  his  hand  sha  prost — 
Thou  may'st  forgive,  though  Alla's  self  detest , 
But  for  that  deed  of  darkness,  what  wert  thou  ? 
Reproach  me— but  not  yet — Oh !  spare  me  tioiu  / 

My  brain  bewilder'd— do  not  madden  quite ! 
ad  never  loved — though  less  my  guiU, 
Thou  hadst  not  lived  to— hWe  me— if  ihou  will." 


le  wrongs  his  thoughts,  they  more  himself  upbraid 
lan  her,  Ihough  undesign'd,  Ihe  wretch  he  made ; 

They  bleed  within  that  silent  cefl—nis  breast. 

onward,  fair  the  breeze,  nor  rough  the  surge. 
The  blue  waves  sport  around  the  slern  they  urge; 
n  the  horizon's  verge  i^ipears  a  speck. 


Tht 


"'Tis  done— he  nearly 

ahed-butitisdone, 

Corsair 

he  perisb'd— t 

ou  art  dearly  won. 

All  won 

would  now  be 

ain-awaj-awoyl 

Our  barl 

is  tossuig— 't  1 

already  day. 

■ain'd  over,  now  are  wholly  mine. 

And  these  thy  yet  surviv 

ng  band  shall  jom: 

But  on  his  heavy  heart  such  sadness  sate. 
As  if  they  there  transferred  that  iron  weight. 
No  words  are  !4tter'd — at  her  «gn,  a  door 
Reveals  the  secrot  passage  to  the  shore ; 
The  city  lies  behind — they  speedj  they  reacll* 
The  glad  waves  dancing  on  the  yellow  beach ; 
And  Conrad  fbllowing,  at  her  beck,  obey'd. 
Not  eared  he  now  if  rescued  or  betrayed ; 


bark  her  men  of  walch  desciy, 
id  ampler  canvas  woos  the  wind  from  high  j 
"own  majestjeally  near. 


Aflasl 


— Iheb 


Up  rose  keen  Conrad  from  his  silent  trance, 
A  long,  long  absent  gladness  in  his  glance ; 
"^Tis  mme — my  blood-red  flog!  ag^ — again- 
r  am  nM  all  deserted  on  the  main !" 

Hoist  out  ihe  boat  at  once,  and  slacken  sail. 
"'Tis  Conrad!  Conrad!"  shouting  from  the  dec*. 
Command  nor  duty  could  their  transpott  check ! 
With  light  alacrity  and  gaze  of  pride, 

nilc  rehumg  in  each  rugged  face. 

He,  half-forgetUng  danger  and  defeat. 
Returns  their  greeting  as  a  chief  may  greet. 
Wrings  with  a  cordial  grasp  Anaebno's  hand. 
And  feels  he  yet  tan  conquer  and  command  1 

XVI. 


in  him  back  wkhoul 
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Theytia 

Slie  were  thar  queen— less  acrupuloua  are  they 
Than  haughty  Contad  how  thoy  win  Iheir  way. 
Wuh  tnany  an  asking  smile,  and  WHidering  stare, 
Thfej  whisper  round,  and  gaze  upon  Gulnare ; 

Whom  blood  appaU'd  not,  their  regards  perples. 
To  Conrad  turns  her  laint  imploring  eye, 


eekly  (a 


Herar 

Which— Conrad  safe— to  fata  reaign'd  the 
Tiiough  worse  than  phrensy  could  that  hi 
£\ireme  m  love  or  hate,  m  good  or  it!. 
The  worst  of  crimes  had  led  her  woma; 

XVII. 
This  Conrad  maA'd,  and  fell— ah!  coi 
Hate  of  that  deed— but  giief  for  her  distret 

And  heaven  must  puiusli  on  its  angry  day : 
But — it  was  done :  he  knew,  whate'er  her 
For  hun  that  poniard  smote,  that  blood  was 
'    "  "     '  ■      had  gi> 


flOJ! 


dd  he  [■ 


Her  all  on  eaith,  and  mi 


hsn  all  it 


I  him  to  that  darli-eyed  slare, 
Whose  brow  was  bow'd  beneath  the  glance  he  gave, 
Who  now  seem'd  changed  and  hunibled: — fiunt  and 

But  varying  oil  the  colour  of  her  cheek 

Tt  deeper  shades  of  paleness— all  its  red 

That  fearful  spot  which  Glam'd  it  from  the  dead ', 

lie  took  that  hand — it  trembled — now  too  late — 

So  Boli  in  love — so  wildly  nerved  in  hale ; 

He  elasp'd  that  hand — it  trembled — and  his  own 

Had  k)st  its  fimmeas,  ann  nis  voice  its  tone. 

**  Gulnare!" — but  she  replied  not — '^  dear  Gulnare ! 

She  raised  her  eye — her  only  answer  there — 

At  once  she  sought  and  sunk  in  his  etuhrace : 

If  be  had  driven  her  from  that  resting-place, 

Sa  had  been  more  or  less  than  mortal  heart. 

But — good  or  ill — it  bade  her  not  deparL 

Perchance,  but  for  (he  hoduigs  of  his  breast. 


Hislai 


lelhen 


>ethe  1 


in  Medora  might  fer^ve 
That  asfc'd  fiom  form  ao  far  no  more  man  tms. 
The  (irsl,  the  last  that  frily  stole  from  feilh— 
To  lips  where  love  had  lariah'd  all  his  breath, 
To  lips — whose  brolien  ughs  aitch  fragrance  fling. 
As  he  had  fann'd  them  freshly  wiUi  his  wing ! 

xvm. 

Tney  gain  hy  twilight's  hour  Ihejr  lonely  isle : 
To  Oiem  the  very  rocks  appear  to  smile ; 

The  beacons  blaie  their  wonted  sta^ona  round, 
The  boats  are  dardng  o'er  the  curly  bay, 
AiA  sporSve  dolphins  bend  Ibem  through  the  spray ; 
Even  the  hoarse  aea-hird's  shrill  discordant  shriek 
Greets  like  tho  welcome  of  his  tuneless  beak  I 
Beneath  each  lamp  that  through  its  lattice  gleams. 
Their  fancy  paints  the  friends  that  trim  the  beams. 
Oil !  what  can  sanctify  the  joys  of  home, 
Lilio  hope's  gay  glance  from  ocean's  Irouhlca  foam  ? 
XIX. 


The  lights 

And  'uubt  them  Conrad  se 


1  and  fron 


id  looks  impatient  on  ihe  lingermg  oar- 

L I  for  a  wing  beyond  the  falcon's  fli^t, 

I  bear  him  like  an  arrow  In  that  height! 

With  the  first  pause  the  resting  rowers  gavt. 

He  waits  not— looks  not— leaps  into  the  waVB. 

s  through  Ihe  surge,  bestrides  the  beach,  iumI  lugh 
ids  the  path  familiar  to  his  eye. 
He  reach'd  his  turret  dooi^-he  paused — no  sound 

knock'd,  and  loudly — footstep  nor  reply 

He  knocf  d— but  family— for  his  tremblmg  hand 
Refused  to  aid  his  heavy  lieart's  demaiid. 
The  portal  opens— 't  is  a  weU-known  face— 
""  '    at  the  form  he  panted  to  embrace; 

And  i^'d  to  frame  the  quesdon  they  delayM ; 
He  snalch'd  the  lamp— its  light  will  answer  all— 

s  bis  grasp,  enpiring  in  the  fall. 

juld  not  wait  lor  that  reviving  ray — ■ 

m  could  he  liave  liugeHd  there  for  day ; 
But,  glmnnering  through  tho  dusky  corridore. 
Another  chequers  o'er  the  shadow'd  flow ; 
His  steps  the  chamber  gain — ids  eyes  behold 
AU  that  his  heart  believed  nol—yct  foretold ! 
XX. 

m'd  not — spoke  not — sunk  not — fix'd  hig  jiok, 

He  gaied — how  long  we  gaze  despite  of  pain, 


That  death  with  gentler  aspect  with. 


id  the  ( 


cokler  hand  co 


•'d  there  ; 


In  that  last  grasp  as  tenderly  w 
As  if  she  scarcely  felt,  hut  leign'd  a  sleep, 
id  made  it  almost  mockery  yet  to  weep  : 
The  long  dark  lashes  fringed  her  lids  of  snow, 
And  veil'd— thought  shrinks  from  all  that  lurk'd  beloww 
Oh !  o'er  die  eye  death  most  exerts  his  might, 
And  huris  the,  spirit  from  her  dirane  of  light ! 
Sinks  those  blue  orbs  in  that  long  last  eclipse. 
But  spares,  as  yet,  the  charm  around  her  lips — 


lifele 


^but  only  for 
)ud,  and  each 
Long — fair — but  spread 
Which,  late  the  sport  of  every  summer  wind 
Escaped  Ihe  baffled  wreatli  that  strove  to  bu 
These— and  the  pale  pure  cheek,  hocamo  llie 
lothing— wherefore  is  he  here? 

XXI. 
J  question — all  were  answer'd  no' 
glance  on  that  slill— marble  brotv 
igh — she  died— what  rock'd  it  ho^ 
Tho  love  of  youth,  the  hope  of  better  years, 
The  source  of  softest  wishes,  tenderesl  fears 
The  only  livbg  Ihmg  he  could  not  hate. 
Was  reft  at  once—and  he  deserved  his  fate. 
But  did  not  feel  it  less ;- the  good  ciploTe, 
For  peace,  those  reakus  where  guilt  can  nevi 
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ThBp 

oud— the  vayimtd—wko  have  fii' J  below 

For 

him  they  r 

use  not  ll.e  recording  stone- 

rhdr 

oy— and  find  ihi;  earth  enough  for  woe, 

His 

deaihyetc 

ubujus,  deeds  too  widelj  linown ; 

eft  a  Cora; 

Bull. 
Fullm 

oui  paliance  [.arts  with  all  delight? 
any  B  Bloie  ojc  and  aspect  alcm                 / 
earls  where  grief  hath  liitia  left  10 1earo ;  T 

l^n 

M  ivith  on 

yirlue,  and  a  Ihousand  crimes. " 

Aodm 

any  a  mthering  thought  lies  hid,  not  lost  J 

».  rh.l  l^^r  1..fit  »hn  «r»r  .l,R,n  ,n^t. 

NOTES. 

In  smiles  ih 

at  least  befit  who  wear 

XXIL 

By  those, 

lat  devest  feel,  is  ills. 

clnes.   f  the  sufiering 

Where  iho 

sandth.  -^13  begin  lo 

Which  see 

isfromaiiiherefUgefo 

No  nerds  1 

For  Truth 

cnies  all  eloquence  to 

On  Conra. 

3  stricken  soul  eihaus 

And  slupo 

ahnost  lull'd  it  into  res 

So  feolile  n 

Dw— hia  mother's  sofln 

which  like  an  mfant 


None  saw  his  trickling  te 


im'd — he  dried  ihem  to  depart. 


To  blacl 

His  heai 

Betfay'd  loo  early,  an 

Within  the  ^rot— like 

But  sunk,  and  chill'd. 
Vet  tempests  wear,  ar 
If  such  his  heart,  so  s 
There 


XSIII. 

for  snftneas — wsJii'd  to  wi 

3  falls  the  dropping  dew 
1  that  had  haidan'd  too ; 
,  its  earlhly  trials  pass'd, 

id  lightmng  cleaves  tho  re 
hatter'd  il  the  shock, 
r  beneath  it! 


Though  dark  tht 

Tha  thunder  came— that  holt  hath  blasted  both, 

The  granite's  himness,  and  the  lily's  growth : 

The  gentle  plant  halh  left  no  leaf  to  tell 

Its  tale,  hut  shrunk  and  wither'd  where  it  fell, 


tmni 


4nd  of  ili 


fer'd  fiagme 


idl 


Tismora— to 

enture 

on  his  lonely  ho 

ghnow 

Anselmo  soug 

Hewaanotlhei 

een  along  the 

Ere  night,  al*rr 

n'd,thei 

isle  is  travera 

Another  mom- 

bids  them  see 

And  shoot  his  ri 

ametii: 

—valley  seard 

They  find  on  a 

a-boat's  broken 

Thar  hope  rev 

y  follow  o'er  U- 

•Tisidleall-J 

ion  moons  a« 

AndConmdco 

mes  not 

-came  not  an 

rrencos ;  but  tho  whole  of  the  ^gean  isles  arc 
in  a  few  hours'  sail  of  the  eonUnenl,  and  the  readei 
.  be  kuid  enough  to  take  the  irirui  as  I  have  oileii 
found  it. 

ige  163,  line  i 


or  fair  Olyinpla 
ido.  Canto  10. 


of  old. 


Note  3,  Page  165,  Ihie  39. 

Note  4.  Page  165,  line  41. 
Ions  Chibouqus'B  diaaolvine  cloud  s 

Note  8.  Page  185,  lino  42. 


Note  to  Canto  It.  Page  165,  Uno  85. 
has  been  objected  that  Conrad's  entering  disguii-d 
spy,  is  out  of  nature.— Perhaps  so.— I  find  soaiv 

^niious  to  explore  with  his  own  eyes  the  stale  of 

ir  of  hU  hair,  'o  yisil  jCarth^e  in  the  character  of 

ified  by  the  discovery,  that  he  had  entertained  and 
issed  the  Emperor  of  the  Romans.  Such  an  anec- 
dote may  be  tajeoted  as  an  miptohablo  fiction ;  but  il  is 
on  which  would  not  have  been  imagined  unless  in 
the  life  of  a  hero."  Gibbcm,  D.  andF.VoLVI.  p.  180. 
Thai  Com'ad  is  a  character  not  altogether  out  of  na- 
re,  1  shall  attempt  to  prove  by  some  historical  coin- 
denees  which  I  have  met  with  since  writing  "Tha 


dignation. — De  toulee  parts  eependant  les  soldals  et  le. 
si  puissant,  el  la  joi 


"  Eceelin  i 


lit  d'uoe  petite  laillc }  ma 


ipgage  ^toit  amer,  son  deportemer.t  su 
perbe — et  psi  son  scul  regard  n  laieoii  trembler  le« 
plus  hardis."    SUmmdi,  tome  ill.  pp.  S19, 220. 

"Gizerieus  (Genseric,  king  of  the  Vandals,  Die  con 
ijueror  ofboth  Carthage  and  Borne),  slaluta  medincri* 
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e  my  Gifiouriuid  Corsair. 
Nolo  6.  Page  166,  line  19. 


Note  7.  Page  166,  line  54. 


Note  B.  Page  166,  line  76. 


iir  Thomas  More,  lor  iostanee,  on  the  scolfold, 
nne  Boleyn  in  the  Tower,  when  grasping  her  neck, 
imarked,  that  "  it  was  loo  slender  lo  trouble  the 
man  much."  Duiing  one  partofthe  French  Rev- 


Note  13.  Page  170,  line  30. 

The  Hosk  is  a  Turkish  summohouse ;  Ihe  palm  is 
icilhout  the  present  walls  of  Athens,  not  far  trom  the 
temple  oi'Thesens,  between  which  and  Ihe  Iree  Uieivall 

liissus  has  no  stream  al  uH. 

Nole  14.  Page  170,  line  30. 

Tno  opening  lines  as  &r  as  Seclion  H.  have,  perhaps, 
litlle  hnsineaa  here,  and  were  annexed  to  an  impu[>- 
lished,  (thoi'gh  printed)  poem;  hut  they  were  written 
nr.  the  spot  in  the  spring  of  1911,  and— I  scarce  know 
why— Ihe  reader  m'lBt  e-icusc  theu'  appearanos  hero  if 


Note  16.  Page  174,  line  98. 

.  Levant  il  is  the  custom  to  strew  flo' 
f  the  dead,  and  in  the  hands  of  jou 
a  nosegay. 

Nole  17.  Pago  17S,  Ime  63. 
ur  which  is 


e  of  Con 


Our  readers  have  all  seen  Iht  account  of  the  i 
priee  against  the  pirates  of  Barrataria ;  but  few,  u 
lieve,  were  informed  of  the  situation,  history,  or  i 
of  that  eBtahliahnient,    For  the  i  " 

friend  the  foUowiog  interesting  narrative  of  the  main 
facts,  of  which  he  has  personal  knowledge,  and  which 
cannot  feil  to  interest  some  of  our  readers. 

Bairataria  is  a  hay,  or  a  narrow  arm  of  the  gulf  of 
Mexico ;  it  runs  through  a  rich  hut  very  flat  country, 
until  it  reaches  within  a  mile  or  the  Missis^ppi  river, 
fdleen  miles  beloiv  the  city  of  New-Orleans.    The  bay 

ioneealed  from  the  severest  scrutiny.    It  corn- 


d  Ihesi 


th  three 


h  the 


tothesei 


lich  he  c 
1  of  the  E 


ouih-w 


1  inland 

formed  by  the  two  arms  of  this  lake  and  tbe  sea.  The 
east  and  west  pomts  of  this  islend  were  fortified  in  the 
year  1811,  by  a  band  of  puntes,  under  the  command  of 
one  Monsievr  LaFitte.  A  luge  majorily  of  these  out- 
laws are  of  that  class  of  the  popuktion  of  Ihe  stWe  of 
Louisia,na  who  fled  from  the  ieland  of  St.  Domingo 


Note  11.  Page  169,  hne  113. 

during  the  troubles  there,  and  took  refuge  in  the  island 

cloBBil  tbeir  raurder'd  (age's  latest  daf ! 

of  Cuba :  and  when  the  last  war  between  Fraaee  and 

drank  the  hemlock  a  short  tune  before  Sun- 

Spain  commenced,  they  were  compelled  to  leave  thai 

island  wilh  the  short  notice  of  a  few  dap.    Without 

ceremony,  Uiey  entered  the  United  Stales,  tJie  most  of 

Note  12.  Page'l70,i:-elO. 

Ihem  the  State  of  Louisiana,  with  all  the  negroes  ihey 
had  possessed  m  Cuba.  They  were  notified  by  the  Gov- 

try  1  the  days  in  wmtor  are  longer,  but  in 

same  time,  received  the  assurance  of  the  Gkivemorthat 
he  would  obtain,  if  possible,  the  approbation  of  the  gen- 
era! Government  for  Ihar  retaiiung  this  properly. 

The  island  of  Barralaria  is  situated  about  lat.  29.  ieg. 
IS  min.  Ion.  92. 30.  and  is  as  remarkable  £ir,  its  health  as 
for  the  superior  scale  and  shell-lish  with  which  its  waters 
abound.  The  chief  of  this  horde,  like  Charles  de  Moor, 
hadmixedwilh  hia  many  vices  some  wtuea.  In  the  year 
1813,  this  party  had,  from  its  lurfAtude  and  boldness, 
claunedthe  attention  of  the  Governor  of  Louisiana;  and 

strike  at  the  head.  He  therefore  offered  areward  of  £00 
dollMS  for  the  head  of  Monaeur  La  Fitte,  who  was  well 
known  to  the  mhabitants  of  the  dty  of  New-Orleans, 
from  his  Immediate  conneiion,  and  his  once  having  been 
a  fencing-master  in  that  city  of  great  reputation,  which 
art  he  learnt  in  Buonaparte's  army,  where  he  was  a 
Captain.  Therewardwhichwaa  offered  by  the  Governor 
for  the  head  of  La  Fitfa  was  cnswereo  pvthe  offer  ol  a 
reward  frtim  the  latter  of  16,000  ?>r  Ihe^ead  of  Ilia 
Governor.    The  Governor  oruered  out  a  ciHnpany  lo 


fl  by  Google 


sens  (JL  his  I 
id  of  a 


i.  ■niis 


iQthei 


IhLs  bold  CoplMn,  approaolied  very  near  lo  the  fgrlified 
isCand,  befora  he  saw  a  man,  or  heard  a  fatHUid^  until  he 
heard  a  whistle,  not  unlike  a  boatawam's  call.  Then  ll 
was  he  found  himself  surrounded  by  armed  men,  ivhc 
had  pmerged  from  the  Becret  avenues  i^hicH  led  mtt 
Bayou.  Here  it  viai  that  the  modem  Charles  de  Moot 
developed  hii  few  noble  traits ;  Tor  to  this  man,  who  had 
come  to  destroy  his  hfe,  and  all  that  wss  dear  to  lum,  he 
not  only  spared  his  life,  but  offered  him  that  nluch  would 
have  made  the  honest  soldier  easy  for  the  remainder  of 
his  days,  which  was  indignantly  refused.  He  then,  wit 
the  approhallonofbls  captor,  returned  to  Ihodty.  l^i 
circumstance,  ajid  some  concomilanl  events,  proved  that 
Ibis  band  of  pirates  was  not  to  be  taken  by  land.    Oi 

eieriions  (or  the  destniclion  of  tliis  ilhdt  eslaHJsbment 
could  not  he  expected  from  them  until  augmented;  for 
-  !r  of  the  navy,  with  n 


that 


So  soon  as  tlie  augme 
i  an  attack,  one  was  madi 
inditti  has  been  the  result ;  : 


rwhelmii 


taycwi 


itbyi 


Ition  of  Granger*s  Biograplucf 
Dictionary,  tiiere  is  a  singular  passage  in  his  account  o 
arcbbisbop  Blackboume,  and  as  in  some  measure  con 
nected  ^vith  the  profession  of  the  hero  of  the  foregoln 

"There  is  something  mysterious  in  the  history  and 
character  of  Dr.  Blackboomo.  The  former  is  but  in 
jjerfectly  known ;  and  report  hss  even  asserted  he  w? 


had  becoi 


of  ill 


chum. 


Blacliboumi 


177 

od,  ho  is  Archbishop  of  York.  We  are  informed, 
Blackboume  was  installed  sub-dean  of  Eieter  ui 
,  which  olKce  he  reagnedin  170S:  but  afker  hla 
easor,  Lewis  Bamet's  death,  in  1704,  he  regainen 
]  the  Allowing  year  he  became  dean;  and,inni4, 
wilhitthearehdefjieiyorComwall.  Hewascon- 
ited  bishop  of  Exeter,  Fehnjary  24,  1710;  and 
ilaled  to  York,  November  28,  1724,  as  a  reward, 
andal,foru  '■      "  '  '     ' 


r.  This, 


.  of  the  re 


,  appea 


Rumc 


to  have 


pered  be  retained  the  vices  of  his  youth,  and  that  a 

:;  but  Eo  far  &im  b«ng  convicted  by  seventy 
es,  ha  does  not  appear  to  have  been  directly 
ted  by  one.  In  short,  I  look  upon  these  asper- 
theeSectsof  mere  malice.  Howis  it  pos^hle  a 
ier  should  have  been  so  good  a  scholar  as  Black- 
ledge  of  the  clashes -(particularly  of  the  Greek  trage- 
dians), as  to  he  able  to  read  them  with  the  same  ease 


and  have  bad  both 
a  was  undoubtedly 
I,  Oxford.  He  is  al- 
;  this,  however,  wa» 


to  acquire  the  learned  languages ; 

leisure  and  good  masters.     But  h 

educated  at  Christ-church  College, 

lowed  to  have  been  a  pleasar 

turned  against  him,  by  its  being  smd,  '  he  gamed  mori 

^^  "Hie  only  voice  that  could  scotJie  the  passions  of  th( 
savage  (Alphonso  3d)  was  that  of  an  amiable  and  vir 
tuous  wife,  the  acle  ol^ect  of  his  love ;  the  voice  oi 
Donna  Isabella,  the  daughter  of  the  Duke  of  Savoy 
and  the  grand-daughter  of  Philip  B.  King  of  Spain.— 
Her  dying  words  sunk  deep  into  his  memory ;  his  fierci 
spuit  melted  into  tears ;  and,  after  the  last  embrace 


rabte  1 


rathe  1 


■  (dilioa, 


A   TALE. 


Tmei 


■e  glad  through  Lars 


ivcry  half  forgets  tier  feudal  chain  j 
ne,  meir  unhoped,  but  unforgotten  lord. 
The  long  self-eiiied  chiefly  is  restored : 
There  be  bright  faces  m  the  busy  halt, 
Bowls  on  the  board,  and  banners  on  the  wall ; 
Far  checkering  tf  er  the  pictured  window,  plays 
The  unwonted  fiiggots'  bospilahle  blaie ; 
And  gay  retainers  gather  round  die  hearth. 
With  tongues  all  loudness,  mvl  with  eyes  all  mirth. 

T  2e 


The  chief  of  Lara  is  return'd  again : 
And  why  had  Lara  crossed  the  bounding  mair 
Lcfl  by  his  aire,  too  young  such  loss  to  knew. 
Lord  ■'>f  himself; — that  herilage  of  vvoe — - 
'    That  tearful  emjnre  which  the  human  breast 
Butholds  to  rob  the  heart  within  of  rest!— 
With  none  to  check,  and  few  to  point  in  time 
The  thousand  paths  that  slope  the  way  to  crit 
Then,  when  ho  most  reijuired  commandment. 
Had  Lara's  daring  boyhood  govem'd  mwi. 
It  skills  not,  boots  not,  step  by  step  to  trace 
His  youth  through  all  the  maies  of  'ts  race ; 
Short  was  the  course  his  restlessness  had  ruih 
But  long  enough  to  leave  hun  half  undon*. 
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mlheli 


hand 


Bad  nearJy  ceneed  his  meuuiry  to  recall. 

'T»aa  an  Ibey  linen,  that  Lura  was  not  there 
Kor  sent,  noc  cama  he,  til!  conjecture  grew 
Cold  in  the  man;,  anxious  in  the  few. 
His  hall  scarce  echoes  wilh  his  vented  name, 
Qia  portrait  darkens  in  its  fading  frame, 
Another  cliief  consoled  his  destined  brlde,F 
The  young  lbr|ot  him,  and  the  old  liad  died : 
"Tel  doth  he  live  7"  eiclainis  the  impatient  b 

A  hundred  'sculcheons  deck  with  gloomy  graci 


They  more  might  m, 
Nut  that  he  came,  bi 

Of  ibrfflgn  aspect,  a 
Years  had  roU'd  on, 
To  those  thai  wande 

Elad  lent  a  flogging 


He  lives,  nor ; 
Though  sear'f 
His  laulls,  vt 
High!  be  untaught  t 
Nor  good  nor  ill  of  1. 
Might  jet  uphold  bis 
msBoulinyoulhtva 
No  more  than  pteasi 
And  such,  if  not  yel 
Might  be  tedeem'd, 


pass'd  his  manhood's  prime, 
lil,  and  something  touched  by  limi 
they  were,  if  scarce  Lbrgot, 
bim  by  his  varied  lot ; 


haugh^,  but  hie  sins 
harden'd  in  their  cour 


And — as  himself  v 
Nor  glean  eiperiei 


And  spake  of  passions,  but  of  passion  past: 

Alas  1  he  t(,ld  not— but  he 

The  pride,  bul  not  the  fire,  of  early  days. 

To  curse  tho  ivllher'd  hear 

A  high  demeanour,  and  a  glance  that  look 

Books,  for  his  veliimo  here 

Their  thoughts  fi'om  others  by  a  single  look ; 

With  eye  more  curious  he 

And  that  sarcastic  levity  of  tongue, 

And  oft,  in  sudden  mood, 

The  slmging  of  a  heart  the  worW  hatb  elung 

And  then,  his  rarely-oall'd 

And  makes  those  feel  that  will  not  own  the  ive 

undi 

Through  night's  long  hour 

eath, 

Than  glance  could  well  reveal,  or  accent  brea 

the. 

O'er  tho  dark  gallery,  whe 

Amhltioa,  glory,  love,  the  conuuoa  aim. 

In  rude  hut  antique  porlra 

Thai  some  can  conquer,  and  that  all  would  d 

They  heard,  hut  whisper'd 

Whbui  his  breast  appear'd  no  more  to  strive, 

The  sound  of  words  less  e 

Vet  Beoin'd  us  lately  they  had  been  alive ; 

Yes,  they  wiio  chose  migh 

^d  some  deep  feeling  it  were  vain  to  ttaca 

They  scarce  knew  what. 

U  moments  lighlen'd  o'et  his  Uvid  face, 

been. 

7M  have  it  seem— un 


w  fell  darker,  and  his  words  r 


Born  of  high  Hneage, 


lalsof  the  great  n 

nilo  or  sigh  their 

did  not 


Butstinheonlyaa< 

He  did  not  follow  what  they  all  pursued 
With  hope  still  baflled,  stiU  to  be  renew'd ; 
Nor  shadowy  honour,  nor  substantial  gain, 
Nor  beauty's  preference,  and  the  rival's  ps 

RepelI'd  approach,  and  show'd  him  still  al< 
Upon  his  eye  sat  something  of  reproof 
That  kept  at  least  fiivolity  aloof; 
And  things  more  timid  that  beheld  him  neg 
In  Mlence  gaied,  or  wlusper'ii  mutual  fear 

They  deem'd  him  better  than  his  air  espre 

vm. 

T  was  strange— in  youth  aU  action 

Woman— the  field— the  ocean— all  i 
Promise  of  gladness,  peril  of  a  grai 
Id  lutn  he  tried — he  rausack'd  all  bt 
And  found  his  recompensd  in  jey  or 
No  tame,  trite  medium ;  for  bis  feel 


indal 


On  that  the  feebler 


fl  by  Google 


Which  hands  profane  had  gather'd  from  Iha  dead, 


jound  tlie  board. 


The  ell 


njghl— and  Lara's  ^aesy  st. 


"ilh  Lrr 


So  calnif  the  waters  scarcety  seem  lo  strayj 
And  yet  they  gtide  tike  happiness  away  j 
Reflecting  hi  s.iid  Rury-iike  from  high 
The  immortal  lights  that  live  along  the  sky : 
Its  banks  are  fringed  with  many  a  goodly  tree. 
And  flowers  the  fairest  that  may  feast  the  beo  i 
Such  in  her  chaplet  infant  Dian  wove, 

These  deek  the  shore ;  the  waves  their  channel  m 
In  windings  bright  and  mazy  like  the  snake. 
All  was  so  still,  BO  soft  in  earth  and  air. 


re  that . 


ughl  of 


lid  delight 
only  for  the  good ; 


Such  ao«ie  Ids  sool  no  more  could  contemplate : 
Such  seene  reminded  him  of  other  days. 
Of  skies  more  cloudless,  moons  of  purer  blaie, 
Of  nights  more  soil  and  frequent,  hearts  that  now- 
No — no — the  storm  may  beat  upon  his  brow, 
Unfelt— unsparing— but  a  night  like  this, 
A  night  oT  beauty,  niock'd  such  breast  as  his. 
XI. 

And  his  high  shadow  shot  along  tho  waU ; 
There  were  tlie  painted  ftrais  of  other  times, 
'T  was  all  they  left  of  virtues  or  of  crimes, 
Save  vague  tradition ;  and  the  gloomy  vaults 
That  hid  their  dust,  their  foibles,  and  their  buUs ; 
And  half  a  columa  of  the  pompous  page. 
That  speeds  the  speraous  tt ' 


Where 


es  like  truth,  a 


ough  the  "dim  lattice  o'er  the  flooi 
1  the  high  fretted  roof,  and  saiMs, 
r  Gothic  windows  knelt  in  picturi: 
Reflected  in  fhntastlc  figures  grew, 
Like  life,  but  not  bke  mortal  life,  I 


supplies 


'W  of  gloom, 
implam., 
es,  and  gave 


That  frantic  echo  1 

They  heard  and  re 

Rush  where  the  so 

Tliey  come  with  half-lH  tapers  ii 

And  snatch'd  in  startled  haste  ui 


Dropped  it  should  seem  in  mi 

And  stili  defiance  knit  his  ga 
Though  mii'd  with  terror,  si 
There  lived  upon  his  lio  Ihe 
Some  haif-forni'd  thri 


despainng  pride ; 
t  sealM,  but  not  forsook. 
The  gladiator's  loi 


Evenir 

Tliatot 

And  now  was  Gx'd  in  hort 

Tliey  raise  him— bear  him;  hush  !he  breathes,  he 

The  swarthy  l>lush  racolours  in  his  cheeks. 

His  lip  resumes  its  red,  bis  eye,  though  dim. 

Rolls  wide  and  wild,  each  slowly-quivering  Maib 

Recalls  its  function,  but  his  words  are  sfrung 


ol  of  his  n 


That  hoars  him  not — alas!  that  cannot  hear ! 

XIV. 
His  page  approach^,  and  he  alone  appeared 
To  know  the  import  of  the  words  they  heard ; 
And,  by  the  changes  of  his  cheek  and  brow. 
They  were  not  such  as  Lara  should  avow, 
"     '  e  interpret,  yet  nith  less  surprise 
Than  those  arbund  their  chieflain's  state  he  eyi 

id  in  that  tongue  which  seem'd  his  own  repb< 
id  Laja  heeds  those  tones  that  gently  seem 
To  soothe  away  the  honors  of  his  dream, 
am  it  were,  that  thus  could  oveniirow 


Whale'er  his  phrensy  dream'd  or 

Bests  at  his  heart — The  'custom 
rcalhed  new  vigour  in  bis  h 
olace  sought  h^  Done  from  { 

relofors  he  fill'd  llie  passing 


[  vassals  shnw'd  it 
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Vain  Ih 

oiightl  M 

al  hour  of  ne'er  unravell'd  glo< 

Came 

or  Lara  could 

A  seen, 

gotliilness,  that 

made 

Histai 

aab  mnre 

amazed  nor  les 

saWd- 

Hadm 

ish'd  then  with 

seiiSBresIor'd 

.ok,  nor  geslur 

of  their  lord 

B«lrav 

d  a  fedjng  Uial  recall'd  »  Iheso 

Thatf 

vor-dmon 

ent  of  his  min< 

'a  disease. 

Waal 

a  dream 

was  Us  the  vo 

ce  that  spoke 

Those 

!d  accents!  hL 

Their 

o'er-labour'd 

That  ceased  lo  1 

eat,  the  look  (hat  made  Ihem  i 

Could 

ewholh 

shadsuffer'd 

0  forget, 

When 

uohasa 

w  that  sufferin 

shudder  yet? 

OrdidAalsilen 

X  prove  his  me 

noryfij'd 

His  early  dreams  of  good  oulslripp'd  the  truth, 
\nd  troubled  manhood  foHow'd  bafBed  youth ; 
With  thought  of  years  in  phantom  chase  mispent,' 
And  wasted  powers  for  better  purpose  lent ; 
And  tiery  passions  that  had  pour'd  their  wrath 
In  hurried  desolation  o'er  his  path. 
And  lell  the  better  feelings  all  at  strife 
In  wiki  teRection  o'er  his  stormy  life ; 
But  haughty  slill,  and  loth  himself  to  blame, 

ll'd  on  Nature's  self  to  share  the  shame, 
And  charged  all  faults  upon  the  fleshly  ibnn 
She  gave  lo  clog  the  soul,  and  feast  the  worm ; 
Till  he  at  last  confounded  good  and  ill, 

alf  nustooh  for  fate  the  acts  of  will : 
Too  high  tor  common  seUishness,  he  could 
At  times  resign  his  own  ibr  others'  good. 


Thatavi 
Todov 


rroding  se 


ih  gnaws 


ITie 


fltx  the  cause? 
[  so  in  him ;  lus  breast  had  burled  both, 

thoughts  tint  mortal  lips  miBt  leave  half-told ; 
'    '      '     feeMe  words  that  would  unf6ld. 

XVII. 
In  him  inexplicaL'V  mix^d  appeared 
Much  to  be  loved  and  hated,  sought  and  fear'd ; 
Opinion  varying  o'er  his  hidden  lot, 
[n  praise  or  raiting  ne'er  his  name  forgot ; 
His  alence  fain'd  a  theme  for  others'  prate — 
They  guesa'd— thoy  gazed— they  fain  would  know  his  fi 
What  had  he  been '!  what  Waa  ho,  thus  unknovm. 
Who  walk'd  thdr  world,  his  Uneage  only  known  1 
A  hater  of  his  kind  1  yet  some  oould  say. 
With  Ihom  he  could  seem  gay  amidat  the  gay ; 
But  own'd,  that  smile,  if  oft  observed  and  near. 
Waned  in  Its  mirth,  and  wither'd  to  a  sneer ; 
That  smile  might  reach  his  Up,  but  pass'd  not  by. 
None  e'er  could  trace  its  laughter  to  his  eye : 
Yet  there  was  softness  too  lu  his  regard, 
At  times,  a  heart  as  not  by  nature  hard. 
But  once  perc^ved^  his  spirit  seem'd  lo  chide 
Such  vi'eakness,  as  unworthy  of  its  pride, 
And  ateel'd  itself,  as  scorning  to  redeem 
One  doubt  from  others'  half-withheld  esteem ; 
In  solP-inflicted  penance  of  a  breast 
Which  tenderness  might  once  have  wrung  from  rest 
In  n^lance  of  grief  that  would  compel 
TTiat-soul  to  hate  lor  having  loved  too  well. 

XVUI. 
rhi.e  was  ui  him  a  vital  scorn  of  all: 
As  if  the  worst  had  fall'n  which  could  befall. 
He  Blood  a  Blranger  in  this  breathing  world. 
An  wnng  ainiit  from  another  hurl'd ; 
A  itrmg  of  dark  unaginings,  that  shaped 
By  •ilioice  (he  perils  ho  by  chance  escaped , 
8ul  'scaped  in  vain,  for  in  their  memory  yet 
■  ■     ouldhalfeiult  and  half  regret: 


ought, 
verity  of- thought. 


oulddc 


ime  impulse  would,  ii 

s  spitit  equally  to  crime ; 

B  Boar'd  beyond,  or  sunk  beneath 
■Hie  men  with  whom  he  felt  condemn'd  to  treat! 
And  long'd  by  good  or  ill  to  separate 

I  abhorring  this  had  fix'd  her  throne 
Far  from  the  world,  in  regions  of  her  own : 
Thus  coldly  passing  all  that  pass'd  below. 
His  blood  ui  temperate  seeming  now  would  flow 
lit  had  glow'd. 


Nor 


rue,  with  other  men  their  path  he  w 
ike  the  i«st  hi  seeming  did  and  talk'i 


And  rarely  wander'd  ih  his  speech,  or  drew 
His  thoughts  BO  forth  as  to  olfend  the  view. 
XIX. 
Vith  all  that  chillmg  mystery  of  mien, 

le  had  (if 'I  were  not  nature's  boon)  an  art 
Of  filing  memory  on  another's  heart : 

That  words  can  hnage  lo  express  the  thought ; 
But  they  who  saw  him  did  not  see  in  vaio, 
mce  beheld,  would  b^  of  him  agaui : 

in  the  words,  however  hghi,  would  dwdl ; 
None  know,  nor  how,  nor  why,  but  ha  entwined 
Himself  perforce  around  the  hearer's  rnlud ; 

etod  once  i  however  brief  the  date 
That  rriendahip,  pity,  or  aversion  knew, 
Still  there  witMn  the  inmost  thought  he  grew. 
You  could  not  penetrate  his  soul,  hut  found, 

His  presence  haunted  still  j  and  from  the  breast 
He  forced  on  all-unwilling  interest : 

XX. 


Beeiovo  n 


by  Google 


ousal  shakes  the  illummed  hall, 
alike  the  banquet  anj  the  liall ; 
dance  of  hounding  heauly's  train 


Ho  deignM 
And  half-CD 


Words  wild  as  these, 


And  his  gland  folWd  fast  each 

fluttering  fair 

echo  there: 

He  lean'd  against  the  loilypUl^ 

nigh. 

With  falJed  arms  and  long  atlen 

Nor  raark'd  a  glance  so  slemly  fi 

donhis- 

III  brook'd  high  Lara  scrutiny  lik 

thisi 

At  length  he  caught  It,  't  is  a  fac 

liut  seems  as  searching  his,  and 

Prying  and  dark,  B  stranger's  jj 

Who  still  till  now  had  gaied  on  h 

At  length  encountering  meets  the 

mutual  gaze 

or  keen  inquiry,  and  of  mule  a. 

On  Lari's  glance  emotion  galhf 

As  if  distnisling  that  the  euangi 

threw; 

PlBsh'd  more  than  thence  the  vu 

ar  eye  could 

'"Tisbel"  the  stranger  cried,  and  those  that  1 

Re-echoed  fast  and  far  the  whisper'd  nord. 

"  'T  is  he !"— "  'Tis  who  ?"  they  quesUoo  far  aji 

Till  buder  accents  rung  on  Lara's  ear ; 

So  vridcly  epread,  fetv  hosoms  well  could  bror^ 

The  general  marrel,  or  that  »ng1e  loch : 

ITiBt  sprung  at  tirsl  to  his  arrested  eyes. 

Glanced  his  aye  round,  though  srill  the  su-anger 
And  drawing  nlgh^  evdaimM,  with  haughty  sneE 


With 

mkm 

More 

mildly 

rmtlia. 

Hfti 

n'd,  a. 

lm«l 

"My 

l)oiih 

Then 

nlr-A'd-for  cou, 

T,  though  thine  eSir  would  si 


it  his  head  he  shonl 


If  thou,  Sir  Ez2 


here  his  pohsh'd  guest, 
s  and  thoughts  shall  he  b: 
mdering  host  Kath  interpi 

or  lilting  place  to  inar 

lui,  haat  aught  lo  show 


im  your  mutual  judgment,  speak  the  r 
1  pledge  myself  {or  thsSj  as  not  unknown, 
Though  like  Count  Lara  now  retum'd  alon. 


augur  right  of  c( 


!  and  of  w 


Nor  aught  that  knighthood  may  accord  deny." 

"  To-morrow  ba  it,"  Ezzelin  replied, 

"And  here  our  several  worth  and  truth  he  tried; 

I  g&ge  my  life,  my  falchion  to  attest 

My  wori,  so  may  I  mingle  with  tho  blest!" 

What  answers  Lara?  tolls  centra  shrunk 

His  soul,  in  deep  abstraction  sudden  annk ; 
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eeds  alon. 


Froindt 

Trulhs  which  it  wrings  th?  unpra^ds^ 

XXV. 

And  Lara  csli'd  liis  page,  and  went  lus 
Well  could  that  sttiphng  word  or  ei^ 
His  only  Mower  from  Ihoae  climes  aiar, 
Where  Uie  soul  glows  beneath  a  brighter  star ; 
For  Lara  left  Ihe  shore  from  whence  ho  sprung, 
In  dulj  patient,  and  sedate  though  joung ; 
Silent  as  him  he  served,  hie  f^h  appears 
Above  his  station,  and  beyond  his  jears. 
Though  not  unknown  the  tongue  of  Lara's  land. 
In  such  G™n  him  he  rarely  heard  command ; 
But  fleet  his  step,  and  clear  his  tones  would  con 
When  Lara's  lip  breathed  KHth  the  words  of  hoi 
Those  accents,  as  lus  nadve  mountains  dear, 

ircd,  for  one— his  friend,  his 


Id  bow  to  Lara,  not  descend  t 

ligher  birth  he  seem'd,  and  be 

mark  of  vulgar  toil  thai  hand 

So  femininely  while  it  might  bespi 

Another  sen,  when  malch'd  with  i 

lot  his  garb,  and  something  ii 

'e  wild  and  high  than  woman'^ 

.tent  fierceness  that  far  more  b 

His  fierj  climate  than  his  tender  t 

Tnie,  in  his  words  it  broke  not  frc 

But,  from  his  aspect,  might  be  mi 

'  >"gh  ruinoui-  El 


:all, 


Whatm 


rarelj  lett  hi 


ids? 


But  had  not  marr'd,  though  in  his  beams  he  grew. 
The  cheek  where  uft  the  uabidden  blush  shone  throug 
Yet  not  such  blush  as  mounts  when  health  would  sht 
AH  the  heart's  huo  in  that  delighted  glow ; 
But  'twas  a  hecUc  tint  of  secret  care 
That  for  a  burning  moment  fever'd  there ; 
And  the  wild  apotkle  of  his  eye  seem'd  caught 
From  high,  and  lighten'd  with  electric  thought, 
.  Though  its  black  orb  those  long  low  lashes  fiinga, 
~   ■  -  -     - .      ijH^ancholy  tinge ; 


Or  if  "l  were  grief,  a  grief  thi 
And  pleased  not  him  the  sports  uim  jricuau 
The  triokB  of  youth,  the  froli,CB  of  the  pagi 
For  houiB  on  Lara  he  would  fii  his  glance, 
As  all-forgotten  in  that  tvatchliil  trance ; 
And  from  his  idiief  withdrawn,  he  wander' 


ihould  share ; 


walkt). 


His  resiing-piaco  the 
Ho  seem'd,  like  him  he  served,  to  live  af 
From  all  thai  lures  the  eye,  and  His  the  b 
To  know  no  brotherhood,  and  lake  ftom  i 
No  gifl  beyond  that  bitter  boon— out  birti 

xxvn. 


Each  wish,  fulfill'd  it  ere  the  tongue  eipress'il. 
Still  there  was  haughtiness  in  all  he  did, 

His  leal,  though  more  than  that  of  servile  hands. 


:erved,  hut  surely  not  for  hire. 


sr  limes  and  tongues  to  pore  i 


le  left  hi 


mold  hi 


s.  and  heart  woi 

xxvin. 


onder  at  the  calnmes 


so  mark'd  of  all  j 
nd  near  him  told 
of  Ihe  bold  j 
■n  Lara  bote 


doubly  sc 


lit  from  a  < 
The  colour  of  young  Kaled  wen 
The  Up  of  ashes,  and  the  cheek  oi  name ; 
'    *    '     ■ '   ■         -■     dampening  heart-drops 
of  that  cold  dew. 


Thai 


18  the  hi 


With  heavy  thoughts  ftoc 

"ngs  that  we  must  oream  a 

thought  be  half  aware; 
Whate'er  might  Kaled's  be,  it  vtaa  tmow 
To  seal  his  Up,  but  agonize  his  brow. 

till  Lara  cast 
Thai  sidelong  smile  upon  the  knight  he  pas' 
Kaled  saw  that  smQe,  his  visage  fell. 


raethmg 


id  right  w 


to  others 


re  gone, 


ill  within  that  hall  seen; 

d  so  mii'd  their  feelmgs  with  that  scene. 
That  when  his  long  dark  shadow  Ihrough  the  porch 
No  more  relieves  Ihe  glare  of  yon  high  torch, 
Each  pulae  beats  quicker,  and  ail  bosoms  seen- 
To  bound,  as  doubting  ftom  too  black  a  dreani. 
Such  as  we  know  is  false,  yet  dread  in  sooth. 

And  they  are  gone— hut  Ezzelin  is  there. 
With  ihoughtful  visage  and  imperious  air : 

He  vraved  his  hand  to  Otho,  and  retired. 
XXIX. 

The  courteooE  host,  and  all-approvmg  guesl 


db,  Google 


Again  to  that  ai: 
Where  joy  subs 


m'd  couch  mi 


The  word  I  pledj 


our'd  with  his  bang's  strife, 
Shrinks  to  that  sweet  foigetfuloess  oflife : 

Hate's  wotkmg  brain,  and  iull'd  ambition's  wHe : 

And  queneh'd  eiiatenoe  erouobes  in  a  grave. 
What  belter  name  may  slumber's  bed  iKconie  I 

Where  weakness,  strength,  nee,  virtue,  sunk  su] 
Alike  in  naked  helplessness  recline ; 
Glad  for  a  ;^hiie  to  heave  unconscious  ^eadi, 
Tet  wake  to  wrealle  with  the  diead  of  death. 
And  shun,  though  day  but  dawn  on  ills  increast. 
That  sleep,  the  lovelies!,  since  it  dreams  the  lea 


ThBs 

Health  on  the  gale,  and  freshness  in  the  stream. 
Immortal  man  I  behold  her  glories  shine. 
And  cry,  exulting  mly,  "  they  are  thine !" 
Gaze  on,  while  yet  thy  gladden'd  eye  may  see ; 
A  morrow  comes  when  IheJ  are  not  for  thee : 
And  grieve  wb^f  "^J  "hove  thy  senseleBS  bier, 
Nor  earth  nor  sky  will  yield  a  angle  leaf ; 
Nor  cloud  shaU  gather  more,  nor  leaf  shall  fall. 
Nor  gale  breathe  forth  one  sigh  for  thee,  for  aJ ; 


s  1  pledge  again, 
lyseii  redeem  nis  knighlhood^s  stabi.' 
id — and  Lara  answer'd,  "  I  am  here 
To  lend  at  thy  demand  a  listening  ear 

Whose  words  already  might  m"  heart  h»ve  w 
But  that  I  deeni'd  him  scarcely  less  Ihan  mad 
Or,  at  the  worst,  a  foe  ignobly  bad. 
I  know  him  not — but  me  it  seems  he  knew 

Produce  Ibis  babbler— or  redeem  the  pledge ; 
Here  in  thy  hold,  and  wilh  thy  felcbion's  edge 
Proud  Olho,  on  the  instant,  reddening,  threw 
Hi?  glove  on  earth,  and  Ibnh  his  sabre  flew. 
"  The  last  alternative  befits  me  best. 
And  thus  I  answer  for  mme  absent  guest." 
With  cheek  unchanging  irora  its  sallow  gtooir 
However  near  his  own  or  other's  tomb ; 
With  hand,  whose  aimost  careless  coolness  si 
Its  graxp  well  used  to  deal  the  sabre-stroke ; 
With  eye,  though  calm,  determined  not  to  spi 
Did  L^a  too  bis  willing  weapon  bare. 

For  OUio's  phrei 


The  iife  or  death  of 


The  honr  is  past,  and  Lara  too  is  there. 
With  self-confiding,  coldly  patient  ait ; 
Why  comes  not  Ezielui  ?  The  hour  is  past. 
And  murmurs  rise,  and  Otbo'a  brow 's  o'erca 
*'I  luiowniy  friend!  his  faith  1  cannot  fear, 
Ifyet  he  be  on  earth,  expect  1dm  here; 
The  roof  that  held  him  in  the  valley  stands 
Between  my  own  and  noble  I.;ara's  lands ; 
My  halls  from  such  a  guest  had  honour  gun't 


pthost 


.ordisgoodwl 


Short 


IS  the  ( 


in  Olho  ga 


,cl ;  furious,  blindly  rai 
■      -ash : 


fell,  but  not  with  deadly 
trelch'd  by  a  dexterous  sleight  along  the  ground. 
Demand  thy  life :"  Ho  answer'd  not :  and  then 
mm  lliat  red  floor  he  ne'a-  had  risen  again, 

Imost  to  blackness  in  its  demon  hue  ;' 

han  when  hia  foe's  was°levell'd  at  his  brow , 
Then  all  was  stem  coUectedness  and  art. 
Now  rose  the  unleaven'd  hatred  of  his  heart ; 
So  little  sparuig  to  the  foe  he  fell'd. 
That  when  the  appioaehing  crowd  his  arm  withheii. 
He  almost  tum'd  the  thirsty  pomt  on  those 
Who  thus  for  merey  dared  to  interpose ; 
Bui  to  a  moment's  thought  that  pur]iose  bent : 
Yet  look'd  ho  on  him  still  with  eye  intent,  . 
As  if  he  loathed  the  metTectual  strife 
That  lefl  a  foe,  howe'er  o'erthfown,  with  life; 
As  if  to  search  bow  far  the  wound  he  gave 
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The  others 
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louring  hall. 

And  be,  in 

censed  and  he 

of  them  all, 

The  cause 
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Nor  cast  0 

Olho's  towei 

nglelook. 

But  where 

washed  Iha 

meteor  of  a  night. 

Who  menaced  but  to  dis 
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■&  the  dome  of  OLho  long  ere  mom, 
rkness,  jet  so  well  the  paili  was  worn 
DulduDttnissil:  nest  bis  dwelling  lay ; 

It  tne  absence  of  the  cbieni  soughu 


But  none  are  there,  and  not  a  brake  hath  home 
Nor  gout  of  blood,  nor  shred  of  mantle  torn ; 
Nor  fall  nor  struggle  hath  defaced  the  grass, 
Which  sail  cettuus  a  mark  where  munler  was ; 
Nor  dabhhng  lingors  Icfl  to  tell  the  taie, 
The  bitter  print  of  each  convuislse  nail. 
When  agonized  bands,  th&l  cease  to  guard, 
Wound  in  that  pang  the  smoothr^ess  of  the  atnsii. 
Some  such  had  been,  if  here  a  life  was  reft, 
Out  these  were  not ;  and  doubling  hope  is  left ; 
And  strange  suspicion  wliispcring  Lara^s  name, 
How  duly  muticra  o'er  his  hiadien'd  fame ; 
Then  sudden  silent  when  his  ibnn  appeot'd, 
Awaits  the  sbsonce  of  the  thing  it  fear'd 
Again  its  wonted  wondering  to  renew. 
And  dye  conjecUire  with  a  daiket  hue. 

Til. 
Days  toll  along,  and  Otho's  wounds  are  hcai'd, 
But  not  his  pride ;  end  hale  no  more  conceal'd : 
id  Lara's  fuo. 


rhe  friend  of  all  wl 


Account  of  Enzclin  at  Lara's  hands. 

Who  else  than  Lam  could  have  cause  to  fear 

His  presence  1  who  had  made  him  disappear, 

[f  net  the  tnan  on  whom  bis  menaced  eharge 

Had  sate  too  deeply  were  he  lefl  at  lai^7 

The  general  rumour  ignorantly  loud. 

The  raptery  dearest  In  the  curious  crowd  ; 

The  seeming  triendlessness  of  him  who  slrore 

Til  vna  no  confidence,  and  waJie  no  love ; 

'riie  sweeping  fierceness  whidi  his  soul  betray'd, 

Tl.e  skill  with  whirfi  he  wielded  bis  keoi  ' '    ' 


re  bad  hi 


ht  thai 


For  it  was  not  the  blind  capricious  rage 
A  ivord  can  kindle  and  a  word  assuage ; 
But  the  deep  working  of  a  Boul  unmii'd 
With  aught  of  pily  where  its  wrath  had  lii'd ; 
Sunh  as  long  power  and  overgorged  success 
Concentrates  into  all  that's  merdless: 
These,  lint'd  with  that  de^re  which  ever  sways 
Mankuid,  the  rather  to  condemn  than  praise, 
'Gainst  Lara  gathmuig  raised  at  length  a  storm. 
Such  as  himsdf  might  fear,  and  foes  would  ibtm, 

Of  one  that  haunts  him  BtUI,  alive  or  dead. 
VHL 


Who  work'd  Ms  wantonness  in  foi 
Long  ^var  .vilbou.  and  frequent  br 
Had  made  a  path  for  blood  and  gii 


-d  blends. 


havoc,  such  as  ei 
Which  knows  no  neute 

feudal  fortress  eaclt  was  lord, 
deed  obcy'd,  in  soul  abhorr'd. 
Thus  Lara  had  inherited  his  lands, 

But  that  long  absence  from  his  native  clim 
Had  left  him  signless  of  oppression's  crlm 
And  now  diterted  by  his  milder  sway, 
All  dread  by  slow  degrees  had  worn  away 
I'hs  menials  felt  their  usual  awe  alone, 
But  mora  for  him  than  them  that  fear  was 
They  deem'd  bim  now  unhappy,  though  ai 
Their  evil  judgment  augur'd  of  the  worst. 
And  each  long  restless  night,  and  silent  mi 
Was  traced  to  siciuKss,  fed  by  solitude : 
though  his  lonely  hibils  threw  of  latt 


Gkiom 


ni  ihehce  the  wretched  lu 


serAil  w: 


:r  unsoothcd  withdrew, 


Cold  to 


The  bumble  pi 


,  contemptuous  to  the  high, 
I'd  nc<  his  unheeding  eye ; 
ipeak  not,  but  beneath  bis  roof 
They  found  asykim  oft,  and  ne'er  reproof. 
And  they  who  watched  might  mark  that  day  by  day, 
Some  new  retainers  gather'd  to  his  sway ;  ■ 
But  most  of  late,  ance  Euelin  was  lost, 
lie  plsy'd  the  courteous  lord  and  bounteous  host : 

Some  snare  prepared  for  Ins  obnoxious  bead: 
Whate'er  Ids  view,  his  favour  more  obtauts 
With  lliese,  the  people,  than  his  fellow  thanes. 
If  this  were  policy,  so  far  'twas  sound. 
The  nullion  judged  but  of  him  as  they  found ; 
From  him,  by  sterner  chiefs  to  eiile  driven. 
They  but'.required  a  '   "'  * '' 


asant  mourn'd  his  rifled  e 

1  serf  could  murmur  u  u-  his  lot ; 

iTuh  hm.  old  Avarice  fbimd  its  hoah.  s 

mihhimion 

youlh,  preset 

t  cheer,  and  promised  rec 

Jet^n'd,  till 

11  too  late  to  part  Irom  th 

To  hate  he  ofTer'd,  with  the  comuig  chi 

The  deep  revi 

raon  of  delay'd  revenge 

To  love,  long 

lafBed  by  the  unequal  match, 

ill  now  was 

pe,  he  waits  but  to  prod 

rhat  slavery 

oihlng  which  waa  stiJ  a  n 

ame,  the  hour  when  0th 

thought 

Secure  at  las 

Fresh  from  lh«r  feudal  fetters  newly  riven, 
Defyhig  earth,  and  conRdenl  of  heaven. 
Thai  morning  be  had  freed  the  sml-bouitd  sla 
Who  dig  Its  land  for  tyrants  but  their  graves 
is  thrar  cry — some  watch-word  for  the 
vindicate  the  nrcoig,  and  waqi  the  rigl 

fectious  phrase  by  cannuig  caught  and 
Thai  guilt  may  reign,  and  wolves  and  worms 


Throughout  that  cl 
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fl  by  Google 
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serli  conleni 

n'dtheonn. 

and  haled  both 

■I'h 

y  walled  fau 

a  leader,  an 

they  found 

lln 

By 

la 

elf-ddeoce. 

nudst  Ihe  st 

(Ju 

offbvBome 

tefrdm  those 

Whombuihanc 

DM  for  his  foe 

Had  Lara  from 

,at  night,  to 

Prepared  iome. 

but  not  all 

e,thewo,st: 

s™ 

«  reason  urged,  whato'oi 

inq 

iryu.10  deeds  MdLstanc 

done; 

hiso.vuthe 

eauseofall. 

E'e 

nifhefail'd 

hesiilldcla 

•dhisfalL 

The  sullen  calm 

bat  long  his 

bosom  kept. 

Th 

storm  Ihato 

nee  had  epc 

1  itself  and  ele 

sed  by  even 

that  seem'd  roredoom'd  la 

Ilix 

IBB  to  their 

Uu 

si  forth,  end 

HiadehimanheoDcehadb. 

Us 

ht  caro  had  h 

e  for  life,  an 

less  for  fame, 

ss  btted  for  the  desperate  game : 
lie  deeni'd  huaself  mark'd  out  for  others'  hau 
And  Diock'd  at  ruin  su  they  shared  his  fate. 
What  cared  he  for  the  freedom  of  the  crowd? 
Ho  raised  the  humble  but  to  bend  tiie  proud. 
He  had  hoped  quiet  hi  his  sullen  l^r,      - 


Ani*  'hey  must  kill,  they  cannot  snare  the  pre; 
aicm,  unaiubitious,  uleiit,  he  had  been 
Heacefbrlh  a  caini  spectator  of  life's  scene ; 


What  boots  the  ofl-repeaied  tale  of  strife, 
Tho  feosi  of  vullutea,  and  the  waste  of  life  ? 
"nie  varying  f«iune  of  each  separate  field. 
The  fierce  that  vanquish  and  the  faint  that  yield  ? 
The  smoking  ruin,  and  the  crumbled  wall  7 
In  this  the  straggle  ^ 


»t  their 


In  bitterness  that  baniBb'd  all 

emorse. 

None  sued,  Eir  Mercy  knew  h 

Ills  captive  died  upon  the  bai 

e-plain: 

In  either  cause,  one  rage  alon 

possesl 

The  eniph^  of  the  altemato  i 

iter's  breast; 

And  they  met  emote  for  freed 

m  or  for  sway 

Deeni'd  few  were  slain,  while 

fioreremaiQ'd 

It  was  foo  late  to  check  the  w 

And  desolation  reap'd  the  fam 

ish'dland; 

The  torch  was  lighted,  and  th 

And  carnage  smiled  upon  her 

ally  dead. 

XI. 

Fresh  wHh  the  ntrre  the  new 

The  tlrst  siiccess  to  Lara's  n 

But  thai  vain  victory  hath  rui 

dall, 

Thoy  form  no  longer  to  their  1 

ader'scall; 

nv 

In  lied 

othwhate'erachiefm 

[■o 

leek  tl 

e  headkmg  fury  of  tha 

nv 

in  Ihei 

stubborn  ardour  he  w 

old  tamo 

I'he 

handt 

IV 

e  alone  hath  turn'd  Ih 

An. 

heir  rashness  to  (heir 

rrmg  brc 

feign'd 

retreat,  the  nightly  am 

luscade, 

I'hi 

rass,  and  the  fight  de 

The 

vatien  of  the  hoped  su 

[sky. 

I'hp 

slubber 

n  wall  that  mocks  (he 

Aw 

pallB  I 

e  patience  of  his  baMed  heart. 

y  had  not  deem'd :  th 

battle-d 

y  rmM 

^ul 

eferr-dthefuryofthe 

strife. 

An. 

death  to  hourly  suifer 

ng  hlo 

vnngs,  and  fever  swe 

Jlis 

number 

melUng  feat  from  Ihe 

nti 

Uiumph  fades  to  disc 

And 

soul  alone  seems  still 

nbent! 

And  iJiousands  dwindled  to  a  scanty  band : 
Desperate,  though  few,  the  lest  and  best  re 
To  mourn  the  disciplme  they  late  disdain'd. 


It  is  resolved— they  march — consenting  Night 
Ouldes  with  her  star  their  dim  and  torchless  High' 
Already  they  perceive  its  tranquil  beam 


Are  those  the  shepherds'  fires  upon  die  haghl  ? 
Alas :  they  blaie  too  widely  for  the  flight : 
Cut  off  from  hopo,  and  compass'd  in  tbe  tod. 
Less  blood  jierehance  hath  bought  a  richer  spoil 

xin. 

A  moment's  pause,  't  is  but  lo  breathe  theu'  band, 
Or  shall  they  onward  press,  or  here  withstand  ? 
It  mailers  little— if  Ihey  charge  tho  foes 
Who  by  the  border-stream  their  match  appose. 
Some  few,  perchance,  may  break  and  pass  the  hnr 
However  Imk'd  to  bafOe  such  design. 
"The  charge  be  oiub!  to  wait  fof  their  assau.. 
Were  fata  woll  worthy  of  a  coward's  h.-<It." 
Forth  flies  each  sabre,  rein'd  is  eVery  steed. 
And  the  nest  word  shall  scarce  outstnp  the  deed 
if  Lara's  gatherbig  breath 


f  shall  bu 


u'thei 


.Kalcd,  ever 
to  betray  ine 
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(Jf  nnHimful  paleness,  ivhoae  dsep  lipt  eiprest 
The  Irulh,  and  not  die  terror  of  his  breasU 
This  Lara  niai'k'd,  and  Uid  his  hand  on  his : 
It  trembled  not  in  sucli  an  hour  ae  this ; 
Ha  Up  was  eiLent,  scarcelj  beat  his  heart. 
His  eye  alone  prodain^d,  ^*We  will  not  part  1 
Thy  band  may  perish,  or  thy  friends  may  flee. 
Farewell  to  life,  btit,not  adieu  to  Ihce !" 

Pours  the  link'd  band  through  ranks  asunder  riven ; 
Weil  has  each  Bised  obey'd  the  armed  heel. 
And  flash  the  eoimiljra,  and  rinja  the  steel : 
OuUmmher'd,  no(  oatbraved,  lliey  still  oppose 
Despiur  to  daruig,  and  a  frDiil  to  Ibea  ; 
And  blood  is  mingled  with  the  iloshing  sireun. 
Which  runs  all  rodlj  tUl  the  morning  beam. 


No 

"e  fled,  for  well  they  knew  Uiat  flight  w 

Bi 

those  thai  waver  turn  to  smite  again. 

W 

lie  yet  ihey  find  the  firmest  of  the  foe 

Ui 

Nn 

«  girt  with  nnmbets,  now  almost  alone 

Ho 

foils  thor  ranks,  or  reunites  hia  own ; 

Rimself  hi 


is  hand  ^n  high, 


And  shook— wliy  sudden  droops  that  plumed  crest  J 
The  shaft  is  sped— the  urow  'a  in  his  breast  1 
That  falal  gesture  left  the  unguarded  side. 
And  Death  hatli  stricken  down  yon  arm  of  pride. 
The  word  of  triumph  fainted  froql  his  tongue ; 
'oopmgly  it  hung! 


inainana,  soraisea,  now  uroopuigiy  iiuuug; 
But  yet  the  sivord  insUnctlvely  retauM, 

They  spake  of  other  scfmes,  hiU  what—is  know 

Though  from  lis  fellow  f  hrink'the  falHng  reins : 
These  Kaled  snatches :  diray  wid.  the  blow, 

To  Kaled,  whom  then'  meaning  teaoh'd  alone ; 

And  he  replied,  though  faintly,  lo  thar  sound, 

And  senseless  bending  o'er  his  sa.ldle-bow, 

Perceives  not  T.ara  that  his  anxious  page 

Beginles  his  charger  from  the  combat's  rage : 

To  half  forget  the  present  in  the  past ; 

Meantime  his  followers  charge,  and  charge  agaui ; 

Too  mii'd  the  slayers  now  to  heed  the  slain ! 

Whose  darkness  none  b-iside  should  penetrate. 

XVI. 

XIX. 

Dav  glimmers  on  the  dying  and  the  dead, 

Their  words,  though  faint,  were  many— from  the 

The  cloven  cuirass,  and  the  helmloss  head ; 

Thea  Import  IhoBO  who  heard  could  judge  alone 

Thij  wai-hoise  maateiless  is  on  die  earth. 

From  this,  you  might  have  deera'd  young  Kaled' 

And  mat  last  gasp  hath  hurst  his  bloody  ginh ; 

More  near  than  Lara's  hy  his  v<rica  and  breath. 

And  near,  yet  quivering  with  nlxat  lifii  remain'd, 

So  sad,  so  deep  atul  hesita^ng,  broke 

The  heel  that  urged  him  am!  the  hand  that  rein'd ; 

And  soma  too  near  thai  rilling  torrent  lie,    , 

But  Lara's  voieo  though  low,,  at  first  was  clear 

Whoso  waters  mock  the  lip  of  those  that  die ; 

ThM  iianting  iliiral  which  seotrfies  in  the  brealh 

But  from  his  visage  little  could  wo  guess. 

Of  Ihose  that  die  the  soldier's  fiery  death. 

.n  viOn  impels  the  burning  moulh  to  crave      -. 

Save  that,  when  struggling  nearer  to  his  last, 

( )n«  dro|i— the  last— to  cool  it  for  the  grave ; 

Upon  that  page  his  eye  was  kindly  cast ; 

VVifli  feeble  and  convulsive  effort  swept. 

And  once  as  Kaled's  answering  accents  cessl. 

Their  limla  akiog  the  erlmson'd  turf  have  ercpt ; 

Rose  Lara's  h  ind,  and  pointed  lo  the  Eiist ; 

The  laiht  leniams  of  Ide  such  struggles  waste. 

Whether  (as  then  ihe  breaking  sun  from  high 

But  ynt  ilicy  rett.il  the  stream,  and  bend  10  laaie : 

Roll'd  back  the  lUwda)  Ihe  morrow  caught  his  c 

They  feel  its  freshnesu,  and  almost  poriake- 

Or  that 't  was  chince,  or  some  remember'd  seen 

n-k.,  ..;..,)  k^.  ,^  ...  .^nr  .^h-m  .../>h  l.nd  hop 

XVIL 


IS  Lara,  bleeding  fiisi  from  liC 


■h  Ihe  t 


Kneels  Kaled,  waiehful  o' 
And  with  his  scarf  would 
With  each  convulsion,  in  a  blacker  gush 
And  then,  as  his  faint  brealhmg  wa» 
In  feebler,  not  less  fatal  tricklings  Ro 
He  scarce  can  speak,  but  motions  hi 
And  merely  adds  another  throb  to  pa 
He  Claris  the  hand  that  {King  which 


sadly  smiles  hi 


Whor 


xvin. 

The  foe  arrives,  who  long  had  search'd  the 
Their  triumph  nought  till  Lara  too  should  yi 
They  wouU  remove  him,  but  Ihey  see  '1  we 
And  he  regards  them  with  a  calm  disdain. 
That  rose  to  reconcile  hun  with  his  &te, 
And  that  escape  to  death  fi:om  living  hate : 
And  Otho  comes,  and,  leapuig  from  his  stce 
Looks  on  the  deeding  foe  that  made  hbn  bl 
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Scarce  Kalod 
A»  if  his  h^an 
And  ehrunk  hi 
To  louh  on  Lor! 


ibhon 


•g  light, 


grow  niglil. 
1 01  seiiM!  seeiri'd  iefi,  [hough  belter  were  its  loss ; 
For  when  one  near  displayed  Lhe  absi^lving  cross. 
And  proffet'd  lo  hb  touch  Iht  holy  bead, 
or  which  his  partino  soul  mighi  own  thu  need, 
He  look'd  upon  it  with  an  eye  profane, 
And  smiled — Heaven  pardon  I  if  'twere  with  dlsdi 
And  Kaled,  though  he  spoha  not,  nor  withdrew 
From  Larn's  &ce  his  fix'd  despairing  liew, 
Wiih  blow  repulsive,  and  with  gesture  swift. 


XX. 

Gut  gasping  heaved  the  breath  that  Lara  drew, 
And  dull  the  film  along  liis  dim  eye  gre» ; 
His  limbB  stretchM  fluttering,  and  his  head  drooped  q 
1'he  weak,  yet  still  untiring  knee  that  bore ; 
He  press'd  the  hand  he  held  upon  his  heart-r- 
'Lit  Kaled  will  not  part 


Beats  the  airong  heart,  though  less  the  lips  av 
They  were  not  common  links,  that  form'd  the  > 
That  bound  to  Lara  Kaled's  iieail  and  brain , 
Bui  that  wUd  tale  she  brook'd  not  lo  unfold, 

xxm. 

They  laid  him  in  the  earth,  and  on  his  breast. 


They  foui 

Which  were  not  planted  th. 

Where'er  had  pass'd  his  su 


Thcs. 


le  odd  gi 


ai  ihrot 


tl  feels. 


IS  Lara  whieh  Ihou  loo 
XXI. 


Ho( 


The  haughty  spirit  of  that  humblo  clay; 

3r  from  then, 
rusmg  him  I 
ms  the  Lbrni 


glance 


IIe( 


.Id  still  SI 


lb  upon  the  plain ; 
He  did'not  dash  himself  thereby,  nor  tear 
The  dossy  tendrils  of  his  rairen  hair, 
Bui  strove  to  stand  and  gaie,  but  reei'd  and  fell, 
Scarce  ureaUiing  more  Ihan  that  he  loved  so 
Oh!  never  yet  beneath 
Itch  trusty  love  may  breaths 


Than  th 


Thes 


irymg  m 


ong  and  jol  but  half  conceal'J ; 
revive  that  lifeless  breast, 
m'd  ended,  but  the  sex  confoss'd ; 
irn'd,  and  Kaled  felt  no  shame— 


xxu. 

And  Lara  sleeps  not  where  his  lathers  si 

And  he  was  mourn'd  by  one  whose  quiet  grii 
Less  loud,  oudaats  a  people's  for  theu'  chief. 
Vain  was  all  question  ask'd  her  of  the  past. 


'd  the  I 


Her  all  for  one  who  seem'd  but  UtUe  kind. 
Wny  did  she  love  himT  Curious  fool !— be 


han  youi 


ieyes 


Besides 


oundth 


,  might  ha 


Retum'd  nomore — that  night  appear'd his  la 

XXIV. 
Upon  that  night  (a  peasant's  is  ^e  tale), 
A  serf  that  cross'd  the  intervenuig  vale. 
When  Cynthia's  light  almost  give  way  to  rat 
■    ■     ^arlyveil'din     '     ' 


rt;ihal 

■osa  betimes  to 

Ibrmd 

the  wooa, 

tn. 

hew  Ihe 

boi.ghthatbo 

,=hth 

IS  children's 

>ns 

'd  by  th 

destl 

e  plain 

)r  Otho'sia 

nds  and  Lara- 

brofl. 

dornahi: 

le 

leard  a 

orseman  brg 

■Vo 

wood— before 

him  was  a  cloak 

Vr 

athi- 

addle-bow, 

l™ 

was  hi 

head,  and  hidden  w 

IS  his  brow. 

Koo 

set!  by  tl 

le  sudden  sigh 

at  sue 

Ji  a  time, 

le  foreboding  thai  it  mi^t  be  erinii 
■  unheeded  walch'd  Iha  stranger's  course 
acb'd  the  river,  boimded  from  his  horse. 


tinalher  hurr 


dglanc 


And  follow  with  his  step  the  i 

As  if  even  yet  loo  much  its  surface  show'i 

The  winter  floods  had  scotler'd  heaps  of  a 
Of  these  the  heaviest  tJienee  he  gaiher'd 


Ands 


mg  tb 


the  serf  bad  erepl  lo  where  unseen 
Himself  might  safely  mark  what  diis  might  mean 
He  r»ught  a  glimpse,  as  of  a  floating  breast. 
And  something  gjiiter'd  slar-Wte  on  the  vosi. 
But  ere  he  well  oiuld  raai*  the  buoyant  trunk, 
A  massy  fragment  jmolo  it,  and  it  sunk ; 
It  rose  again  but  indisllnel  to  view. 
And  left  the  waters  of  a  purple  hue, 

TLi  ebb'd  the  latest  eddy  il  bad  n^sed ; 
Then  turning,  vaulted  on  Ids  pawing  steed, 
And  instant  spurred  bim  into  pin-''':ng  speed.' 
His  &£e  was  mask'd — Ibe  featiueE  of  ihe  dead, 
If  dead  it  were,  escaped  the  observer's  dread; 
Bui  If  in  sooib  a  star  iu  bosom  bore. 
Such  is  tho  badge  that  knighthood  ever  wore, 
fo  Sir  EiMlbi  haiJ  worn 


Upon 


hi  that 
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If  thoH  ne  perishM,  Heaven  receive  hia  soul  I 

And  chanty  upon  Ihe  hope  would  dwe^l 
It  was  not  Lara^B  hand  by  vrluch  he  felL 

XXV. 
And  Kaled — Lara — Eiielui,  are  gone. 
Alike  without  their  monumental  atone  < 
The  first,  all  efliirts  vainly  strove  to  wean 
From  lingering  where  her  chieHain^s  blood  had  been  j 
Grief  had  bq  tamed  a  spirit  once  too  proud. 
Her  tears  were  few,  her  wiling  never  loud ; 
But  furious  would  yon  tear  her  from  the  spot 
Where  yet  she  searce  belieled  that  he  waa  not, 

That  haunts  the  tigress  in  her  whelp^ss  kc 
But,  lefl  to  waste  her  weary  miia 
'  She  talbM  all  idly  unto  shapes  of  air, 

And  wooa  to  hsten  to  her  fund  cfHUplaintf 
And  she  would  sit  beneath  the  very  treo 
Wbero  lay  hie  drooping  head  upon  het  lit 

His  wonls,  his  looks,  his  dying  grasp  recs 
And  she  had  ahom,  but  saved  her  raven  I 

And  fold,  and  press  it  gently  lo  the  grouti 


Or  trace  strange  characters  along  tite  i 
This  could  not  last— she  lies  by  hini  si 
Her  tale  untold— her  truth  tuu  dearly  p 

NOTE. 


Imgand  i 


u!  the  cardinal  ha 


It  of  it 


Ouhe  of  Gan 
The  most  i 

stance  as  follows:  "On  the  aghlh  day  of  June,  Ihe 
cardinal  of  Valenza,  and  the  Duke  of  Gondia,  sons  of 
Ihe  Pope,  supped  with  their  mother,  Vonozza,  near  the 

ig  reminded  liis  brother, 
apostolic  palace,  they 

ants,  and  proceeded  together  ss  far  astlie  palaoa  of 

catdfrnd,  that  before  he  reUirned  home,  he  bad  lo  pay 

letidants,  excepting  his  ftaffiero,  or  footman,  and  a 

aTrp[irr,  and  who,  during  the  space  of  a  month,  or  there, 
abouia,  previous  to  this  time,  had  called  upon  him 

win  behind  him  on  his  mule,  and  proceeded  to  the 
nreetof  (he  Jews,  where  he  quitted  his  servant,  direct- 
mg  nnn  to  remain  there  until  a  cen^n  hour;  when, 
i  be  did  .not  rcEurn,  ha  might  repair  to  the  palace. 


and  mortally  wounded ;  and  although  he  wi 
with  groat  care,  yet  such  was  his  situatii 


liety ;  but  he  , 


her,  and,  not  choosing  10  quit  iJie  house  ir 

bad  waited  till  the  following  evenmg  to  rotum  home. 

When,  however,  the  evening  arrived,  and  he  found 

deeply  althcted,  and  began  to  make  inquiries  IVom 
diBcrent  persons,  whom  he  ordered  to  attend  hun  fop 
that  purpose.  Amongst  these  was  a  man  named  Gior- 
gio Schiavoni,  who,  having  discharged  some  timber 
from  a  bark  in  the  river,  had  remained  on  board  the 
vessel,  (o  watch  it,  and  being  interrogated  whether  he 
had  seen  any  one  thrown  into  the  river,  on  the  night 

who  came  down  the  street,  and  looked  diligently  about, 
to  observe  whether  any  person  was  passing.  That  see* 
ing  DO  one,  they  retmned,  bid  a  short  time  BAcrwardi 
two  others  came,  and  looked  around  in  the  same 
manner  as  the  former ;  no  person  still  appearing,  they 
gave  a  ugn  lo  Iheir  companions,  when  a 


e,  havin 


dead 


e  body,  t 


ii^porung  tl 

falling.   They  thus  proceeded  towards  that, part,  whero 

■'     llth  of  the  city  is  Usually  discharged  into  the  river, 

turning  the  horse  with  bis  tail  towards  the  water, 

wo  persons  took  the  dead  body  by  the  arms  and 

The  person  on  horseback  then  a^ted  if  they  had  thrown 
'  ■  '    '    y  replied,  SigiiBT,  si,  (yes.  Sir).  Ho 


ippea 


of  their 


s  thai 


The  aiiendants  of  the 
onliff  then  inquired  from  Giorgio,  why  he  had  not 
evoaled  this  lo  the  governor  of  the  city ;  to  which  he 
cplied,  that  lie  had  seen  in  hb  time  a  huodred  dead 

ny  inquiry  being  made  respeedng  Ihem,  and  Ihat  he 
ad  not,  llierelbre,  considered  it  as  a  matter  of  hny 
njKirta.ice.  The  fishermen  and  seamen  were  then 
ollcctcd,  and  ordered  to  search  the  river ;  where,  on 
le  following  evemng,  ihey  finind  the  body  of  the 
uke,  with  his  hahit  entue,  and  thir^  ducats  ui  his 
urse.  He  was  pierced  with  nine  wounds,  one  nf 
'hich  was  in  his  throat,  the  others  in  his  head,  body. 


nl>5.    No  sooner  was 


Jie  death  of  his  son,  and  that  h 

had  been  tl 

he  Sth,  into  the  river,  than,  givi 

g  way  to  his 

e  shut  himself  up  in  a  chambei 

rhe  cardinal  of  Segovia,  and  0th 
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P.,pe  went  to  the  door,  and  after  many  hqura  spent  in 

ensuing  day.    At  length,  howevtr,  g 

entrealies  of  his  attendants,  ho  b«ga 

(dmil  them.    From  Iho  evening  ofWednesday,  till  the 

heaJlh  might  austun,  by  the  further 

ndulgenoe  of  lii 

Bleep  from  Thursday  morning  tH  Uie  same  hour  on  U,e 

grieU"— fiojcoe's  Lea  Tenth,  vol.  i.  pa 

geaes. 

A  POEM. 


Thegi 
O'arh 


t  of  glad 


Is  sheds  his 


parting  ai 


Descending  faat  the  mountain  shadows  kiss 
Thy  glorious  guli;  iinconqner'd  Salamis ! 
Their  aiora  arches  through  the  long  eipanse. 
More  deeply  purpled,  met  his  mellowing  glani 
And  tenderesl  tints,  along  their  suiamlts  drive 
Mark  his  gay  course  and  cvn  the  hues  of  hea 
'mi,  darkly  shaded  from  the  land  and  deep, 
Behind  his  Delphian  cliff  he  sinks  lo  sleep. 
On  such  an  eve,  hia  palest  beam  he  east, 
When,  Athens '.  here  thy  wisest  to^'d  liis  la: 


Not  yet— not  jel— Sol  pauses  on  the  hill— 
The  preuous  hour  of  parting  lingers  sliU ; 
But  sad  his  light  to  agoniilng  eyes. 


Bul,1o!  from  high  Hymetlos  to  the  plain, 
ITie  queen  of  right  asserts  her  silent  reign.' 
No  murky  va.pour,  herald  of  the  storm, 
Hides  her  fair  fece,  nor  girds  her  glowing  form ; 
With  eoniice  glimmering  as  the  moon-beams  play, 
There  the  while  column  greets  her  grateful  ray. 
And  bright  aromid,  with  quiyering  beams  beset. 


Thegr 


And  dull  were  his  that  pa 


and  wide 


long  array  of  sapphire  and  of  gold, 

i  with  (he  shades  of  many  a  distant  i> 

That  frown— where  gentler  ocean  seems  to 

As  thus  within  the  walls  of  Pallas'  fane 

I  mark'd  the  beauties  of  the  land  and  main, 

Alone  and  friendless,  on  the  magic  shore 


re  of  I 


But  chiefly,  Pallu 
Cheok'dt^lhyoQ 


beyond  her  Greece. 

ber  softest  sky, 
my  fbotslepB  trod 
many  a  vanished  god ; 


,  fell  more  sadly  lair 
lerc  the  startUng  tread 
Thrills  the  lone  heart  like  echoes  from  the  dead. 
Long  had  I  mused,  and  measured  ef  ery  trace 
The  wreck  of  Greece  recorded  of  her  race. 
When,  lo !  a  ^anl  form  before  me  sirode, 
And  Pallas  haU'd  me  m  her  own  abode. 
Yes,  'twas  Minerva's  sel^  bul,  ah!  how  changed 
Since  o'er  the  Dardan  field  in  Mns  she  ranged  i 
Not  such  as  erst^  by  her  dinne  command. 
Her  form  appear'd  from  Phidias'  plastic  hand; 
Gone  were  the  terrors  of  her  awfrd  brow. 
Her  idle  ^gisborcno  gorgon^now; 
Her  helm  was  doep  indented,  and  her  lance 
Seem'd  weak  and  shafrJess,  e'en  to  mortal  glanco ; 
The  oliye  branch,  which  slitl  she  deign'd  lo  clasp, 
1  and  wither'd  in  her  grasp : 
the  brightest  of  the  sky^ 
Uelestial  tears  bedinun'd  her  large  blue  eye ; 
Round  the  rent  easijue  her  owlet  circled  slow. 

Proclaims  thee  Briton— (nice  a  noble  name— 
first  of  the  mighty,  foremost  of  the  G«e, 
Now  honour'd  fcs»  hy  all — and  least  by  me : 
Chief  of  thy  fo       "    "~ " 


I  though  St' 


si  thou 


ise?On> 
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Recount  the  re 

'/W  Cscrops 

Tfta!  Hadrian  rear'd  »hen  drooping  BQience  uk 

Whal  more  I  rme  let  gratitude  attest-- 

Knoiv,  Alaric  ajid  Elgin  did  the  tesL 

That  all  may  learn  Irom  whence  the  plunder  ca 

The  insulted  wall  Bustdna  his  hated  name.' 

Pot  Elgin's  fame  thus  grateful  Pallas  pleails ; 


«,hisi 
jr  hail'd 


The  Gothic  monarch  ai 

Arms  gave  the  first  his  tight — the  ]^t  had  none. 

But  basely  stole  what  less  harbariana  won ! 


lext  prowls  the  wolf— the  filthy  jackal  last : 
leshf  limbs,  and  blood,  the  li^imer  make  their  ot 
lie  last  base  brute  securely  gnaws  the  bono, 
'et  Btill  the  gods  are  just,  wid  crimes  are  crost — 
ee  here  what  Elgin  won,  and  what  he  lost ! 


Behold  w. 


She  ceased  awhile,  and  thus  I  dared  reply, 
^o  seethe  the  vengeancq  kindling  in  her  eye  :^ 


Frowoi 


m  England — England  owns  him  not — 
AUiBns,no!  thopliindererwas  a  Scot!' 
Ash  thou  the  difference  7  From  fair  Phyle's  lowete 
Survey  Bieotiai — Caledonia's  ours. 
And  well  T  know  within  that  bastard  land  * 
Hath  wisdom's  goddess  never  held  command; 
A  iMlrren  soil,  where  nafuro's  germs,  confined, 
To  Mem  sterility  can  stint  the  mind ; 
Whose  thlsQe  well-batrays  the  niggatd  earth, 
Emblem  of  alt  to  whom  the  land  gives  blrlh. 
Each  genial  influence  nurtured  to  resist, 
A  land  of  meanness,  sophistry,  and  mist : 
Each  breeze  from  foggy  mount  and  marshy  pidn 

Till,  biftat  at  length,  each  watery  head  o'erflows. 
Foul  as  thfur  Boil,  and  frigid  as  their  snows : 
Ten  thousand  syiemes  of  petulance  and  pride 
Despatch  her  scheming  children  far  and  wide ; 
Some  east,  some  west,  some  every  where  but  notlh  1- 
In  quest  of  lawless  gain  they  issue  forth  ,- 
And  thus,  accuraed  he  the  day  and  year. 
She  sent  a  Piol  to  play  the  felon  here. 
Vet,  Caledonia  claims  some  native  worth. 


Hound  t 


irfew. 


'd  and  th. 


er  the  grave, 
IsnaKe  off  the  sordid  dust  of  such  a  land. 
And  shine  like  cnitaren  of  a  happier  alrand: 

Ten  names  (if  found)  had  saved  n  wretched  race ! 

"  Mortal,"  the  blue-eyed  maM  resumed,  "  once  mi 

Though  fallen,  das  1  this  vengeance  still  is  mine. 
To  turn  iny  councile  <kr  from  lands  like  thine. 


(ear  then  in  ulence  Pallas'  stern  beh. 
Fear  and  believe,  for  tune  shall  tell  th 
list  on  the  head  of  film  wlio  did  the  r 
ly  curse  shall  Ught,— on  liim  and  all 
Pithoul  one  spark  of  intellectual  fire. 


ill  the  s 


IE  the  ( 


it  the  patent  brood  di: 
Believe  him  bastard  of  a  brighter  race ; 
Still  with  his  hueUng  artists  let  him  pra.lt, 
And  folly's  praise  repay  lor  wisdom's  hate ! 
Long  of  th^  patron's  gusto  let  them  tell. 
Whose  noblest  rtadM  gusio—is  to  sell : 
To  sell,  and  make  (may  shame  record  llie  day '.) 
The  state  receiver  of  his  pllfer'd  prey ! 
Meantune,  the  flattering  feeble  dotanl.  West, 
Europe's  worst  dauber,  and  poor  Britain's  beat, 
With  palsied  hand  shall  turn  each  model  o'er. 
And  own  himself  an  infant  of  fourscore  :° 
Be  all  the  bruisers  call'd  from  al!  St.  Giles, 


rvel  al  his  Jordship's 
le  throng'd  gate  shall 


And,  last  of  all,  amidst  the  gaping  crew. 
Some  calm  spectalor,  as  he  lakes  his  view,J 
In  silent  indignation,  mii'd  with  grieQ 
Admires  the  plunder,  but  abhors  the  thief. 
Loathed  throughout  life — scarce  pardon'd  in 
May  hate  pursue  his  sacrilegious  lust! 
Link'd  with  the  fool  who  fired  the  Ephewan 
Shall  vengeance  follow  far  beyond  the  tomb ; 
Erostratus  and  Elgin  e'er  shafi  shine 
In  many  n  brsJiding  page  and  burmng  hno ! 


Look  (0  the  Bal^  blazing  from  afar— 
Your  old  ally,  yet  mourns  perfidious  war : 
Not  to  such  deeiis  did  Pallas  lend  her  aid. 
Or  break  the  compact  which  herself  had  made ; 


A  fatal  gift,  th 
And  lefl  lost  A 
Look  to  the  ea 


And  glares  the  Nemesis  of  na( 
Till  Indus  rolls  a  deep  purpuri 
And  clEuras  his  long  arrear  of 
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ar  ally, 


Oh  gloriuua  field  1  hy  limine  gvrcely  m 
The  GbuI  retires  lot  once,  and  all  is  do 
Biit  when  dill  Pallas  leach  Lhst  ono  rrlr 
Relriofsd  three  long  olympiads  of  defei 
Look  last  at  Iwnie — ye  love  not  to  lo<^ 
On  Ihe  grim  sniila  of  ccmfortles! 
Your  city  saddens,  loud  though 
Here  famine  faints,  anJ  yonder 


Not 


ra  Iremhle  »1 


nlherf 


'Blest  paper  credit'"! 

tao  shall  d 

It  clogs  like  lead  comipi 

on's  w/eat 

Yet  Pallas  plucked  eacl 

Premier  1 

Who  gods  and  men  alik 

disdalnM 

But  one,  repentant  o'er 

anPalbsealb,butcall 

alas!  to 

o  (hat  Men 

■niough  he  and  Pallas  n 

veryelw 

"Nowf 

M'ell, 

njoy  your  little 

plh« 

shade 

ofyourvanii 

Gloss  0' 

rth 

taihire 

ofeachfondc 

Yourstr 

ngth 

,  your  bloated 

ed  mechanic  breahs  his  r 

lie  senate  of  your  sinking 

ich  voice  whose  tones  con 
ions  cease  to  charm  a  fnc 
Tuig  sects  convulso  a  sist. 
with  maddening  hands  th 


The  banner'd  pomp  of  war,  Ihe  glittering  file 
O'er  whose  gay  trappings  stem  Beilona  smil 
ITic  brazen  trump,  Ihe  spirit-stirring  drum, 
■ITial  bid  the  foe  rlefianee  e'»'  ibev  cnmfl ; 


With  d 

alh  alone  a 

re  iBure 

s  cheaply  bought 

leeonflictl 

ivoc  seeks  deli=ln-- 

H,sda 

of  mercy 

Iheria 

y  of  fight; 

Uul  y.\ 

slboKl 

Though  drenoh'd  w 

his  woes  ore  bu 

Hisde 

lar  deeds. 

Thesb 

ughteHd  peasant  so 

d  the  ravish'd  dai 

ndtht 

■oa-reapM  field. 

Tith  soule  a 

hfflne 

Sav« 

aking  the  distant  donn. 

:  iho  blading  w« 

ew  the  coin 

nnofa 

wending  flames 

Shako 

is  red  shad 

vro'er 

he  starded  Tham 

such  pyres  troni  Tagus  to  Ihe  Rhine 


The  Kiosk  is  a  Turkish  summer-house ;  the  palm  is 
iihout  the  present  walls  of  Athens,  not  lar  from  tha 
temple  of  Theseus,  between  which  and  the  ires  the 


Thwe  Ceciops  pinced— 1U<  Pericles  ailarr 

This  is  spoken  of  the  city  in  general,  and 

Aori^olis  in  particular.     The  temple  of  Jupi 

plus,  by  some  supposed  the  Pantheon,  was  fi 


sole  spoliator  rioted  Alhpns,  he  caused  his  oivn 
^  with  that  of  hb  wife,  to  be  inscribr^  en  a  pillai 

ted  in  a  very  conspicuous  manner,  and  deeply  en. 
graved  in  the  marble,  at  a  very  eonsiderable  elevaijui. 
Notwithstanding  which  precautions,  some  person  (douoi 
less  inspired  by  the  Patron  Goddess),  h     ' 
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™|)anied  this  slnry  by  a  remarli,  that  il 
1.J  could  only  have  been  cffeDled  bj  mu 
Note  6.  Page  190,  line  Et. 


ude  of  the  temple  of 


The  plaster  wall  on  Uie 
Minerva  Folian  bears  the 
vary  deep  characters : 


Irish  bietards,  according  to  Sir  Callaghan  0 
■aghan. 

Notes.  Page  190,  line  77. 

Mr.West,  on  seeing  "theElginooUection"(Iai 
*o  sliall  hear  of  the  Abersbaw's  and  Jack  Shcf 
folleciion  nest),  dedared  himself  a  mere  Tjro  i 
Note  10.  Page  190,  lino  GO. 


Nolell.  Page  190,  line  84. 

all  Ihe  nionunienls  of  Roman  magnificenc 
ains  of  Grecian  taste,  &o  dear  to  the  artii 
Q,  the  antiqupry,  all  depend  on  the  will  > 
f  sovereign ;  and  that  will  is  ijiHuencftd  t 
ereat  or  vanity,  by  a  nephew  ot  a  sytopbai 


toadon 


to  fumieh  n 


(trials. 


family?  die  Colisi 
Docs  a  foreign  mi 
ofauoMhern  castle  vHlb  antiques?  the  temples  of  The- 
seus or  Mhierva  must  be  diKmanlled,  and  Ihe  works  of 
Phidias  or  Prarilclcs  be  torn  from  the  shallBrod  fiieis. 
That  a  ilectepit  uncle,  wrapped  up  in  the  religiotn 
duties  of  his  age  and  station,  should  listen  to  the  sug- 
gcBtions  of  an  interested  nephew,  is  natural  ]  and  thai 
an  oiiental  despot  should  undervalue  the  masterpieces 
of  Grecian  art,  is  to  be  expected  ]  though  in  both  cases 
the  consequences  of  such  weakness  are  much  to  he  la- 


iwledge  of  the  languaj 


aJI  ages  and  all  gener) 
trophies    ■    ■   ■ 


tJtiB-deeds  of  their 
the  present,  of  the  Btrongcat  inducements  to 
exertion^  Ihe  noblest  e^fhihitions  that  curiosity  can 
contemplate ;  the  future,  of  the  masterpieces  of  art,  the 
models  of  imitation.  To  guard  against  the  rcpe^tion 
of  such  depredaiiona  is  tha  wish  of  every  man  of  ge- 
nius, tha  duty  of  every  man  in  power,  and  the  common 
interest  of  every  dviliied  nation." — Builaa's  Ctaasicat 
Tour  tlir<m);k  Ittdy,  p.  269, 

"This  attempt  to  Iraosplant  the  temple  of  Vesta  from 
Italy  to  England,  may,  perhaps,  do  honour  to  the  late 
Lord  Bnstol's  patriotism  or  to  his  maguiiicence ;  but  it 

judgment." — Ibid.  p.  419. 

■Note  la.  Page  191,  line  19. 

'rhMffi"c'o7™il"li^n'!S|hlHmS^"Jfl/.--PDtw 
Note  13.  Pago  191,  line  86. 
The  Deal  and  Dover  traffickers  in  specie. 
Note  14.  Page  191,  line  38. 


STfte  Sitsc  of  ©oriwtft. 


TO  JOHN  HOBHOUSE,  ESQ. 


Jamary  22,  ISIB. 

ADVERTISEMENT. 

•The  grand  army  of  the  Turks  (in  1715),  under  the 
Pirnie  Vizier,  to  open  to  themselves  a  way  into  the 
nearl  of  the  Morea,  and  to  form  ihe  siege  of  Napoli  | 
ui  Komania,  the  most  conskletabte  place  in  all  that  ^ 
BOunlry,'  thoooht  il  best  in  the  firff^  place  to  attack  v 
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mtht 


Turkisli  camp,  wheran  ihej  had  sii  hundred  barrels 
of  powdor,  Wew  up  by  accident,  wliercby  svt  or  sever 

Sloraled  the  place  with  so  much  fury,  Ihat  thay  took  it, 
and  put  most  of  Iho  garrison,  with  Signor  MinoUi,  Ibe 
BQvemor,  to  the  sword.  The  rest,  with  Autonio  Bi     ' 

Hutnrs  0/  Ihe  Tia-la,  »ol.  iu.  p.  161. 


SIEBE  OF  CORINTH 


UlAHf  a  vanish'd  year  and  age, 

And  Lcmpest^s  breath,  and  battlers  rago, 

Have  swept  o'er  Corinlh ;  jet  she  aianda, 

A  rortress  form'd  to  FreedoHi'a  hands. 

The  whirlwind's  wrath,  the  earthquake's  shook, 

Ilsve  left  untouoh'd  her  hoary  rock, 

'ITie  kayBlone  of  a  land  which  still, 

Though  fall'n,  looks  proudly  on  that  hill, 

The  landmark  to  tlie  double  tide 

That  purpling  rolls  on  either  aide. 

Yet  pauao  ami  crouch  beneath  her  feel. 

Since  first  Tinioleon's  brother  bled. 
Or  baffled  Peraa'a  despot  fled. 
Arise  from  out  the  oarlh  which  drank 
The  stream  of  slaughter  as  it  sank. 
That  sanguine  ocean  would  o'erflow 
Her  isthmus  idly  spread  beloiv ; 
Or  could  the  bones  of  all  the  slain. 


ilpyrai 


ould  ti 


Th 

^lea 

nio 

twice  ten  thousand 

do« 

nward  to  the  Isthmian  pi 

FVo 

ni  shore 

shore  of  alher  mai 

Thelen 

:ch'd,  the  crescent 

linns 

Alo 

M 

An 

dus 

Spahi's  hands  adva 

Beneath 

eac 

liir 

ndnideaseyecanrca 

'I'll 

tiir 

nn'r 

cohorts  throng  the  1 

each; 

th-- 

^.<h 

Arab's  camel  knee 

An 

the 

»hi 

fds! 

Th 

'Iu 

com. 

ui  hath  left  his  herd 
nd  his  loins  to  gird 

An 

there  th 

volleying  thimders 

Til 

Wings  Ihe  far  hie«ng  glob 


CORINTH. 

Fa-l 

wbirlthefrag 

iif  nts  from  1 

fiwa 

Wh 

h  crumbles  w 

h  the  ponil 

rom  that  wall  the  fbo  rep! 

dusty  plain  an 

fires  that  ani 

™  fast  an. 

Wftl 

'I'he 

summons  of  tl 

e  Infidel 
III. 

But. 

on 

With  deeper  skill  1 

war's  hlac 

Tha 

Othman's  aoi 

«,  and  high  of  he 

_■  chief  that  ei 
Triumphant  in  the  fields  of  hlood  ( 
From  poflt  to  post,  and  deed  to  deed. 
Past  spurring  on  his  reeking  steed. 
Where  sallying  ranks  the  trench  assail. 
And  make  the  foremost  Moslem  quail ; 
Or  whers  the  haltety,  guarded  well. 
Remans  asjet  impregnable, 
Alightmg  cheerly  to  inspire 
The  soldier  slackening  in  his  fire  ; 
The  first  and  freshest  of  the  host 
Which  Stamboul's  sultan  there  can  boost, 
To  guide  the  follower  o'er  the  field, 

Orwhirlaround  tho  bickering  blade,— 
Was  Alp,  the  Adrian  renegade  1 

IV. 

Fmai  Venice— once  a  race  of  worth 

But  late  an  ciila  from  l5er  shore. 

The  arms  thejr  taught  to  hear ;  and  now 
The  turban  ^rt  his  shaven  brow. 
Through  many  a  change  had  Corinth  pots'il 
With  Greece  to  Venice'  rule  at  last ; 
And  here,  before  her  walls,  with  those 
To  Greece  and  Venice  equal  foes. 
Ho  stood  a  foe,  with  all  the  seal 
Which  young  and  fiery  eonsertg  feel, 
Within  whose  heated  bosom  throngs 
The  memory  of  a  thousand  wrongs. 
To  him  had  Venice  ceased  10  he 


U  her  loss- 
;  Cross, 
;h  he  rear'd  the  Crescent  htgK. 


And  battled  to  ai 


Conmourp'- he  whose  closing  see 
Adorn'd  the  triumph  of  Eugene, 
When  onCatiowitE'  bloody  plun, 
Hie  last  and  Diightiest  oT  the  skiin, 
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A  hundred  years  have  rol 

M  away 

Since  he  refis'd  the  Mosl 

And  now  he  led  the  Mua 

And  gave  the  guidance  o 

the  van 

To  Alp,  viho  well  repaid 

By  cities  levBlI'd  with  the 

du9t; 

eed  of  death 

How  firm  his  heart  in  no 

el  faith. 

The  EhaUenng  shell's  lolcanic  bre 


3,  though  light,  less  fleet  among 
yet  unsated  with  tile  dance. 


(Which 

While  Sobiesbl  tamed  his  pride 
By  Buda's  wall  and  Danube's  side, 
The  chiefe  of  Venice  wrung  away 
Prmn  Palra  to  Eubcea's  hay), 
Minolli  held  in  Corinth's  towers 
The  Doge'a  delegated  powers, 
White  yet  the  pitying  eye  of  peace 

'er  her  long-fi)rgolten  Greece 


With 
Norther 


freed  her  from  the  ui 
Meuelaus' 


Whose  cloud*^at  day  grow  douhly  dun, 
Impervious  to  ife  Jiidden  sun. 
With  volmned  smoke  that  elowly  grew 
To  one  wide  sky  of  sulphurous  hue. 


The  Moslem  warriors  slBi 
His  skill  to  pierce  the  ]iroi 
Within  these  walls  a  mail 
His  hope  would  wui,  with. 

Whose  nearl  reluBed  him 
When  Alp,  ben^th 
Jler  virgin  hand  aspirea  to 
In  hHp]>ier  mood  and  earliei 
While  imimpeach'd  for  tra 
G^cst  in  gondola  or. hall, 
Ho  ghUer'd  ihrough  the  Ci 
Aiid  tuned  'he  soflcst  screi 
That  s'er  on  Adria's  walen 


Chrisi 


And,  with  lo-monow's  earliest  da 
O'er  the  di^inled  mass  shall  vau 
The  foremost  of  the  tierce  assauli 
The  bands  are  rank'd ;  tlie  chosei 
Of  Tartar  SJid  of  Mussulman, 
llie  full  of  hope,  nusnamed  "fbcl 
Who  hold  the  thooght  of  death  in 

Of  pave  the  path  with  many  a  cor. 
O'er  which  the  Wlowing  brave  m: 
Their  stepping-stone — the  last  wn 


Bespangled  with  those  isles  of  light. 

So  wildly,  spiritually  bright ; 

Who  ever  gased  upoQ  Ibem  shining, 


And,  as  they  fell  ai-ound  them  (urling. 


1  of  that  wild  host 


ht  caH  to  wonted  prayer ; 
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Of  rest,  to  nerve  for  raany.B 
Of  slaughter;  but  »ithm  his 
The  famffils  like  troubled  wi 
He  slood  doae  among  tfae  hn 
Not  hie  the  loud-  fanalic  boas 
To  plant  the  Crescent  o'er  tl 
Or  risk  a  life  with  lillle  luss, 


Nor  his, 
Thes 


13  loved  immortally : 
what  bunung  paltiota  fo 
I  of  Ma!, 


ProfuBB  of  blood,  unlire 
Whta  battling  on  the  parent  soil. 
Ho  stood  alone— a  renegade 
Against  the  country  he  belray'd ; 
Ho  stood  alone  amidst  his  band. 
Without  a  trusted  heart  or  baud ; 
They  follow'd  him,  for  he  was  brave, 
And  great  the  spoil  he  got  and  gaie ; 
They  ctouch'd  to  him,  for  he  luid  akill 
To  warp  and  wield  the  vulgar  ivill : 
But  atili  his  Christian  origin 

They  envied  even  the  laithtoss  fame 
He  cam'd  beneath  a  Moslem  name  ,' 
Since  he,  their  mightieal  oluef,  had  been 

They  did  not  Imon  bon  piide  can  stoop. 
When  baffled  feelings  withering  droop ; 
They  did  not  know  how  hale  can  bum 
In  hearts  once  changed  from  soft  to  stem ; 


Hbfori 


;ouitship  of  rt 


Awoke  him  with  a  sunken  liearL 

Tho  mall  weigh'd  lend-like  «i  hia  brea 

Upon  his  eyea  had  slumber  sate. 
Without  or  couch  or  canopy, 
Eicept  a  rougher  field  and  sky 
Than  now  might  yield  a  warrior's  bed, 
Than  now  along  the  heaien  was  aproa 

Wiihlti  his  tent  to  wan  for  day, 
But  walk'd  hun  )brth  along  the  sand. 
Where  thousand  sleepers  airew'd  the  s 
What  plllow'd  them!  and  why  should 
More  wakebl  than  the  humblest  be  'I 


A  night  of  sleep,  perchance  their  last. 
In  sickly  vigil  wondered  on, 
And  envied  all  he  gaied  upon. 

XIV, 
He  felt  his  soul  become  more  light 
Beneadi  the  freshness  of  the  night. 
Coo]  was  the  silent  sky,  though  calm 
And  bathed  his  brow  with  ury  balm : 
Behind,  the  camp— before  him  lay, 

Lepanto's  gulf:  ^,  on  the  brow' 
Of  Delphi's  hill,  unshaken  ^ow, 
High  and  eternal,  such  as  shone 
Through  thousand  summers  brightly  gons, 
Ai .u.  _..ir  .i.-~|ounL  theclune: 


Along  lb, 

Iiwii 

Tyra, 


.  white  veil,  the  lightest,  frailes 
m  the  mighty  mount  thou  halLe 

I'er  its  craggy  battlement ; 


height  a 
In  texture  like  a  hovering  sl..„. 
Thus  high  by  parting  Freedom 
As  from  her  fond  abjde  she  f - 
And  bnget'd  on  the  spot,  wbi 
Her  prophet  spirit  spalie  In  si 


nroud. 


And  fam  would  wake. 


ice,  till  better  days 


Which  shone  upon  the  Persian  flying. 
And  saw  the  Spartan  smile  m  dying. 
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Who  tFiere  in  better  causo  liad  b 
He  felt  how  raiot  and  ibebly  d^m 
The  fame  that  could  accrue  to  h 
Who  oheer'd  the  band,  aud  wavi 


Whosi 


id  them  to  the  la»lea 


iohadth' 


e  his  fane 


crilege. 


_     ...«  dualBToundhimsluniberM 

Their  pbalaiU  marshali'd  on  the  plain. 
Whose  bulwarks  were  not  then  in  vain. 
They  fell  devoted,  but  uud/uig ; 
The  very  gale  Iheii  names  seeni'd  HgWng : 
I'hc  waters  murniurM  of  their  tliune ; 
The  woods  were  peopled  vMh  their  £tme ; 
The  Mlenl  pillar,  lone  and  gray, 
Claim'd  kindred  wiih  their  sacred  cliO" ! 
Thar  spirits  wrapt  the  dusky  mountain. 
Their  memiH-y  sparkied  o'er  the  fountain ; 
The  raeaneal  rill,  the  mightiest  river 
Roll'd  mingling  with  their  fame  for  ever. 
Despite  of  every  yoke  she  bears. 
That  land  is  glory's  still  and  theirs ! 
'Tis  still  a  watch-word  to  the  oardi : 
inan  would  do  a  deed  of  worth 


Gorging  and  growling  o'er  earcass  ojid  Imib ; 
They  were  too  busy  to  bark  at  him  1 

a  Tartar's  skull  Ihey  had  alripp'd  the  flesh, 
pest  the  Eg  when  the  fruit  is  fresh ; 
And  th«r  while  tusks  cruneh'd  o'er  the  whiter  skull,' 
As  it  slipp'd  through  thwr  jaws,  whentheir  edge  grew  duU 
'    they  lazily  mumbled  the  hones  of  the  deaA, 

len  they  scarce  could  rise  from  the  spot  where  Ihey  fe^ 
well  had  they  broken  a  lingering  £ist 
ilh  those  who  had  fallen  for  that  night's  repast, 
d  Alp  knew,  by  the  turbans  tliat  roll'd  on  the  sand. 
The  foremost  of  these  wore  the  best  of  his  band : 
CtUBson  and  green  were  the  shawls  uf  their  wear, 
'ind  eacli  scalp  had  a  single  I 


These 


Wh( 

"'•       •     . 

He  looks  10  her,  and  rushes  on 

Where  life  is  lost,  or  freedom  won. 

XVL 
Still  by  the  shore  Alp  mutely  mused, 
And  woo'd  the  freshness  ni^  dilfused. 
There  shrinks  no  el^  in  that  tideleas  sea. 
Which  changeless  rolls  et 


in  their 


>reak  on  the  be 


The  rock  unworn  its 
And  looks  ^'cr  the  s 
And  the  IJinge  of  th 


Till  wilhm  Iho  range  of  a  carl^ne's  reach 

Of  the  leagoer'd  wall ;  but  they  saw  him 

Or  how  conld  he  'scape  from  the  hostile  s 

Did  irdtors  lurk  in  the  Christian's  hold? 

Were  their  hands  grown  siiH",  or  their  hearts  waj'd  c<Jd  1 

1  know  i/>t,  irj  sooth ;  but  from  yondet 

There  Basb'd  no  (ire,  and  there  luss'd 

Tlioogh  he  stood  beneath  the  basiion'i 

That 


I  heard  me  sound,  and 


Though  he 

The  sullen  words  of  the  se 

(JIank'd,  as  he  paced  it  lo  : 
And  he  saw  the  lean  doge 
Uokl  o'er  the  dead  iheir  ca 


iuld  almost  tell 


in  the  wild  do 


was  tangled  round  his  jaw. 
by  the  shore  on  the  edge  of  the  gulf. 
There  sat  a  vulltu^  flapping  a  wolf. 
Who  had  stolen  from  the  hills,  but  kept  away. 
Scared  by  the  dogs,  from  tho  human  prey  ; 

he  seized  on  his  share  of  a  steed  that  lay, 
Pick'd  by  the  birds,  on  the  sands  of  the  bay. 

xvn. 

Alp  tam'd  him  from  the  sickening  sight : 

er  could  brook  to  behold  the  dying, 

i  tide  of  theu'  warm  blood  lying, 

Lib  the  death-Uiu-sI,  and  wriihing  in  va 

Than  the  perishing  dead  who  are  past  ^1  pam. 

There  is  something  of  pride  m  the  perilous  hour. 

For  Fame  is  there  to  Bay  who  bleeds, 
And  Honoiu''s  eye  on  darmg  deeds! 

;  Reki  of  the  tombless  dead, 
f  the  earth,  and  fowls  of  the  air 
at,  all  gathering  there ; 


O'er  the  welterii 


XVIII. 

m'd  by  long-forgotten  hands  { 


Of  the  things  to  come  than  the  things  before ! 
Out  upon  tune !  who  for  ever  will  leave 
But  enough  of  the  past  for  the  future  lo  grieve 
O'er  ihal  which  hath  been,  and  o'er  that  whidi  must 

Remnanis  of  things  that  have  pass'd  away, 
rVagmcnls  of  stone,  rear'd  by  creatures  of  clay  1 

XIX. 
He  sate  him  down  at  a  pillar's  base. 
And  pass'd  his  hand  athwart  his  face ; 


on  his  beau 
Hurriedly,  a 
Your  own  ni 
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As  he  heard 

l-wind 

flifh 

Wasiltlie 

vinrf.  Ih 

nnh 

Sent  thit  soft  =ndl 

He  lifted  hi 

ii-ihfi 

lokM 

Until  was  u 

asgl^ 

How  *aa  ll 

Helook'dlo 

Ihpha 

Sadidihel 

^•esoD 

Citlrat 

His  trembling  hands  refused  [o 


Of 

eauty,  and  Ihe  form 

of  grace  ■ 

as  Francesca  fay  fiia 

■I'h 

mojd  who  might  ha 

eheenhis 

Th 

er  cheek. 

Hii 

meUow'd  with  a  (en 

Wl 

era  was  Iho  play  of 

ersoflhps 

i:n 

enliren'd  1 

Th 

oceau's  calm  within 

Bes 

do  her  eye  had  less  of  hlue; 

Km 

Ilka  that  eold  wave 

stood  stili 

Am 

its  glance,  Ihough  c 

ear,  was  c 

Annind  her  forDi  a  thin 

No. 

ghtconcerfdherho 

Th 

Fin 

ling  darkly  downward  there, 

He 

ruvoded  arm  show' 

white  and 

re  pasA'd  the  guards,  the  gatf 


From  a  maid  in  the  pride  of  her  purity ; 
And  the  power  on  high,  thai  can  shield  the 
Thus  frHm  the  lytant  of  (he  wood, 
llath  eitended  its  mercy  to  guard  loe  as  w 
From  the  hands  of  the  leaguering  infidel. 

good 
U 

Never,  oh 
Thou  hasl 
In  faUina 

done  a  fearful  deed 

way  from  thy  lailier'scMcd: 

St  of  the  dying  and  rhe  dead  7 
ind  the  shrines  of  the  Chrisiiai 


Whom  vice  and  envy  made  my  Cioa." 

Upon  his  huid  slie  laid  her  own— ^- 

Light  was  the  touch,  hut  it  Ihrill'd  to  Lha  bone. 

And  ahot  a  chiUncss  to  his  heart, 

Which  tisM  him  beyond  the  power  to  start. 

Though  slight  was  ihat  grasp  so  mortal  tuid, 

He  could  not  loose  hitn  &om  its  hold ; 

Strike  oo  the  pulse  with  such  feeling  of  fear,  ■ 

Ptoie  Ihrou^  bis  blood  by  their  loueh  ihat  night. 

The  feverish  glow  of  his  brow  was  giKia, 
tnd  his  heart  sank  so  still  that  it  fell  like  stone, 
IS  he  lonk'd  on  the  face,  and  beheld  its  hue 
to  deeply  changed  l>om  what  he  knew : 
■ajr  but  faiiil— without  Ihe  ray 

Like  sparkling  wave?  on  a  sunny  day ; 
And  her  motionless  lips  lay  still  as  death, 
And  her  words  came  "    '      ■  ■ 


!r  bosom 


And  the  glance  that  it  g: 

With  aught  of  change,  i 

Of  the  resdess  who  walk  in  a  troubled  di 

Like  Ihe  f^urea  on  arra! 

Slirr'd  by  the  breath  of  the  wmtty  air, 

So  seen  by  the  dying  lamp's  lilfui  Ugl 

LifelesB,  but  life-bTto,  and  awful  to  si 


swell, 


ily  glan 


oughlhed 


ly  wail  where  iheir  images 
Fearfully  flittmg  to  and  fro, 

"  If  not  for  love  rf  me  ba  given 
Thus  much,  then,  for  the  love' of  lleavi 
Again  I  say — thai  turban  tear 
"         ilT  thy  faithless  brow,  and  swear 


Tlune 


nontry's  s 
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oud  by  th 


■T  is  passing,  and  »iU  ps 
IT,  by  Ihe  titne  lis  vapouty  sail 
Hub  ceased  ber  sbaded  orb  to  veil, 
Thy  heart  within  ihae  is  not  changed, 
Then  God  and  man  are  both  avenged  i 
Dark  will  Iby  doom  be,  darker  stiU 
Thine  immortality  of  ill." 

Alp  look'd  lo  heaven,  and  saw  on  high 
The  sign  she  spake  of  in  the  sky ; 


He  waieh'd  it  passing ;  it  is  flown ; 
PuU  on  his  eye  the  dear  moon  shone. 
And  Ibus  be  spake— "Whale'er  my  fate. 


Then  rise  again ;  the  tree  muat  shiver. 
What  Venice  made  me,  I  must  be, 
Her  foe  in  all,  save  love  to  thee : 
Bui  thou  art  safe ;  oh,'  fly  with  ma !~" 
Ho  torn'd,  but  sbo  is  gone ! 

Hath  ahe  sunk  in  the  earth,  or  melted  in  air  7 
He  saw  not,  he  knew  not ;  but  nothing  is  there. 

xxu. 

The  night  is  past,  and  shmes  the  sun 

Lightly  and  brightly  breaks  aivaj 
The  morning  from  her  mantle  gray. 

Hark  to  the  U'ump,  and  the  drum, 
Ai.^1  the  mournful  sound  of  the  baj't>arous  horn, 
And  the  flap  of  the  banners,  tbat  flit  as  they  're  borne. 
And  the  neigh  of  the  steed,  and  the  multitude's  hum. 
And  the  oJash,Bnd  Ibe  shout,  "they come, iliey come!" 
Tbe  horsetails'  arepluckM  from  the  ground,  and  the 


t  theu-  head  i  his  right  arm  is  hare, 
the  blade  of  Ids  scimitar ; 
The  khan  and  Ihe  paohaa  are  all  at  their  post ; 

himself  at  the  head  of  the  host. 
When  (he  culverin's  signal  is  flrod,  then  on ; 
rinlh  a  living  one— 
tors,  a  chief  in  hor  halls, 

ind  the  prophet—Alia  Hul 
the  skies  with  that  wild  halloo  1 
re  the  breach  lies  lor  passage,  the  ladder  10 
Atid  your  hands  OB  your  salres,  and  how  should  j 
He  who  first  downs  with  the  red  cross  may  cravt 

sply  was  the  brandish  of  sabre  and  spear. 


Silent 


it  for  th. 


That  Ihe  furtive  may  flee  in  vain, 
When  he  breaks  from  the  town ;  and  none  escape 
Aged  or  yomig,  in  the  Christian  shape ; 
Wliile  your  fellows  on  fool,  in  a  fiery  mass, 
Bloodstain  the  breach  through  which  Ibej  pass. 
*11>e  steeds  are  all  bndlcd  and  snort  to  the  run  j 
Ciu^e>l  n  eacJi  neck,  and  Rowing  each  mane ; 


imbled  befo 


Id  tbe  I 


XXIII. 
As  the  wolves,  thai  headlong  go 
On  the  stately  buffalo. 
Though  with  fiery  eyes,  and  angry  ro 
And  hoofs  thai  stamp,  and  horos  thai 


The  ground  whereof 
Even  as  they  fell,  in 


.eu  glass, 
hey  lay. 


iie  spnng-tu 
m  the  chfls  ii 


sapp'd  by  lb 


Till  while  ati 
Like  Ihe  avalanche's  snow 
On  Uie  Alpine  vales  below ; 
Thus  at  length  oulbreathed  and  w 

By  the  long  and  ofl-ronew'd 
Chaise  of  the  Moslem  multitude. 


d,  and  fool  to  foot; 
s,  save  dea^,  was  mi 
id  flash,  and 


For  quarter,  or  for  victory, 
Mmgle  there  vrifli  tho  volleyii^  thun 
Which  makes  the  distani  cities  worn 
How  the  sounding  hatllo  goes, 
If  w^ih  them,  or  for  their  foes ;    , 
If  Ihey  muat  mourn,  or  may  r^oice 
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Which  pierces  Iho  deep  hills  Ihrough  anJ  ihruugh 

Their  lender's  nervw.s  arm  is  bare, 

Swiller  to  smite,  and  never  to  spare— 

You  might  have  heard  it,  on  that  day. 

Unclothed  to  the  shovildet  it  waves  the 

O'er  Salam'ia  nnd  Megara ; 

Thus  in  the  fight  he  is  ever  knonn : 

(W«  have  heard  Iho  hearers  say,) 

Others  a  gaudier  garb  may  show, 

Even  unto  Pirasus  bay. 

To  tempt  the  spoil  of  the  greedy  foe ; 

Many  a  hand 'son  a  richer  hill. 

XXV. 

But  none  on  a  steel  more  ruddily  gilt ; 

Ftom  the  point  of  encountering  blades  lo  (ho  hill. 

Many  H  loftier  lutban  may  wear, — 

Sabres  and  aivords  »iih  blood  were  gill. 

Alp  is  but  known  by  the  "bite  arm  ba 

Bui  Ihe  ranipan  is  won,  and  the  spoil  begun, 

Look  through  the  thick  of  the  fight,  't 

There  is  not  a  standard  un  that  shore 

Shriller  shrieks  now  mingling  coma 

So  Koll  advanoeil  the  ranks  bofo>-e  ; 

From  nilhin  Ihe  plunder'd  dome ; 

There  is  not  a  banner  in  Moslem  war 

HaA  to  the  Wie  of  flyhig  feet, 

.     Will  lure  the  Delhis  half  so  far; 

That  spiash  in  the  blood  of  the  slippery  street ; 

It  glances  like  a  falluig  star ! 

But  here  and  there,  where  'vaiiiige  ground 

Where'er  that  mighty  arm  is  seen, 

Againsl  the  foe  may  still  ba  fotmd. 

The  bravest  be,  or  late  liave  been  1 

Desperate  groups,  of  twelve  or  ten, 

There  the  craven  cries  for  quarter 

Make  n  pause,  and  turn  again — 

Vainly  to  the  vengeful  Tartar ; 

With  banded  backs  against  the  wall. 

Or  the  hero,  silent  lying. 

Fiotcclj  Bland,  or  fighling  fall. 

Mustering  his  last  feeWe  blow 

There  stood  an  old  man— his  hairs  were  wUte, 

'Gainst  the  nearest  levell'd  foe, 

But  his  veleran  arm  was  full  of  might  .- 

Though  faint  beneath  the  mutual  woun 

80  gallantly  bore  he  the  brunt  of  the  fray. 

The  dead  befbre  him  on  that  day 

XXVII. 

Still  the  old  man  stood  erect. 

And  Alp's  career  a  moment  chetk'd. 

Many  a  scar  of  former  light 

■'yiddthee,lVlinoHi;  quarter  take. 

Lurii'd  beneath  his  corslet  bright ; 

For  ihine  own,  (hj  dau^tcr's  sake." 

But  of  every  wound  his  body  bore, 

Each  and  all  bad  been  ta'en  before ; 

"Never,  renegade,  never! 

Though  aged,  he  was  so  iron  of  limb, 

Though  the  life  of  thy  gift  would  last 

Few  of  our  youth  could  cope  with  him  i 

Aiid  the  foes  whom  he.  singly  kepi  at  baj 

"Francesea! — Oh  my  promised  bride 

Oulnumber'd  his  Ihin  hairs  of  silicr  gray. 

Must  she  100  poriah  by  thy  pride  J" 

From  right  to  left  his  sabie  swept; 

Many  an  Oibnian  mother  wept 

"  She  is  safe."—"  Where?  where?"— 

Sons  that  ivete  miborn,  when  dipp'd 

From  whence  thy  traitor  soul  is  driven 

His  weapon  first  in  Moslem  gore, 

Grimly  then  Minotti  sidled. 

or  all  he  might  hai-e  been  the  sire, 

As  he  saw  Alp  staggering  bow 

Who  fell  that  day  beneath  his  ire: 

Before  his  words,  as  with  a  blow. 

For,  sonless  lell  long  years  ngo, 

"Oh  God!  when  died  Bhe!"-"Ycs 

Nor  weep  I  for  her  spirit's  (light: 

And  since  the  day,  when  in  the  stran' 

■lis  only  boy  had  met  his  fate. 

His  parent's  iron  hand  did  doom 

Coine  onl"— That  challenge  is  in  vain 

More  iban  a  human  hecatomb. 

Alp 's  already  with  the  slain ! 

If  shades  by  carnage  be  appeased. 

While  MinoiU's  words  were  wreaking 

Patroolus'  spirit  less  was  pleased 

More  revenge  in  bitter  speaking 

Than  his,  Minotti's  son,  who  died 

Than  his  falchion's  pram  had  found, 

Where  Asia's  bounds  and  ours  divide. 

Hod  the  time  allow'd  la  wound, 

Baried  he  lay.  where  thousands  before 

From  within  the  neigbboiiring  porch 

For  thousands  of  years  were  inhumed  01  thi  sh6.-e ; 

Of  a  long-defended  church, 

What  of  them  is  leflto  tell 

Where  the  last  and  desperate  few 

Where  they  lie,  and  how  they  feii? 

Would  the  failing  fight  renew. 

Not  a  slone  on  their  Wrf,  nor  a  bone  in  (heir  g-ivos. 

The  sharp  shot  dash'd  Alp  lo  the  grot 

But  Ihey  live  in  the  verse  thai  immonally  saves. 

Ere  an  eye  coukl  view  die  wouml 

That  erash'd  ihiTUgh  the  btjin  oi  the 

XXVI. 

llcund  be  .spun,  and  down  he  fell ; 

Hark  to  the  Allah  shout  i  a  band 

A  flash  like  fire  witJim  hi!  ojea 
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Through  all  Ihe  palpilaling  trunk! 
Mciught  of  life  left,  £avfl  a  quivering 
Where  his  limhs  were  slighily  ahiverin; 


Andt 


PKgh  his 


But  in  his  puieo  ihcre  ivas  no  Ihroli 

Sigh,  nor  word,  not  struggling  breai 
Heralded  his  way  to  dealh ; 

very  thought  oould  pray, 


Unanel'd  h. 


Fearfully  the  yell  aroac 

foes- 

These  injoy,  in  fury  Ilio 
Then  again  in  conflict  m 
Clashing  awords  and  spe 

Interiihanged  the  blow  an 

thrust, 

Street  by  slrccl,  and  foot 
Slill  Minetti  dares  dispu 

hylbol. 

Madonj 


'slacei] 


enly  hue: 
With  eyes  of  light  and  kwks  of  Ion 
And  piaced  upon  that  hol;r  shrine 
To  fix  our  Ihuughts  on  Ihtogs  divine 
When  piutured  there,  we  lu»eling  e 
Her  and  tha  Iwy-gcd  on  faer  knee, 
Smiling  sweetly  on  each  prayer 
To  heaven,  aa  if  to  wufl  it  there. 


Thouj 


ikd  i  even  now  sh 


slauglile 


aiding  he 
!iit  of  his  gallant 


With  him 

The  renm 

SUIl  the  0 
Whence  issued  lato  the  fated  ball 
That  hilf-avenged  the  city's  fall, 

When  Alp,  her  fierce  assailant,  fell: 

Thilherbending  sternly  back, 
IS  before  a.  bloody  u: 


They 

And,  with  iheit  faces  to 


elbe. 


Their  numbers 


Ik  their 


It  led  to 


Where  etill  Ihe  Christians  jielded  not; 
And  the  foremost,  if  fearful,  may  vainly  try 
Through  the  massy  culuma  lo  liirn  and  fly  t 
They  porforco  must  do  or  die. 
Thoji  dioj  but  ere  their  eyes  could  close 

*fiesh  and  futioua,  fast  they  fill 

Tbn  tai&9  uRthinn'd,  though  slaughterM  stili ) 

And  faint  the  weary  Christiana  wai 

And  DOW  Ilie  Olhmsns  gain  the  gate ; 

And  still  all  deadly  aimM  and  hot. 


Were  smear'd,  and  slippciy — i 


You  oiiglit  1 


s^hle  sii 


:  light  through  ^  gloomy  grate ; 
But  wsr  had  enler'd  th^r  dark  caves. 
And  stored  along  the  vaulted  graves 

In  masses  by  the  Beshless  dead ; 
Here,  throughout  the  siege,  had  been 
The  Christian's  chiefest  magazine ; 
To  these  a  lata-fonn'd  train  now  led, 
Minotii': 


Again 


r«helml 


{force. 


id  thosi 


I,  to  dak, 


The  thirsl  of  vengeance  now  awake, 
With  barbarous  Uuws  they  gash  iho  deno, 
And  lop  the  already  lifeless  head, 

And  spoil  the  shrines  of  oiferii 


idfran 


Oh,  but  it  made  a  gTorious  shon 

On  its  labia  stilt  behold 

The  cup  of  eontecrated  gold ; 

Brightly  it  sparkles  to  plundcrej 
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That  mom  il  held  Ihe  lioly  wine, 

The  bull-rrog's  Hole,  from  oul.the  marsh. 

Deep-mouth'd  arose,  and  doubly  harsh  j 

Which  his  worshippers  dronli  at  ihe  break  of  daj, 

ThB  wolves  yell'd  on  the  oavem'd  hill, 

To  shrive  iSiar  souls  en  they  join'd  in  the  fray. 

Where  echo  roll'd  ia  Ihander  stili ; 

StilU fen- drops  wiihin  it  lay; 

Tlie  jadisl's  troop,  in  gather'd  cry,'" 

And  Hmnd  the  sacred  table  gW 

Twelve  loflj  liunps,  in  sj^endid  tow, 

From  .he  purest  metal  oast; 

Ijke.  cr)'ing  babe  tnd  beaten  hound : 

A  spoil— the  riohcsl,  and  Ihe  lost. 

With  sudden  wing  and  mffled  breast. 

The  eagle  left  his  todiytieac, 

xxxm. 

And  mounted  nearer  to  the  sun. 

The  clouds  benenlh  hi^  seem'd  so  dun  i 

So  ncitr  they  come,  the  nearest  strelch'd 

Their  smoke  asssil'd  his  startled  beak. 

To  grasp  the  spoil  he  almost  roacli'd. 

And  nude  him  higher  soar  and  shriek- 

When  old  Minoiii's  hand 

Thus  was  Corinth  toai  and  won ! 

TouchM  wiUi  the  torch  the  Irain- 

'Tisfiteil! 

Spire,  vaults,  the  slaino,  the  spoil,  the  stain. 

The  Inrhiui'd  victors,  the  Christian  band. 

KOTES. 

All  that  of  hving  or  dead  remain. 

M  town — the  walls  throvtn  down — 


I  and  flame  athwart  the  hi 
'  that  tremendous  blast— 
Ti'd  Ibe  desperate  conflict 


With  a  thousand  ci: 
>ntha  I 


lul,  far 


ScaltBr'd  o'er  the  isthmus  lay ; 
ChrisUan  or  Moslem,  which  be  theyT 
Lei  their  mothers  sec  and  say  I 
When  in  cradled  rcEt  they  \ay. 
And  each  nursing-mother  smiled 
On  tho  sweet  sleep  of  her  child. 
Little  deeni'd  she  such  a  day 
Would  rend  those  lemler  Umbs  away. 
Not  the  matrons  that  them  bore 
Could  discern  their  o&jiring  mere ; 
That 
More 


irfao 


Deeply  dinted  in  tho  day, 
All  blacken'd  there  and  reeking  lay. 
All  thU  living  things  that  heard 
That  deadly  eanh-shock  dlEapiiear'd: 
The  wild  birds  flew,  the  i 


Tho  caroeb  from  then' 


NoleL  Page  133,  line  38. 

The  Turcoman  htlh  left  his  licrd. 

Ths  life  of  the  Turcomans  b  wandermg  and  patii 

Note  2.  P»ge  193,  Ime  96. 

ConiMiiiiEi— hcHhw)  elouns  sreno. 

All  Coumoui^i,  [he  favourite  of  three  sultws,  and 

Grand  Viiiar  to  Achmet  III.  after  recovering  Pclopon- 

tally  wounded  in  the  neit,  against  (he  Germans,  at  thfi 

bailie  of  Peierwaradin  [in  the  plain  of  Carluwitz),  n 

gaty,  endeavouring  to  rally  his  guards.    He  died 

is  wounds  next  day.    His  last  order  was  the  da 

talion  of  General  Breuner,  and  some  other  Get 

prisoners;  and  his  last  words,  "OhUiat  I  could 

serve  all  the  Chtislian  dogs !"  a  speech  and  ai;! 

inlike  one  of  Caligula.     He  was  a  young  man  of 

great  an^ition  and  unbounded  presumption:  on  being 

lid  that  Prince  Eugene,  then  opposed  to  him,  "  was 

Note  3.  Pago  196,  line  31. 

The  reader  need  hardly  he  reminded  that  thota  are 

Noted.  Page  196,  lino  65. 

This  spectacle  I  have  seen,  such  as  described,  he- 
oath  Ihe  wall  of  the  Seraglio  at  Constantinople,  in  the 
tile  cavities  worn  by  (he  Bosphorus  m  Iho  rock,  u 
Strom  terrace  of  which  prajecls  between  the  wall  and 
10  water.  I  think  the  fact  is  also  mentioned  in  Hol>- 
ouse'g  Travels.  The  bodies  were  pi  obat^  those  ol 
ome  refractory  Janiiaties. 

Note  5.  Page  190,  line  T*. 

And  each  ecaio  had  a  single  long  laft  o(  hah 

Ttiis  tull,  or  long  lock,  is  letl  from  a  superstihun  thar 

tahomot  will  draw  them  mto  jfflradise  by  it 

Note  6.  Page  197,  line  o- 

u  unpublislied  poem  of  N  .  Coleridge,  called  "  (;bri>. 
ibel."    b  was  not  till  ati^"  these  ^ines  were  w<iiiefi 
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that  I  heard  that  wild  and  singularly  original  and  beau- 

tiful (.oom  recited;  and  the  MS.  of  that  produotiuo  ] 

to,  or  read,  without  a  renewal  of  gralificalion. 

never  saiv  till  vory  recently,  by  the  kindnea  of  Mr. 

ediy  pertains  to  Mr.  Coleridge,  whose  poem  hia  heen 

The  liorse-tail,  feed  upon  a  lance,  a  picha'i  standiird. 

composed  ahoie  iburteen  years.  Let  me  conclude  hy  a 

Note  9.  Page!e9,luie45. 

production,  of  which  I  can  only  add  my  mite  of  appro- 

In  the  naval  hallle  at  the  moulh  of  the  Dardanelles, 

Note  7.  Page  198,  Une  3. 
neiB  is  a  H|ht  ^und  br  the  moon. 

Nolo  10.  Page  SOI,  line  68. 

S9S  Lo  603,  have  heen  admired  by  (hoae  whose  appro- 

I believe  I  have  taken  a  poetical  license  to  transplant 

bation  is  .valuable.     I  am  glad  of  it:  but  it  b  not  oii- 

Ihe  jackal  from  Asia.  In  Greece  1  never  saw  nor  heard 

expressed  in  pages  183-3-4,  of  (he  English  version  of 

lieatd  them  by  htmdreds.    They  haunt  ruins,  and  fol- 

"  Vothek"  (I  forget  the  precise  page  of  the  French),  a 

low  armies. 

TO  SCROPE  BERDMORE  DATIES,  ESQ,. 

TOE  FOI.Z.OTO1HS  POEIffl  IS  INSCRIBED, 

BY  0\E  WHO  HAS  LOSG  ADUIKCD  MS  TALEST9,  J 
Jar,ti,an,  S3,  1818, 


D  VALUED  HIS  FRIENDSHIP. 


ADVEKTISEJBEKT. 

rhe  f[>llowing  poem  is  grounded  on  a  ci 


fieri  and  SchLler  have  also  be 


followl 


facts  on  which  the  story  is  founded.  Th< 
Aia  is  substituted  for  Nichobs,  as  more  metrical. 
•'  Under  the  reign  of  Sicholas  KI,  Ferrara  was  f 
hited  with  a  domestic  tragedy.  By  the  testimony  of 
attendant,  and  his  own  observation,  the  Marquis 
Esl6  discovered  Ihe  incestuous  loves  of  his  wife  Pi 
Eina,  and  Hugo  his  lusiard  son,  a  beautiful  and  vail 
youth.  They  were  beheaded  in  the  castle  by  the  s< 
tenceofa  father  and  husband,  who  pnhhshed  his  shame, 

they  wore  guiity  j  if  they  were  innocent,  h**  \ 
istheve  any  possiV 


;h|pa 


«thB. 
—Gibbaa'a  MaaUaiK 


'.  of  the  jii 
1  WwAa,  VI 


It  is  the  hour  when  lovers'  vows 

Seem  sweet  in  every  whisper 

And  gentle  winds,  and  waters  n 

Each  flower  the  dews  have  ligh 
And  in  the  sky  Ihe  stars  are  me 
And  OP  the  wave  is  deeper  blue, 
Arid  on  the  leaf  a  browner  hue, 
And  in  the  heaven  that  clear  obi 
So  solUy  dark,  and  darkly  pure, 
Which  tbllows  Ihe  decline  of  da 
As  twUight  melts  beneath  the  m 


That  Pariaina 

-avp 

her  hall. 

And 

on  the  heavenly  light 

the  lady 

of  nigli 

inK 

le's  bower, 

-I'ls 

not  for  tl 

esnli 

of  its  fkiU-b 

wnflow 

or  the  nighti 

gale- 

rho 

gh  her  e 

ale. 

e  glides  a 

step 

Jirough  Iho  fo 

iago  thi 

With  all  its  ch 
Its  living  thng 
Are  notnmg  lo 
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Of  agght  uound,  above,  beiicatl 
As  if  all  elsQ  had  pass'd  oway. 

They  only  for  each  othei  hrealh. 
Their  VHy  sighs  arc  full  of  joy 

Thai  happy  madness  would  dcstro; 
The  liaatls  which  led  iU  fiery  s' 
Of  guilt,  of  peril,  do  they  deem 
In  that  tumultuous  louder  dream  7 
Who  that  have  fell  that  passion's  | 
Ot  paused,  or  fear'd  in  such  an  ho 
Or  thought  hoiv  brief  such  momenl 

ve  must  awake  before 


Alas!  ' 


idnotdeem'dofthisl 


IV. 

(Titli  many  a  lingering  bok  they  Ic 

The  spM  of  gHiliy  gladness  past 

And  though  (hey  hope,  and  vow,  tl 


'ould  ding  for  e^ 


s  if  ( _  .. 
iheld  hE« 


ch  calmly  eon 
ailty  fron 


The  frequenl  eigh,  the  long  embrace, 
Vet  binds  them  to  th«r  trysting^place 
Bui  it  must  come,  and  Oiey  must  part 
In  fcnrful  heaviness  of  heart, 
IVith  all  the  deep  and  shuddering  chil 
Which  follows  fast  the  deeds  of  ill 


And  red  her  cheek  with  troubled  drei 
And  mutters  she  in  her  um'csl 

Which  pants  for  one  away: 
And  he  lo  thai  embrace  awakes, 

T^at  dreaming  sigh,  and  warm  cares 
For  such  as  he  was  wont  to  bless  ; 
And  could  In  very  fondness  weep 


Ilowe'e 

unworthy  nc 

wlo  breathe, 

Heo 

uld  not,  slay 

thing  BO  fair— 

Atle 

ot  wake  her  the 

But 

azed  upon  he 

Which,  had  she  ro 

«ed  her  from  hci 

Had  fro 

zen  her  sense 

to  sleep  again- 

While, 


la  thought,  her  days  a 


And  with  the  mom  he  souf^t,  and  btnid. 

The  pmof  of  all  he  fcar'd  to  kno4, 
■nieir  present  guill,  his  fulure  woe ; 
The  long-conniving  damsels 

To  save  themselves^.ancl 

The  guilt—the  ah 


ould  transfer 


lore — they  speak 
Ai:  circumstance  wnich  may  compel 
Full  credence  to  the  tale  they  tell  ; 
And  Azo's  tortured  heart  and  ear 
Have  nothing  mote  lo  feel  or  bear, 

IX.. 
He  was  not  one  who  brook'd  delay : 

Within  the  chamber  of  his  stale, 
The  chief  of  Este's  ancient  sway 

Upon  his  throne  of  judgment  sals ; 
His  noblefl  and  his  guards  are  there, — . 
Heforo  him  is  the  anful  pair ; 
Both  yoimg — and  one  how  passing  fiiir ! 
With  swordless  bell,  and  fetter'd  hand. 
Oh,  Christ!  that  thus  a  son  eheuid  stand 

Before  a  father's  face  j 
Yel  thus  must  Hugo  meet  his  sire. 


And  well  he  may — his  earthly  pE 
Upon  thai  sound  is  doom'd  to  cei 

Bespeaks  her  guilt  and  Ala's  ebi 
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Can  she  con 

imaDd,  or  these  obey  1 

All  alepl  and  unheeding  noiv, 

WLih  do«nc 

ast  eyes  and  kniuing  bron, 

And  Gilded 

And  lips  tha 

aoarcoIhoirKornRH-bear, 

Herkdigha 

and  dames,  her  eourt — is  there 

Had  yet  been  couohM  beforo  her  glancs, 

his  arms  momemfree- 

Had  died  or 

goin'd  her  Libeny ; 

f  his  felher's  bride,- 

Ho,  loo,  »  f 

tler'd  by  her  side ; 

::h  the  ri 


■    Wrnidcri  _. 

Shining  ihmugh  ihe  BWoolhesl  while 
ThU  e'er  did  softest  kiss  invite- 
Now  seem'd  with  hot  and  livid  glow 
Tu  press,  not  shade,  the  orbs  below ; 
Which  glance  so  heavily,  end  fill, 
Aa  tear  on  Lear  grows  gathering  still. 
XI. 

But  for  the  eyes  thai  on  him  gazed; 
His  sDrrow,  if  he  felt  ii,  slept ; 

Whate'er  the  grief  his  sou!  avon'd. 
Ho  would  not  slirink  before  the  i^rowd ; 


His  gtiilt — hb  love — his  piesen 
Kis  father's  tvraih — all  good  m 
His  ORflhly,  his  eternal  fatc- 
And  hers,— J*,  hers ! — he  dari 


Remorso  lot  all  the  wreck  it  madi 

Xtl. 
And  Aio  Bpnke : — "  Hut  yostcrds 

1  gloried  in  a  wife  and  son ; 
f  bat  itrpani  th*a  morning  pass'd  i 

My  iili:  must  linger  on  elone ; 
Well,— let  that  pass,— there  area 
Who  would  not  da  as  1  have  doni 


Go!  woman  of  t> 
Not  I,  hut  thou  his  b 
Oo  !  if  that  sight  th 


Tlirobb' 

„, 

if  back 

The  hot  bio 

d  ebb'< 

and  flow'd 

And  thorel 

low'dh 

And  pass'. 

hi 

shakm 

hand  alon 

His  eye,  to 

While  Hug 

isedlda 

ief  delay  i 

His  father' 

Forbids  no 

» 

at  his  1 

orUsrequ 

For  thou  basi  seen  me  by  tli 


re  blood  in  cg 
,  stain  the  an 


if  thini 


Thou 


lu  gavBst,  and  raay'st  resume  my  hi. 
A  gill  for  which  I  thank  thee  not ; 
F^or  are  my  mother's  wrongs  forgot, 
Hor  slighted  lore  and  ruin'd  name. 
Her  offspring's  heritage  of  shame  i 
But  she  is  in  the  grave,  whore  he. 
Her  son,  thy  rival,  soon  shall  be. 
Her  broken  hoart—'niy  sover'd  head-^ 
Shall  witness  for  thee  froni  the  dead 

Thy  youthful  love— palemal  care, 
'T  is  true,  that  I  have  done  Ihec  wrong — 
But  wrong  for  wrong— this  deem'd  thy  ! 
The  other  victim  of  thy  pride. 
Thou  know'si  for  me  was  destined  long. 


Thou 


aw'3l,ar 


Yet,  were 

My  name 

With  honour 

I  had  a  swor. 


Of  all  these  sovereign  sires  of  Ihm'e 
Not  always  knightly  spurs  are  wom 
The  brightest  by  the  bettor  born ; 

Before  proud  chiefs  of  jn-incely  rank 
When  charging  to  the  choerina  cry 
Of  ■EsluandnT  Vietoivl' 
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They  eould  nol,  and  lh«y  did  not,  last — 
And  ihy  nobility  of  race 

Some  features  of  my  TathEr's  face. 
And  in  my  spirit— all  of  thee. 
From  thee — this  tamelesBness  of  heart — 
From  thee— nay,  wherefore  dost  thou  startT— 
From  Ihee  in  all  tlieir  vigour  camo 
My  arm  of  strength,  my  soul  of  flame— 
Thou  didst  not  give  me  life  alone, 
But  all  that  made  me  more  thine  own. 
See  what  thy  guilty  lore  hath  done ! 
Repaid  thee  with  too  like  a  son! 
I  am  no  bastard  in  my  soul, 
For  that,  Uke  thine,  abhorr'd  control : 
And  for  my  breath,  that  hasty  boon 
Thov,  gavest  and  wilt  resume  so  soon, 
1  valued  It  no  more  than  thou, 
Whon  roE8  thy  casque  abore  thy  brow, 
"    ■    B,  oil  sJde  by  side,  have  striven, 
erlhe  (■     ■ 


Heru 


is  nothing — and  at  last 


Andr 
The; 

The  future  c 
Yet  would  I  that  1  (hen  had  dkui 
For  though  thou  work^dst  my  mother^ 


And  mi 


my  father  alill ; 
And,  harsh  as  sotmda  thy  hard  decree, 
T  is  nut  unjust,  although  Irom  thee. 
Begot  in  an,  to  die  in  shame, 
My  hfe  begun  and  ends  the  same: 
As  err'd  the  siro,  so  err'd  the  son. 


He  ceased—and  elond  »iih  folded  arms 
On  which  the  circling  fetters  soundec 
And  not  an  ear  but  felt  as  wounded. 
Of  all  the  chiefs  that  there  were  rank 


Again  attracted  every  eye — 
Would  she  thus  hear  him  doom' 
She  stood,  I  said,  all  pale  and  sii 


large  and  (lowly  gather 
m  Ihe  long  dark  fringe  < 


;  shriek, 


And  to  the  earth  she  fell  li 
Or  statue  from  its  base  o'enhrown. 
More  Uke  a  thing  that  ne'er  had  life,— 
A  monument  of  A™'b  wife,- 
Tlian  her,  that  living  guilty  thing. 
Whose  every  pasidon  nae  a  sting, 
Which  urged  to  guilt,  but  could  not  bear 
Tha'guilt's  detaclion  and  despair. 


(As  bow-strings,  when  relas'd  by  ra 

Sent  forth  her  thoughts  all  wild  and 
The  past  s  blank,  the  future  black. 
With  glimpses  of  a  dreary  track. 
Like  lightning  oo  the  desert  path. 
When  midnight  stomu 
le  fear'd — she  felt  that  something 


mgwi 


Layo 

That  there  was 

That  some  one  was  to  die— but  who? 

She  had  forgotten:— did  she  breathe? 

Could  this  be  still  the  earOi  beneath  7 


re  they  Hends  who  ni 
3,  before     ' 


nvsofro* 


Till  then  had  smiled  in  sympathy  1 
All  was  conftised  and  ujidefined. 
To  her  all-jarr'd  and  wandering  mind ; 
A  chaos  of  wild  h(^s  and  fears ; 
And  now  hi  laughter,  now  in  teara. 
But  madly  stJU  in  each  eitrome. 

For  so  it  seem'd  on  her  to  break ; 
Oh  I  vainly  must  she  strive  to  woke  1 

XV. 
The  convent-bells  are  ringing, 

But  mournfully  and  sbw ; 
In  the  gray  square  turret  swingmE, 

With  a  deep  soimd,  (o  and  fro. 

Heavily  to  the  heart  they  go! 
Hark !  the  hymn  is  singing — 

The  song  tor  the  dejui  below, 

Or  Ihe  living,  who  shortly  shall  be  so 
For  a  departing  being's  soul 
"*'    death-hymn  peals,  an  ' ' ' 


He  is 


il  goal; 


'3  knee ; 
Sad  to  hear — and  piteous  to  see-r 
Kneeling  on  the  bare  cold  ground 
With  Ihe  block  before  and  the  gi 

That  Uie  blow  may  he  both  Bwdl 
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While  Iha  crowd  ia  a  Bpecchtcsa  circle  galher 
To  see  Ihe  son  fall  by  the  doom  of  the  iaiher. 

XVI, 
ft  is  a  lovely  hour  as  yel 
Before  the  summer  sun  Ehali  sel, 


And  his  evening  beams  are  shed 
Full  on  Hugo's  fated  head, 

To  the  monk  his  doom  deplonog, 
In  penitential  holiness, 
He  bends  to  hear  hjs  Occonts  hieaa 
With  iibsoluiion  such  as  mav 
Wipe  our  mortal  stains  a.vay. 
That  high  eun  on  his  head  did  glisten 
As  he  there  did  bow  and  listen — 

Curl'd  half  dcnvn  his  neck  so  hare ; 
But  brighter  elill  the  beam  was  throw 

Wilh  a  clear  and  ghastly  glitter 

Oh  I  that  parting  hour  was  bitter ! 
Even  the  stem  stood  cMIlM  »iLh  am 
Dark  (lie  crime,  and  just  the  taw — 
Yet  Ihey  shuddei'd  as  they  saw. 


His  beads  and  »ns  are  all  recounted, 
His  hours  to  their  last  minute  mounted — 
His  mending  cloak  hefbni  was  stripped, 
His  bright  hrown  locks  must  now  be  clipp'd ; 
<T  is  done— all  closely  are  they  shorn— 
The  vest  which  till  this  moment  worn— 
The  scarf  which  Patisina  gave — 

Even  that  must  now  ha  thrown  aside, 
And  o'er  hia  eyes  the  kerchief  tied ; 
But  no — Ihat  last  indignity 
Shall  ne'er  approach  his  haDghtf  eye. 
All  feelings  seemingly  subdued. 
In  deep  disdain  were  half  renew'd. 
When  heads-man's  hands  prepared  to  Innd 
Those  eyes  which  would  not  brook  such  blind, 
As  if  they  dared  not  look  on  death. 
"No— yours  my  forfeit  blood  and  bteath-r- 
rhese  hands  are  chun'd-^but  let  me  die 
At  least  wilh  an  unshackled  eye- 
Strike  :"— and  as  the  word  he  said, 
Upon  the  block  he  bow'd  his  head ; 
These  the  last  accents  Hugo  spoke ; 
"  Strike"— Bjid  flashing  fell  the  stroke— 
RoU'd  the  head— anJ,  gushing,  sunk 
Back  the  stain'd  and  heaving  trunk, 


hfiom 

im  broke. 

When,  bared  to  n 

leetiha 

leads-man' 

He  claim'd  to  die 

withey 

J,  unbound, 

As  down  the  deadly  blow  descended 
On  him  whose  hfe  and  love  thus  ended ; 
And  wilh  a  hushing  sound  eomprest, 
A  sigh  shrunk  hack  on  every  breast ; 

Beyond  the  blow  that  to  the  block 
I^erced  through  with  forced  and  sullen 

So  madly  shrlH— so  passing  wiki? 
That,  as  a  molhot's  o'er  her  child, 
Done  to  death  by  suiUen  blow. 
To  Ihe  sky  these  accents  go, 
Like  a  soul's  in  endless  woe. 


Her  name— as  if  she  ne'er  had  been — 

And  from  Prince  Azo's  voice,  by  none 
Was  mention  heard  of  wife  or  son ; 
No  tomb— no  memory  had  iheyi 
Theirs  was  unconsecraled  clay ; 
At  leasl  the  kni^i's,  who  died  that  day. 


Or  if  she  fell  by  bowl  oi 
For  that  dark  love  she  t 
Or  if,  upon  the  moment 


b,  Google 


Mgne  knew— and  none  can  eve 
Her  life  began  and  closed  in  w 


XX. 

ihey  now  appear,  the  greater  part  of  which  was  coniposort 

And  a™  found  iuiolher  bride. 

And  goodly  sons  grew  bj  hla  side ; 

Note  a.  Page  aM,  line  in. 

But  none  so  iovel;  and  so  brave 

Thlt  BhouW  have  won  as  haught  a  creat. 

As  him  who  wither'd  In  Ihe  grave; 

Th^r  growlh  bul  glanced  unheeded  bj-, 

Or  noticed  with  a  smolher'd  Eigh. 

Note  3.  Page  SOT,  line  6. 

Bul  never  War  his  cheeli  descended, 

H^r  Me  b^ean  and  elotcd  in  woe. 

And  never  mule  his  brow  unbend^ ; 

And  o'er  Ihat  fair  broad  brow  were  wro 

ghl 

Fwrara,  for  there  occurred  a  very  tragical  event  in  tJia 

The  inleraected  lines  or  thought ; 

court  of  their  sovereign.    Our  annals,  hoUl  prmtfid  and 

Those  furrows  which  [he  burning  share 

in  manuscript,  with  the  exception  of  the  unpolished  and 

Thf 


vould  ni: 


ghts  and  heavy  days, 

yield — nor  cmJd  forgef, 
vv  nicti  wnen  it  least  appear'd  to  moll, 
TntentEy  thought— intensely  felt ; 
The  deepest  ics  which  ever  froze 
Can  only  o'er  the  surface  close — 
The  living  stream  hes  quick  below. 

By  thot^hta  which  nature  hath  implanted, 


When 

Wed 

eclithoa 

the 

heart, 

re  not  dried— thos 

's  unshed 

But  ftn 

wback 

ain- 

lead, 

And,r. 

^ting  to 

their  spri 

re  pure. 

l^'or  01 

I  in  its 

lepthcnd 

Unsee 

,unwe 

t,  but  one 

inge 

I'd, 

Without  the  hope  torn 

clthemwh 

[Tnited  souls  shaJlgladn 

ess  that  he 

Had  only  pass'dajust 

eoree; 

That  tliey  had  ivrmight 

heir  doom 

«hed  still. 

The  tainted  branches  o 

If  lopp'd  with  care,  a 

strength  m 

By  "hich  the  rest  ah 

1!  bloom  ai 

AH  greenly  G-esh  and  wi 

dlyftee: 

But  if  the  lightning,  in 

The  waving  boughs  with  fury  scat! 

The  masay  trunk  the  n 

And  >»^[  more  a  leaf  reveal.. 

follow 


■  orSardi,andot 


other, 


Bandelli,  who  wrote  a  century  aAerwarda,  and  wli 
does  not  oect^  with  the  cotemportiry  histtH^ims. 

"  By  the  above-mentioned  Stelia  dell'  Assassino,  th 
Marquis,  in  the  year  1405,  had  a  son  called  Ugo,  a  i>eau 
tiful  and  ingenuous  youth.  Pari^tia  Malatosta^secon 
wife  of  Niccolo,  like  the  generality  of  etep-raothers 


Marquis,  who 

day  she  askei 

leave  of  her  husband  to  unde 

a  that  Ugo  sli 

mid  bear  her  company ;  lor  h 

nduce  her,  m  the  end,  to  lay  as 

inate  aversion  which  she  had  conceived  agaii 

e,  during  the  j 

umey,  she  not  only  divested 

11  her  hatred. 

but  fell  uilo  the  opposite  e 

r  then'  return, 

le  Marquis  had  no  longer  ail 

a  servant  of  th 

Maniuia,  named  Zoose,  or. 

him,  Giorgio 

passmg  before  the  apanm 

una,  saw  goii 

out  from  them  one  of  her  cl 

da,  all  terrified 

and  in  tears.  Asltinu  the  rea 

hiin  that  her  mistress,  for  some  slight  oHen 

n  beating  her 

and,  giving  vent  to  her  ra 

idJgd,  tl 


n  the  . 


linal  fam: 


ivenged,  il 


her  step-son.  The  servai 
lote  of  the  words,  and  related  them  to  his  niastei 
*aa  astounded  thereat,  but,  scarcely  believing  hi 

18th  of  May,  by  looking  through  n  liole  made 
iHling  of  his  wife's  chamber.    Inst      ■    -     ■     - 


furioui 
Aldohrandinr 


and  arrested  be 
ay,  "two  of  th 


iiiiM  a< 


He  or 


n  of  her  ci 


sdthem 


ing  the  judges  to  pninon; 

ntonce  was  death.  Some  there  were  that  bestir 
Ives  In  favour  of  the  delinquents,  and,  amnn 
Ugoccion  Conlrario,  who  was  all-powerful  <.i 
Niccolo,  and  dso  his  tiged  and  much-deservinv  lojtnft 
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Alberto  dal  Sola. 


r  cheeks,  and  upgq  Iheir  knees,  implored  him 

ig  Iha  offenders,  besides  Ihose  motivaa  of 
»ncy  which  nughl  perauade  him  lo  con- 
ic {lublic  so  scaadslous  a  deed.  But 


n  ioBexible,  and,  on  Ihe  io: 


n  thosi   '■ 


of  the 


^mmajldcd  it 
d 
saBtlfi,  aiul  p 


leath  the  chimljer 
root  ofihe  IJon's  lovm-,  at  the  topoTthe  street  6i 
Ihat  on  the  lughl  of  Ihe  tiveniy-iiisi  of  May,  w 
headed,  Brsl,  Ugo,  and  aflerwards  Paririna.  Zc 
that  accused  her,  conducted  tha  latter  under  his  an 
place  of  piinishment.     She,  all  along,  fancied  that  st 


whether  she  was  yet  come  t 
that  her  punishment  waa  the 

was  already  dead :  at  the  whit 


ked,  at 


m  hands 


o  the  block,  she  riripped 


inquu^  what 
grievously,  she 
eiseir  with  her 


la  dear  Ugo.    On  Ihe  following 


ourts  of  Italy. 
Venice,  Ftan- 
publishing  his 


in  Ihe  square  of  St.  Mark,  in  order  to  ce 
larquis,  in  addition  to  what  ha  had  alrei 


si  that  I 


liable  bur; 


lerminaled  the  cruel 
ISangoni,  who,  together  with  the  others,  according  to 
two  calendars  In  the  library  of  St.  Francesco,  was  buried 
uithecemetaryofthalconvent.    Nothing  else  is  known 

"'Die  Marquis  kept  watch  the  whole  of  that  dreadful 
night,  and,  as  he  was  walking  backwards  and  forwards, 
inquired  of  tha  captain  of  the  castle  if  Ugo  was  dead 


to  be  liuUiless,  like  his  Parisw 
should,  like  her,  be  beheaded.  Amongst  others,  Barb 
rina,  or,  as  some  call  her,  I/aodamia  Romei,  wife  of  t 

ofescculion,  thali3toaay,inihequarlerofSt.  Giacon 
opposilelbo  present  fortress,  beyond  SU  Paul's,  It  ca 
strange  appeared  this  proceeding  in 


onsideii 


ffifte  i^ximMtv  of  euillon. 


SONWET  ON  CHILLON. 

ETEH.vALspiritof  Ihe  ehamless  mind! 
Brightest  in  dungeons.  Liberty !  Ihou  art, 
J'or  there  thy  haUtation  is  the  heart — 

And  when  lliy  sons  to  fetters  are  .eonsign'd — 

To  fetters,  and  the  damp  vault's  dayless  ^ooi 

Their  couiitry  e<Kiquers  with  their  martyrdon 

And  Freedom^  fime  linds  wings  on  every  wvat 

ChillonJ  thy  prison  is  a  holy  place. 

And  thy  sod  floof  an  altar— for  >t  wa<  trod, 


By  Bonj 


s  if  thy  « 


—May 


1  to  God. 


I'RISONER  OF  CHILLON, 


Forll 


LO  godly  earth  and  air 
Are  nann  d,  and  barr'd— forbidden 
But  this  was  for  my  falher's  faitli 
I  sulfer'a  chains  and  courted  death 
That  father  perish'd 


id  t>r  the  sa 


ould  not  fors 


.One  in  fire,  and  two  in  lio 
Their  belief  with  blmd  hi 
Dying  as  their  father  died 


is  left  the  last. 

II. 

ra  of  Gothic  n 
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A  Bunbcam  which  hnth  loel  its  via-;. 

V. 

And  Ihmugh  the  crevicn  and  the  cled 

The  other  was  as  pure  of  mind, 

Of  the  thick  wall  is  fallen  and  left; 

But  form'd  to  combat  with  bis  kind  : 

Creciiing  o'er  the  floor  so  damp, 

Strong  in  his  frame,  and  of  a  mood 

Like  a  marsh's  meteor  lamp : 

Which  'gainst  the  world  in  war  had  stood. 

And  in  each  pilar  there  is  a  ring, 

And  perish'd  in  the  foremost  rank 

And  in  onch  ring  there  is  a  chaui; 

With  joy :— but  not  in  chains  to  pine ; 

That  iron  is  a  cankering  thing, 

Hie  spirit  wiiher'd  with  then'  dank. 

Fur  in  these  Umhs  its  teeth  remain. 

IsawitsdentlydccUne- 

With  marks  that  will  not  wear  away. 

And  so  perchance  in  sooth  did  nune ; 

Til!  I  ha™  done  with  this  new  day, 

But  yet  1  forced  it  on  to  cheer 

Which  now  is  painful  to  those  eyee. 

Those  relics  of  a  home  so  dear. 

Which  have  not  seen  the  sun  so  rise 

He  was  a  hunter  of  the  hills. 

For  years— I  cannot  count  Ihem  o'er. 

Had  folbw'd  there  the  deer  and  wolf; 

(  lost  their  long  and  heavy  score, 

To  hbn  this  dungeon  was  a  gulf. 

When  my  last  brother  droop'd  and  died, 

And  fettor-d  feet  the  worst  of  ills. 

And  1  lay  living  by  his  side. 

VI. 

HI. 

Lake  Leman  lies  by  Chillon's  walls : 

They  chain'd  us  each  to  a  colunm  stone. 

A  thousand  feet  in  depth  below 

And  wo  were  throe— yet,  each  alone ; 

Its  mossy  waters  moot  and  flo"  ; 

Wo  could  not  move  a  single  pace. 

We  could  not  see  each  other's  face. 

From  Chilkin's  snow-white  battlement,' 

But  with  thai  palo  and  livid  light 

Which  round  aliout  the  wave  enthrals : 

A  double  dungeon  wall  and  wave 

Have  made-and  like  a  living  grave. 

Feitcr'd  in  hand;  but  pined  in  heart; 

Belo^v  the  surface  of  the  lake 

T  was  still  some  solace  in  the  dearth 

The  dark  vault  lies  wherem  we  lay. 

Of  Iho  pure  elemenla  of  earth, 

Wo  heard  it  ripple  night  and  day. 

To  hearken  to  each  other's  speech, 

Sounding  o'er  our  heads  it  knock'd ; 

And  each  torn  comforier  to  each. 

And  I  have  felt  the  winter's  spray 

With  some  new  hope,  or  legend  oU, 

Wash  Uirough  tlie  ban  when  winds  were 

igh 

Or  song  heroically  bold  i 

And  wanton  in  the  happy  sky ; 

But  even  tbese.at  length  grow  cold. 

And  then  the  very  rock  hath  rock'd. 

Our  voices  took  a  dreary  lone, 

And  I  have  felt  it  shake  unshock'd. 

An  echo  of  iha  dungeon-stnne. 

Because  I  could  have  smiled  to  see 

A  grating  sound — not  full  and  free 

The  death  that  would  have  set  me  free. 

As  they  of  yore  were  wont  to  be : 

Ilnrighl  be  fancy-but  td  me 

VU. 

They  never  sounded  like  our  own. 

I  sud  my  nearer  brother  pined, 
I  said  his  mighty  heart  declined. 

IV. 

He  loathed  and  put  away  his  food ; 

1  was  the  eldest  of  the  three. 

It  was  not  that 't  was  coarse  and  rude, 

And  to  uphold  end.  cheer  the  rest 

For  we  were  used  to  huntei'a  f^e, 

I  ought  to  do — and  did  my  best — 

And  for  the  like  had  little  care: 

And  each  did  well  in  his  degree. 

The  youngest,  whom  my  father  loved. 

Was  changed  for  water  from  the  moat ; 

Because  our  mother's  brow  was  given 

Our  bread  was  such  as  captives'  tears 

To  him— with  eyes  aa  blue  as  heaven. 

Have  mmsler-'d  many  a  thousand  years, 

For  him  my  soul  was  sorely  raoved ; 

Since  man  first  pent  bis  fellow-men 

Ana  ifuty  might  il  be  distresi 

Like  brutes  within  an  iron  deif : 

To  see  stieh  bird  in  such  a  nest; 

But  what  were  these  to  os  or  bun  } 

For  he  <va*  beautiful  as  day- 

These  wasted  not  his  heart  or  hmh ; 

(Wl-.en  day  was  beautiful  to  me 

My  brother's  soul  was  of  (hat  mould 

As  to  young  eagles,  being  free)— 

Which  in  a  palace  had  gmwn  e<^. 

A  polar  day,  which  will  not  see 

Had  his  irea  breathing  been  denied 

A  sunset  till  its  summer's  gone. 

The  range  of  the  steep  mountain's  sido 

Its  sleepless  summer  of  long  light. 

But  why  delay  the  truth  7-he  died. 

I  saw  and  could  not  hold  his  head. 

And  thus  he  was  as  pure  and  bright. 

Nor  reach  his  dying  hand— nor  dead. 

And  in  his  natural  spirit  gay. 

Though  hard  I  strove,  but  strove  m'vam. 

With  tears  for  nought  but  others'  ills. 

To  rend  and  gnash  my  bonds  in  Iwaui. 

He  died-ami  they  unbek'd  his  ehahi. 

Unless  he  could  assuage  the  woe 

Andseoop'd  for  him  a  sliallow  gravs 

Which  he  abhun-d  to  view  below. 

Even  bom  the  cold  earth  of  oui  save 
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But  nhei 
Tbntet 


Ih  hia  free 


1  might  have  spared  my  idle  prayer- 
They  coldly  laugh'd — and  laid  him 
The  flat  and  turdesa  earth  above 
Tha  being  we  soinuoh  did  love ; 

Such  murder's  Gtting  moDumetii! 


My  latest  care,  fi 
To  hoard  my  life, 
Leas  wretched  m 


Oh  God  i 
Vo  see  tl 


UamixM  «ith  such— but  sura  and 

slow 

He  faded,  and  so  c&lni  and  meek 

So  Bofdy  >vorn,  so  sweetly  weali. 

Anii  grieved  for  those  he  left  beh 

ndi 

Widl  all  the  while  a  cheek  »hos 

bino 

Was  as  a  mockery  of  the  tomb, 

Whose  tints  as  gentJy  sunk  away 

As  a  departing  rainbow's  ray- 

That  almost  made  the  dungeon  1 

iphl, 

A  groan  o'er  his  unlimely  lot,-;- 

A  little  hope  my  own  to  raise, 

For  I  was  sunk  in  silence— lost 

In  Ibis  ast  loss,  of  all  ibe  most; 

Of  fiunting  nature's  feohlenuss 

More  slowly  drawn,  grew  less  on 

Hess 

I  bstwi'd,  but  I  could  not  hear- 

teall'd,rorIwaswild»iIhrear 

I  kntw  'twas  hopeless,  but  my  . 

-eod 

Would  not  be  thus -admonished ; 

I  Gi'l'd,  and  thought  I  heard  a  so 

itnd— 

And  rusli'd  lo  him  ^-^l  Ibund  him  not, 

/  only  afirr'd  in  Ibis  black  spot, 

i  only  lived— /only  drew 

Tne  anniuied  breath  of  dungeon  dew ; 


The  last^ihe  sole— the  ifearf 


■3- hoih 

hud  ceased  to  brea 

I  look  thai 

landw 

ich  lay  so  still, 

Alas'  my 
I  had  not  s 

trength 

fuU  as  chill; 
0  stir,  or  strive. 

But  felt  th 

A  frantic  1 

That  what 
I  could 

otwhy 

shall  ne'er  be  so. 

I  had  no  e 

rlhlyh 

pe— bittJaith, 

And  that  f 

rbade 

selnE'h  death. 

What  next 

befell  me  th^  and  there 

I  know 

First  came 

the  1.S 

of  light,  and  air. 

Andlhe 

of  dn 

I  had  no  though^ 

Among  th 

:  stood  a  stone, 

And  was. 

onsaous  what  1  wi 

As  shrubic 

within  the  mist; 

For  all  wa 

and  bleak,  and  gra 

It  was  not 

mgbt- 

.was  not  day. 

dimgeon-hahl. 

So  baleful 

o  my  heavy  sight, 

But  vacai 

And  fixedn 

ess— without  a  rtoce; 

There  were  no  sta 

B-no  earth-no  U 

No  chock— no  cha 

But  silenc 

,anda 

Tlie  sweetest  song  ear  ever  heard, 
nd  mine  was  thankSil  till  my  eyes 
in  over  with  the  glad  Eur[frise, 

at  then  by  duL  degrees  came  back 


to  their 
dungeon  i 


is  before 


That  bird  was  perch'd,  as  fond  and  tanie, 

A  lovely  bird,  with  aiure  wings, ' 
And  song  that  said  a  thousand  ihmgs, 
,  all  for  me! 


ar  shall  ae 


le  befbre, 
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And  cheering 

Had  brought  i 

e  back  1, 

feel  and  think. 

1  know  not  if 

late  we 

.free. 

ago  to  1 

,rch  on  mine, 

But  knowing  weilCBfii 

Sweet  bird 

I  could 

ot  wish  for  thin 

Or  if  it  were. 

n  winged 
Paradls 

guise, 

For— Heaven 

orgivo  II 

atlhoughll  Ih 

Which  made  me  both  l 

I  Bometimes  < 

My  brother's 

oultome 

Bui  then  at  la 

And  then  't  w 

s  mortal- 

-well  I  knew, 

ForhewouU 

noYor  thu 

s  hfLUa  fiowii, 

And  lef\  Die  to 

ice  «a  do 

uhly  lone,— 

J^e— Btho 

corse  within  Ua  shroud, 

Lone— SB  a  Eohlary  clw 

<l> 

Id  on  as 

While  all  the 

aven  is  dear. 

ha  atmpsphcrs, 

That  hath  no 

o  ^pear 

Which  i 
Thee 


ray  very  Ikco  did  i 


_      1  iale,  it  aeem'd  no  more. 
Scarce  broader  than  my  dungeon  flour. 

And  o'er  it  blew  the  mountain  breeze. 
Arid  by  it  there  were  waters  Rowing, 
And  on  it  there  were  young  floivors  jm 

Of  gontio  i^reaih  snd  hue. 
The  fish  swam  by  the  cast!o-waU, 
And  they  seem'd  joy 


That 
Meihoughi  be  nsvi 


Ikno«.kot 

tvhathadmadethomso 

■neywere 

inured  to  sights  of  woe 

But  so  it  w 

as  :-my  broken  chain 

With  1-nks 

onfasten'd  did  remain. 

And  it  was 

iberly  to  stride 

Along  my 

ell  from  side  to  .ide, 

And  up  an 

down,  and  then  athivai 

And  tread  k  over  every  part ; 

And  round  the  pillars  one  hy  one, 

Avoiding  o 

ly,  as  I  trod. 

My  brother 

b'  graves  wiUiout  a  sod 

For  if  I  thought  with  heedless  trea 

My  step  pr 

faned  their  lowly  bed. 

My  breath 

came  gasiimgly  and  tin 

And  my  en 

sh'd  heart  fell  blind  an 

XII. 

I  made  a  fo 

oting  in  the  wall, 

Pur  I  had 

uricd  ono  and  all. 

Wholov 

And  the  w 

ole  earth  would  honoef 

A  wider  pn 

No  child- 

o  sire-no  kin  had  I, 

No  partner 

Ji  my  misery; 

I  thought o 

this,  and  I  was  glad. 

For  though 

of  them  had  made  me 

But  I  was 

To  my  bar 

d  windows,  and  to  befli 

Once  more 

The  quiet 

f  a  loving  oyo. 

xin. 

I  saw  them 

They  wore 

notflhangedllkemein 

I  saw  their 

housand  years  of  snov 

On  high- 

he  wide  long  lake  belo 

And  the  bluo  llhone  in  fullest  Sow 

when  they  appear'd  at  la* 


And  hdf  I  felt  as  Ihcy  were  come 
To  tear  me  Irom  a  second  home : 
With  spiders  I  had  fiiendship  tnadc. 


'd  them 


■Ji  by  moonlight  play. 
And  why  should  I  feel  less  than  they  7 
We  were  all  inmates  of  one  place, 
And  I,  the  monarch  of  each  race. 
Had  poiver  to  kill— yet,  strange  to  tell! 
-In  quiet  we  had  leam'd  to  dwoll — 
My  very  chains  and  I  grew  friends, 

BegainM  my  fi-eodom  with  a  sigh. 
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df  Bonnivard,  son  oncle, 


jiin.     En  1510  Jean- 
rf^gna  ]e  Pnciire  de ! 

!  aOoutiasait  ajii  niurs  de  Geneve,  i 

b&n&Rce  considerable. 

id  homme  ( Bonnivard  inf  rUo  co  litto  j 


ir  lecDl* 


™.     BoDnivitd  e 
lit  pas  de  p 


lurs  des  Giae 
fut  U 


apl^^T™^ 


notrtf  Republi . 

tonropos;  i1m£ptlsaBesrichesss8;  it  ne  negligaa  rie 
pouraSennirlebDnheiird'unepatriequ'illionDrB  do  so 
choii:  dfa  ce  mameotil  b  di^it  commo  le  p1usz£l£ 
de  SOS  ciloyens ;  11  la  servit  avec  1^Lntr6pidJt£  d^un  heros^ 
et  il  ^erivaii  son  hisUnre  avec  la  nalvet^  d'ua  philoaophE 


Udili 


liable  ( 


uiln  1 


qncnl 


ra  do  Ge 


011911  hautemeni  comn 
martyr  de  bb  palrie : 


cnips.    11  full 


ihtolugia  et  I'liis 
de  Geneve ;  aus^ 


noire  cdleclion.  Enfin,  pendant  la  n 
bon  patriate  institua  la  rfpublique  son  ii 
ditioa  qa'ollB  eniplfflerait  ses  bieiH  i  ei 
ligo  dont  on  prnjetait  la  fonda^on. 

II  paraltqua  Bonniynrd  mooniten  1670;  maison  n« 
poul  l^asaurer,  parcequ^il  y  a  une  lacune  dan?  Ic  N& 
crologe  depuis  le  mols  do  Juitlel  1^70  jUEqu'en  UTl. 
Nolo  2.   Page  SOB,  line  3. 

Lndovico  SforzB,  and  olherB. — The  same  isaaaerted 
of  Marie  Anirdneiie's,  the  tvife  of  Louis  XVI.,  ibougli 
not  in  quite  50  short  a  period.  GrieT  is  said  Id  hava 
the  same  efTcct :  to  such,  and  not  to  fear,  this  char.gv 
in  Acti  was  10  be  allributed. 


IT  le  jura,  par  dt 

Due  ds  Sa>oye :  ce  prince  le  St  enC>jniEr  dans  le 
leai)  de  Cbillon,  oil  i)  reals  aans  £ire  interrog^  jusq 
1536;  iirinabradeliTrf  paries  BerDOia,qius'eni[ 
lent  rfu  pays  de  Vaud, 

Bonnivard,  en  sorlant  de  ea  captivity  cut  le  plaia 
Houver  Genive  libre  et  r^Caiufe;  la  republique  s 


la  de  lui  U 
donunager  df 


lerail  k  G 


;n  1657. 
a  pas  iini  d^^tre  utile ; 


oufferts ;  elle  ie  rc^vit 
!  Juin  1636;  el' 

aion  de  900  ^cu 


;  ilf^u^^t 


me.    Bonniiud  engagea  le  Conseil  b 
!cl6siaaliquea  et  aux  paysana  un  temps  a 

ir  sa  douceur:  on  ptficlio  toujoura  te  christiai 

Connivard  Till  aavant ;  ids  manuscrila,  qui  sent  dans 
mhUniiN^ue  pubbque,  prmivent  qu'H  avail  bion  lu  leg , 


Note 


.  Page  309,  line  81. 


Tbo  ChfLleau  de  Chillon  is  situated  between  Clireni 
and  Villeneuve,  which  last  is  al  one  eltremily  of  ths 
Lake  of  Geneva.  On  ils  left  are  the  enlcanoes  of  the 
Rhone,  and  opposite  aro  the  heights  CT  M»llerie  and 
the  range  of  Alps  above  Bflveret  and  Si.  Gingo. 

Near  it,  on  a  hill  behind,  is  a  lorrenl;  below  il, 
washuig  ils  walls,  the  lafco  has  been  fikihomed  to  the 
depth  of  800  feel  (French  meaaure)  ;  within  it  ore  a 

subsequently  prisoners  of  stale,  were  confined.  Across 
one  of  ^e  vaulta  is  a  beam  black  with  age,  on  which 
we  were  inlbrmed  that  tlie  condenmed  were  fbcmerly 
eiecuied.  In  ihe  cells  are  seven  pillais,  or,  rather 
ughl,  one  being  half  merged  in  the  wall;  in  some  0. 
Iheso  are  rbgs  for  the  fetters  and  the  fettered ;  in  the 
pavement  the  steps  of  BiHinivard  have  lefl  Iheir  traces 
— he  was  cnnlined  here  several  years. 

11  is  by  this  castle  thai  Rousseau  has  filed  the  cala9> 
trophe  of  his  H^loise,  in  the  rescue  of  one  of  her  chil- 
dren by  Julie  from  the  water :  theshockof  which,  and 

The  chateau  is  large,  and  seen  along  the  lake  for  f 
great  distance.    1'he  walls  are  while. 

Note  4.  Page  211,  lire  65. 

Between  ihe  entrances  of  the  Rhone  and  ViHencuve, 
not  far  from  Chillon,  is  a  very  small  island ;  Ihe  only 

lake,  vrilhin  its  rarcumlerence.  It  contains  a  few  treet 
(I  think  not  above  three),  and  from  its  singleness  and 

When  the  foregoing  poem  was  composed,  I  was  not 
sufficiently  aware  of  the  luslory  of  Bonnivard,  or  I 
should  have  endeavoured  to  dignify  the  subject  by  an 


fimpl  to  celebrate  hia  cmuage  ai 
count  of  bis  life  will  be  found  in 

ihed  by  the  kindness  of  a  cilin 

tlie  best  ago  of  ancient  iieedonu 


appendeo  u 
ave  been  fur- 
Jiat  republic, 
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Bilur;  look  70U.  lisp.  =n 

weaiilrnnjKiuiUidiBiiM 
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^a  Ton  Likt  D,  J< 

diHolun-.ieia,— 9.  A. 

tries  of  ihe  Caiholio  pcrsuaaLon, 

19  before  Slirova-Tucstlay  comes  about, 


VI. 
This  Ibast  Is  named  the  Camiial,  ivhioh,  being 

So  cail'd,  booauaa  iho  namo  and  Uiing  agreeing, 

Through  Lent  they  live  on  full  bolh  sail  and  Tn : 
But  why  they  uslicr  Lont  uLUi  ao  nvjch  glee  icif 


The  moment  night  with  dusky  mantle  tovcn 

AnJ  ihiB  Ihey  bid  fareivell  to  carnal  daneft, 

The  skies  (and  the  more  duskilj'  iho  belLer), 

And  soUd  meats,  and  highly-spiced  ragouts. 

To  live  for  forty  days  on  ill-dressed  fishes. 

Begins,  aud  prudery  Dings  aside  her  FoUcr; 

Because  Ihey  have  nu  sauces  to  their  sIbh-b, 

inii  gaiety  on  tealtess  li|.loo  havers. 

A  tiling  which  eausBsmany  "poohs"  and  "|ii 

Giggling  with  all  the  gallants  nho  besot  her ; 

And  several  oaths  (which  would  not  suit  the 

»nd  there  are  songs  anil  quavers,  roaring,  humming, 

From  travellers  accustoni'd  from  a  buy 

Guitars,  and  every  other  sort  o[  stiuniming. 

To  eat  Uieir  salmou,  at  iho  least,  nilh  soy ; 

III. 

vin. 

And  there  aro  drrasos  splendid,  but  fantastical. 

Masks  of  all  limes  and  nations,  Turks  and  Jeivs, 

"The  curiuus  in  lish-sauoc,"  licforo  they  cr 

Greeks,  Bomans,  Yankee-doodles,  and  Huidoos ; 

Ah  people,  as  their  Ikncics  hit,  may  choose ; 
But  no  one  in  these  parts  may  quiz  the  ricrg^^ 
Therefore  take  UeeJ,  ye  Frecihinkcrs  ■  I  charge  ye. 

IV. 

You'd  belter  walk  about  begirt  wilh  briars, 
Instead  of  coat  and  amall-clolhes,  Ihan  put  OB 

A  Euigle  stitch  teHecling  upon  friars. 
Although  you  swore  it  only  vms  in  fun ; 

They  'd  haul  you  o'er  the  coals,  and  sib-  iho  Grei 
or  Phlogcthon  wiih  every  molhet's  son. 

That  boil'd  yuur  bones,  unless  you  paid  them  joublc. 

V. 


in  lell,  a 


Or,  by  the  Lordl  a  Lent  iviU  »■ 


That  is  to  say,  if  your  religion 


Would  ralher  dine  in  sin  on  n  ragout — 
Hul  that's  tlifl  penalty,  to  say  no  worse. 
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They 


8  prcay  fact 
teyes,ar.  ■■ 


i  ci^ied  from  the  Grecians, 
In  micient  arts  by  modems  mimidi'd  ill ; 

And  like  so  many  Venuaes  of  Titian's 

(The  heat's  at  Florence— see  it,  if  ye  will), 

They  look  when  leaning  over  the  baloffliy, 


stspp' 


'dfron 


rebyGiorgion 


XII. 


Whose  lints  are  truth  and  beauty  at  their  best ; 

That  pielure  (howsoever  fine  the  rest) 
Is  loveliest  to  my  mind  of  all  the  show: 

It  may  perhaps  be  also  to  y&ur  zest. 
And  that's  the  cause  I  rhyme  upon  it  so, 

'Tisbutaportraitof  hiai  '     " 


Xlli. 


inUrel 


>e  ideal. 


A  thing  that  you  would  purchase,  beg,  or  steal. 

The  face  recalls  some  face,  as 't  were  with  pain, 

XIV. 


One  of  those  forma  which  flit  by  us,  when  we 

But  to  my  story — 'T  was  some  years  ago. 

Are  young,  and  fix  our  eyes  on  every  face ; 

It  may  be  thirly,  forty,  more  or  less, 

The  Camivai  was  at  its  height,  and  so 

Were  all  kinda  of  buObonery  and  dress ; 

The  youth,  the  bloom,  the  beauty  which  agree 

A  certain  lady  went  to  see  the  show. 

Her  real  name  I  know  not,  nor  can  guess. 

Whose  course  and  home  we  knew  not,  nor  shall  know. 

And  so  we  '11  call  her  Laura,  If  you  please. 

like  the  lost  Pleiad  <  seen  no  more'helow. 

Because  It  slips  into  my  verse  with  ease. 

XXII. 

I  said  that  like  a  picture  by  GiorgiMie 

She  was  not  old,  not  young,  nor  at  the  yeara 

VaneUan  ivomen  were,  and  so  they  are. 

Which  cetlain  people  call  a  "certain  ogs," 

Partieularly  seen  fram  a  bdcony 

Which  yet  the  most  uncertain  age  appears, 

Becauae  I  never  heard,  nor  could  engage 

AkI  there,  just  like  a  herdne  of  Goldoni, 

A  person  yet  by  prayers,  or  bribes,  or  tears, 

They  peep  from  out  the  blind,  or  o'er  the  bar. 

To  name,  define  by  apeech,  or  write  on  page. 

And,  truth  to  say,  they  're  mostly  very  pretty. 

The  period  meani  precisely  by  that  word, — 

And  cither  like  to  show  it,  more 's  the  pity  1 

Which  surely  is  eiceedingly  absurd. 

XVI. 

XXIII. 

For  glances  beget  ogles,  oglea  sighs. 

Laura  was  blooming  still,  had  made  the  best 

8i°)is  mshes,  wishes  words,  and  words  a  tetter, 

Which  lUes  on  -irings  of  bgltt-heel'd  Mercuries, 

And  treated  her  genteelly,  so  that,  dresi. 

Who  do  such  things  because  they  know  no  belter ; 

She  iook'd  eilremaly  well  where'er  she  went  - 

And  tnon,  God  knuv/s  what  mischief  may  arise. 

A  pretty  woman  is  a  welcome  glieat. 

When  love  links  two  young  people  in  one  fetter, 

And  Laura's  brow  a  frown  hoil  rarely  bent ; 

Vile  asMgnatlons,  and  aduherous  beds, 

Indeed  she  shone  all  envies,  and  scem'd  to  llaltei 

Elopements,  Ijroken  vows,  and  hearts,  and  heads. 

Mankuid  with  her  black  eyes  for  looking  at  her. 

xvn. 

XXIV. 

She  was  a  married  woman ;  '1  is  convenient. 

As  very  fair,  bit  .  et  suspect  in  fame, 

Because  in  Christian  tounttica  His  a  ru.e 

And  to  this  day,  from  Venice  to  Verona, 

To  view  their  QlUa  slips  with  eyes  morn  lenient ; 

Sui  Ji  matters  may  be  probatJy  the  same, 

Whereas  if  single  tadios  play  the  fool. 

Eicepi  thai  smce  those  times  nns  never  knovra  a 

(Unless  within  the  period  inlervenicnl. 

Husband  whom  mere  suspicion  eouU  inflame 

A  wdl-limed  wedding  makes  the  scandal  cool 

To  siiSbcato  a  wiO-  no  more  than  twenty. 

1  don'l  know  how  they  ever  can  get  over  it 

XVIII. 
Thar  jealousy  (if  they  are  ever  Jealous) 

Is  of  a  liur  compteiion  altogether, 
Not  like  that  sooty  devil  of  Olhello's, 


XIX. 
Didst  ever  see  a  gondolaT  For  fear 
You  should  not,  I  '11  describe  it  you  eiaetly ; 

Carved  at  the  prow,  buitt  lightly,  but  compac^tty 
Row'd  bv  two  towers,  each  called  "Gondolier," 

It  glides  along  the  water  looking  Uack]y, 
Just  like  n  coiEn  clapt  in  a  canoe. 
Where  none  can  make  out  what  you  say  or  do. 

XX. 
And  np  and  down  the  long  canals  they  go, 

And  under  tlie  Bialto  shoot  along. 
By  night  and  day,  all  paces,  swifl  or  slow. 

And  round  the  theatres,  a  sable  throng. 
They  wait  in  their  du^  livery  of  woe. 

But  not  to  them  do  woM  things  belong. 
For  sometimes  they  contain  a  deal  of  fun. 
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XXV. 

XXXII. 

Her  husband  aail'd  upon  the  Adriatic, 

Hi9  "bravo"  was  decisive,  Ctir  that  sound 

And  made  some  voyages,  tog,  in  oiher  seas, 

Hiish'd  "  academic"  slgh'd  lu  -ilent  awe ; 

Ami  when  ho  lay  in  quaranline  for  praliqua 

Tho  fiddlers  (lembied  as  he  look'J  around, 

(A  fimj  days'  precaAilion  'gainal  disease). 

For  fear  of  seine  false  note's  detected  Haw. 

His  wife  would  mount,  at  times,  her  highest  attic. 

Hio  "  prima  donna's"  tuneful  heart  would  bound, 

For  thence  she  could  discern  Ihe  ship  with  eaaa: 

Dreading  the  deep  damnation  of  his  "  bah !" 

He  ivaa  a  merchant  trading  to  Aleppo, 

Soprano,  basso,  even  the  conUa-alto, 

His  aaina  Uiuseppe,  wJI'd  more  briefly,  Beppo." 

Wish'd  him  five  fathoms  under  tho  I^iito. 

xxyi. 

XXXIII. 

Hs  was  a  man  as  dusky  as  a  Spaniard, 

Suiihumi  wiih  iravei,  jet  aporlly  figure; 

Nay,  could  himself  eslemporiie  some  stanzas. 

Though  colour'd,  as  it  were,  wilhin  a  Ian-yard, 

Wrote  rhymes,  sang  songs,  could  also  toll  a  story. 

He  was  a  person  both  of  sense  and  vigour — 

Sold  pictures,  and  was  skilful  in  the  dance  as 

A  heller  seaman  never  yet  did  m^  yard : 

Italians  can  be,  though  in  this  their  glory 

And  she,  aWiough  her  manners  show'd  no  rigour. 

Must  surely  yield  tho  palm  to  that  whidi  Fiance  has ; 

Was  deeni'd  a  woman  of  the  slrielest  prindple, 

In  short,  ha  v^as  a  perfect  cavaliero, 

So  much  as  to  he  thought  almost  invincible. 

XXVH. 

XXXIV. 

But  several  yoars  elapsed  since  lliey  had  met ; 

Then  he  was  futhful  too,  as  well  as  amorous ; 

Some  people  thought  the  ship  was  lost,  and  some 

So  that  no  sort  of  female  could  complain. 

Ahhiugh  they  're  now  and  then  a  Cltla  clamorous, 

And  did  nol  like  the  thoughts  of  steering  home ; 

Ha  never  put  the  pretty  souls  in  paui ; 

And  there  were  several  otfer'd  any  hot. 

His  heart  was  one  of  those  which  most  euamour  us. 

Or  that  he  would,  or  thai  he  would  not  come, 

Was  to  receive,  and  marble  to  retain. 

For  most  men  (UU  by  losmg  render'd  sager) 

He  was  a  Wer  of  the  good  old  school. 

Will  back  Iheir  own  opinions  with  a  wagor. 

Who  still  became  more  constant  as  Ihey  cooL 

XXVIII. 

XXXV. 

T  is  said  thaftlielr  last  patting  was  pathetic, 

As  partings  oElen  are,  or  ought  to  bo. 

A  female  head,  boweyer  sage  and  steady — 

With  scarce  a  hope  that  Eoppo  could  return, 

Thai  they  shouM  never  more  each  otiier  see. 

In  lawr  he  was  almost  as  good  as  dead,  he 

(A  sort  of  morbid  feeling,  half  poe^o, 

Nor  sent,  nor  wrote,  nor  show'd  the  least  concern. 

Which  I  have  known  occur  in  two  or  three), 

And  she  had  wailed  several  years  already  j 

When  kneeling  on  the  shore  upon  her  sad  knee. 

And  really  if  a  man  won't  let  us  know 

He  hifllhis  Adriatic  Ariadne. 

That  he's  alive,  he's  dead,  <,i  should  be  so. 

XXTX. 

XXXVI. 

And  Laura  waited  long,  and  wept  a  llule, 

Besides,  within  the  Alps,  to  every  woman 

And.  thought  of  wearing  weeds,  as  well  she  might ; 

(Although,  God  know^  it  is  a  ^ovoio  «n), 

Sho  almost  lost  all  appnlite  for  i^ctual, 

'T  is,  I  may  say,  permitted  to  have  imo  men ; 

And  could  not  s^Mp  with  ease  jiay^al  night ; 

I  can't  tell  who  first  brought  the  custom  in. 

She  daem'd  the  window-frames  and  shutlers  brilllo 

But  "Cavalier  Sarventes"  are  quite  common. 

Against  a  daring  housebreaker  or  sprite. 

And  no  one  notices,  nor  cares  a  pin ; 

And  so  she  thought  it  prudent  to  connect  her 

And  we  may  call  this  (not  to  say  the  worst) 

With  a  vice-husband,  M^  tojmileoi  her. 

A  aecimd  marriage  which  corrupts  the  Jtsl. 

XXX. 

XXXVIL 

She  dioEo,  (ami  what  is  there  they  will  not  choose, 

The  vrord  was  formerly  a  "  Cicisbeo," 

If  only  you  will  but  <^pos«  their  dhKca  ! ) 

But  tiaC  is  now  grown  vulgar  and  indecent ; 

Till  Beppo  should  return  from  his  long  cruise. 

The  Spanianis  call  the  person  a  "  Corlfjo,'"' 

And  hid  once  more  her  faithful  heart  nywce, 

Pot  the  same  mode  subsists  in  Spain,  though  recem . 

A  man  some  vwnnsi  like,  and  yet  abuse— 

In  short  it  readies  from  the  Po  to  Teio, 

A  coiconib  was  he  by  (he  public  voice  r 

And  may  perhaps  at  last  he  o'er  (he  sea  seKl. 

A  coiml  rf"  wealth,  they  said,  as  well  as  quality, 

But  Heaven  preserve  Old  England  from  such  cDUrsn ' 

And  in  his  pleasures  ol  ^real  liberality. 

Or  what  becomes  of  damage  and  divorces! 

XXXI. 

XXXVIII. 

And  then  he  was  a  cmpt,  and  then  he  knew 

However,  I  still  think,  with  all  due  dofereneo 

Music  and  damnng,  fiddling,  French,  and  Tuscan ; 

To  the  &ir  singfe  part  of  the  creatjoa. 

The  last  not  essy,  bo  il  known  to  you, 

ThM  married  ladies  should  preserve  the  preferenc 

For  few  Ilaliaof  «f«J.  the  right  Etruscan. 

And  this  I  say  witliout  peeuliar  referenc* 

And  knew  ell  niee.ics  of  ihe  sock  and  buskin ; 

To  England,  JVsnce,  or  any  other  nati"u  - 

And  EO  Venetian  auJirn™  wuld  endure  a 

Because  they  know  the  wwid,  and  are  «  ease. 

SiKig,  scene,  or  t'f,  when  he  Dried  "scocatura." 

And  being  natural,  naKiral.j  please. 
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XXSIX, 

T  is  hue,  your  budding  Miss  is  very  charming, 

AU  giggle,  blush; — half  pcrtncss,  and  half  pc 
And  ^aujng  at  iUomma,  &t  fear  there 's  harm 

VVIiat  you,  she,  U,  or  they,  may  be  about, 
TliB  mirsory  adil  lisps  out  in  all  Ihey  uUer-^ 
Besiilcs,  they  always  smell  of  bread  and  bulter. 

XL, 
Cut  "  Cavalier  Scrvcnte"  is  the  phrase 

Used  in  politest  cirdes  to  espress 
rhb  Buliernumeraty  slave,  who  stays 

Close  to  the  lady  as  a  pari  of  dress, 
Hw  word  ihe  only  law  which  he  obeys. 

Coaoh,  servanrs,  gondola,  ho  gons  lo  call. 
And  carries  fan,  and  lippet,  glotes,  and  ^awL 


Festoon'd,  much  like  the  back  scene  of  a  play, 

Or  raelodrame,  which  people  fiocli  lo  seo. 
When  Uie  first  act  is  ended  by  a  dance 
In  vineyards  copied  from  the  aouih  of  France. 

xui. 

Without  l>eing  forced  lo  bid  my  groom  be  sure 
My  cloak  is  round  his  middle  strspp'd  about, 

Where  the  gJeen  alleys  abidingly  aliur^, 
Reeling  with  grapes  red  vugons  choke  the  wa^— 
InEn^and'tviouldlwdung,  dust,  or  a  dray. 
XLIII. 

To  sec  the  sun  sot,  sure  he'll  rise  to-morroir. 
Hot  through  a  misly  morning  twinkling  weak  as 

A  drunken  man's  dead  eye  in  maudlin  sorrow, 
Bill  with  all  heaven  t'  himself;  Ihal  day  wUl  broafc 

Beauteous  as  cloudless,  nor  bo  forced  to  borrow 
That  sort  of  fartlung-candle  light  ivhich  glimmers 
Wiierc  reoidng  London's  smoky  cauldron  simmers, 

XLiV. 
I  love  Ihe  language,  that  soil  bastard  Latin, 

Which  mehs  bhe  kisses  from  a  female  mouth, 


IjKe  our  harfih  northern  whistling,  grunting  gutturi 
Wbicn  WB  're  obliged  lo  hiss,  and  spit,  and  sputter 

XLV. 
r  like  the  ivomen  too  (forgive  my  folly), 

Froii.  ihe  rich  poasan^chedl  of  ruddy  brome, 
AnJlaigabladtcyes  that  flash  on  you  avolloy 

Of  rays  thai  say  a  thousand  things  at  once, 
^'o  ■!■«  high  dama's  brow,  more  melancholy, 


XLVI. 

Eva  of  the  land  ivhich  still  is  Paradise! 
Italian  beauty  1  didst  Ihou  not  inspire 

1  whu  he  hath  bequealh'd  us  1 — in  whU  guise, 
Though  flashing  from  the  fervour  of  the  lyre. 
Would  words  desciibo  thy  past  and  present  glow. 
While  yet  Canova  can  «eate  below.  * 

XLvn. 

England  I  with  all  thy  faults  I  love  Ihee  still," 
I  said  at  Calais,  and  have  not  forgot  it ; 
like  to  speak  and  lucubrate  my  HI ; 

lilie  the  freedom  of  the  press  and  quill ; 
1  like  the  Habeas  Corpus  (when  we've  got  it); 

Paniculajly  when  't  is  not  too  late ; 


hI™  r  ol/c^Uon"  W  Tpol  of  be'er^ ' 

That  is,  1  liko  two  months  of  every  yonr. 
And  so  God  save  the  regent,  church,  and  king ! 
Which  means  that  I  hke  all  and  every  thiug. 
XLIX. 

Poor's  rato,  reform,  my  own,  the  nation's  debl 
Our  lilde  riots  just  to  show  we're  freemen, 

Our  cloudy  elunale,  and  oai  ehilly  women, 


Allih 


rorgivo,  a 


Ind  greatly  vt 

Sul  to  my  tale  of  Laura,— I 


at  by  degrea 


And,  ihere^e,  may  the  reader  too  displease...' 
The  gentle  reader,  who  may  w.ii  unkind. 
And,  caring  little  for  iho  aulhor'a  ease. 

And  hapless  situation  for  a  bard, 

LL 
Dh!  that  I  had  the  art  of  easy  writing 
What  should  be  easy  reading !  could  I  seals 

Hoiv  iiuidily  would  I  pruit  (the  work)  delighting) 
A  Grocian,  Syrian,  or  Assyrian  tale ; 


•JVuis. 
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Ui. 

LIX. 

Iliil  I  am  bui  a  nameleE  aoit  of  person 

For  a  "mill  company"  implies,  that,  save 

(A  broken  dandy  lately  on  my  travds), 

Yourself  and  friends,  and  half  a  hundred  more. 

And  lake  for  rhyme,  lo  hook  my  rambling  verae  on, 

Whom  you  may  bow  lo  wilhout  looking  grave, 

The  lirst  Ihat  Walker's  Lexicon  uomvela, 

The  rest  are  but  a  vulgar  set.  Hie  bore 

4nd  when  I  can't  find  that,  I  put  a  «™e  on. 

Of  public  places,  where  they  basely  brave 

Not  caring  as  I  ought  for  crilica'  cavila ; 

The  fashionable  stare  of  twenty  score 

1  'vc  hair  a  mmd  to  tumble  doim  to  proso. 

Of  well-bred  persons,  called  "Ike  mnld;'"  but  I, 

Hut  verae  is  more  in  ^hion — so  here  goes. 

Although  I  know  them,  reaHy  don't  know  why. 

LUI. 

LX. 

The  Count  and  Laura  made  their  now  arrangement. 

Ilus  U  the  case  in  England ;  at  least  waa 

During  the  dynasty  of  dandies,  now 

Perchance  succeeded  by  some  Mher  class 

They  had  Uieir  Utile  differences  too ; 

Of  imitated  imitators  .—how 

Those  jealous  whilTs,  which  never  any  change  meant : 

Irreparably  soon  decline,  alas ! 

In  such  effidrs  Aere  probably  are  few 

Who  have  not  had  this  pouting  sort  of  squabble, 

Is  frail ;  how  eaaly  the  world  is  lost 

t'Vom  sinners  of  high  station  to  the  rabble. 

By  love,  or  war,  and  now  and  then  by  frost  1 

LIV. 

LXI. 

But  on  the  whole  they  were  a  happy  pair, 

Crush'd  was  Napoleon  by  the  northern  Thor, 

As  happy  as  unlawful  love  could  make  them ; 

Who  knock'd  bia  army  down  with  icy  bamnicr, 

Stopp'd  by  the  elenimte,  like  a  whaler,  or 

Thoir  chains  so  slight, '  t  vias  not  worth  while  to  break 

Good  cause  had  he  to  doubt  the  chance  of  war, 

The  world  beheld  them  with  indulgent  air ; 

And  as  for  fortune-bat  I  dare  wrt  d-n  her, 

The  pious  only  wish'd  "  the  devil  lake  theml" 

Bucause  were  I  to  ponder  to  iafimly. 

He  took  them  not ;  he  very  often  waits, 

The  more  I  should  bdieve  in  her  divinity. 

And  loaves  old  sinners  to  bo  young  ones'  baits. 

LXK. 

LV. 

But  they  were  young :  Ohl  what  witliout  our  youlh 

She  rules  the  present,  past,  and  all  to  be  yet. 
She  gives  us  luck  in  lotteries,  k>ve,  and  marriage , 

t  cannot  say  thai  she 's  done  much  for  mo  yet ; 
Not  that  I  mean  her  bounties  to  disparage, 

Would  lore  be  7  What  would  youth  be  without  love  ? 
Vouth  lends  its  joy,  and  sweetness,  vigour,  truth, 

Heart,  soul,  and  all  that  seems  as  from  above ; 

We  've  not  yel  closed  accounts,  and  we  shall  ae^  yel     ' 

How  much  she  '11  maho  amends  for  past  miscarriag. . 

One  of  lew  things  eiperience  don't  improve. 
Which  is,  perhaps,  the  reason  why  old  fellows 

Meat^me  the  goddess  1 11  no  mote  importune. 
Unless  lo  thank  her  when  she's  made  my  fbnuno. 

Aro  alivays  so  preposterously  jealous. 

LVI. 
It  was  the  Carnival,  as  I  have  said 

Some  six-and-thirty  stanzas  back,  and  so 

Which  you  do  when  your  nund  's  made  up  lo  go 
To-night  to  Mrs.  Boehm's  masquerade, 

Spectator,  or  partaker  in  the  show ; 
The  only  dilTerence  known  between  the  cases 
Is-Aere,  we  have  aii  weeks  of  "varnish'd  faces.'* 

i-xni. 

To  lum,-and  lo  return ;— the  devil  lake  it, 
This  story  slips  for  ever  through  my  flngera. 

Because,  just  as  the  stanza  bkes  to  make  it. 
It  needs  must  be — and  so  it  rather  Ungers ; 

This  form  of  verse  began,  I  can 't  well  break  it, 
Bui  must  keep  Ume  and  tune  Uke  puUic  singers : 

But  if  I  once  gel  Ihrough  my  present  measure, 

I  '11  Uke  another  when  I  'm  neii  at  leisure. 

LVII. 

LXIV. 

Laura,  when  drest,  was  (as  I  sang  befuro) 

They  went  to  the  lUdotlo-'t  is  a  place 

To  which  I  mean  to  go  myself  lo-morrow. 

Presh  as  the  angel  o'er  a  new  inn-door, 

Just  to  divert  my  thoughts  a  little  space, 

Or  fronlispiece  of  a  new  magazine, 

Because  1  'm  ralher  hippish,  and  may  borrow 

With  all  (he  fashions  which  the  last  month  wore, 

Colour'd,  and  silver  paper  leaved  between 
niat  and  the  liile-page,  for  leat  the  press 

May  lurk  beneath  each  mask,  and  as  my  sojiww 

SUekens  its  pace  somelLmes,  1 11  make,  or  find 

Should  soil  with  parts  of  speech  the  parts  of  dress. 

Something  shail  leave  it  half  an  hour  behind. 

LVUI. 

LXV. 

They  went  W  the  RidoUo ;— 't  is  a  hall 

Now  Laura  moves  along  the  joyous  crowd, 

Where  people  dance,  and  sup,  and  dance  again: 

Smiles  ui  her  eyes,  and  simpers  on  her  lips ; 

Its  proper  name,  perhaps,  were  a  mask'd  ball. 

To  some  she  whispers,  others  speaks  aloud : 

To  some  she  curtsies,  and  to  some  she  dips, 

T  is  (on  a  smaller  scale)  like  our  Vauitaalt,' 

Complidns  of  warmlh,  and  this  complaint  avow  m. 

Eicepiiug  that  it  can't  be  spoilt  by  rain ; 

Tne  company  is  "milt"  (the  phrase  I  quote  is. 

She  then  surveys,  condemns,  but  pilies  stiu 

4s  much  as  saying,  they're  below  your  notice). 

Her  dearest  friends  Ibr  being  dresl  so  ill. 
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IB  has  r»lsi 
Alhird 


LXVI. 

Ehe  buy  Ibat  rrightful  I 


A  hnh^s  look^B  milgDTf  dowdyish,  and  aubutban, 
A  sixth's  white  silk  has  got  s.  yellow  fsint, 
A  seventh's  Uiio  muslin  surely  will  be  hor  bane, . 

Fur  fear,  like  Banquo's  kings,  they  reach  a  score. 
LXVII. 


Meantim 
Othetf 


levelfiDi 


1  others 


iookB  a 


nd,  till  'I 


That  at  her 


3  of  life  so  many  w 


theiti 


s  alill,— hut 

LXVIII. 

For  my  part,  now,  I  ne'er  could  under 
Why  niughly  women but  I  vion 

I  only  don't  see  why  it  should  be  ihi 


While  Laura  thus  was  seen  and  Meing,  smiling, 

Talking,  rfie  knew  not  why  and  cared  not  what. 
So  that  her  female  friends,  with  envy  broiling. 

Beheld  her  airs  and  triumph,  and  all  that; 
And  well-drest  males  still  kept  before  her  filing, 

Apd  jiaasing  bow^d  and  mingled  with  her  chat ; 
More  than  the  rest  one  person  seera'd  to  stare 
With  pertinacity  that's  rather  taJ«, 

LXX. 
ile  was  a  Turk,  the  colour  of  mahogany ; 

And  Laura  saw  him,  and  at  first  was  glad, 
much  admire  philogynj'. 


Allhou. 


Poorwi 


erthan 


id<sar 


9  sad; 


They  have  a  numbs',  though  thsy  ne'er  cihibif  'em, 

LXXI. 

Thcv  lock  them  up,  and  veil,  and  guard  (hem  daily, 

So  ihat  their  moments  do  not  pasi  so  gaily 

A^  is  supposed  the  ease  with  northern  nations ; 
Confiaemen',  too,  must  make  them  look  quite  paMy; 

Th'nr  days  are  either  pass'd  in  doing  nothing, 
LXXII. 


Nock 
IVer-  n, 


,  anil  so 
caught  in  epigram  or  wittii 


6,  plays,  reviews,— 
HI  would  make  a  pretty  schism  1 
:auOes  are  no  "  Wuea," 


Lxxni. 

0  solemn,  antique  gentleman  of  rhyme. 
Who  having  angled  all  his  life  for  fame, 

nd  getting  but  a  liibble  at  a  time. 
Still  fussily  keeps  fishing  on,  the  same 
Small  "  Triton  of  the  mnuiows,"  the  niblime 

e  echo's  echo,  usher  of  the  school 
female  wits,  boy-bards — in  short,  a  Ibol '. 

LXXIV. 
italklng  oracle  of  awful  phrase, 
The  approving  **  Goad."'  (by  no  means  goo 
Humming  Uke  flies  around  the  newest  blaze. 
The  bluest  of  bluebottles  you  e'er  ifaw, 
easing  with  blame,  excruelating  with  praise. 
Gorging  the  little  fame  be  gets  all  raw, 
ranslaling  tongues  he  knows  not  even  by  lell 
nd  sweating  plays  so  middling,  bad  were  bei 
LXXV. 
at's  ail  auBua',  fellows 


In  Ibolsea 


to  puff  then 


liiha 


referable  to  these  shreds  of  paper, 
These  unquench'd  snuffings  of  the  midnig.it  taper. 

LXXVI. 

Of  these  same  we  see  several,  and  of  others. 
Men  of  the  world,  who  know  the  world  like  men, 

S— tt,  R s,  M— re,  and  all  the  better  brothers. 

Who  think  of  something  else  besides  the  pen ; 

But  for  the  children  of  the  "  mighty  mother's," 

The  would-be  wits  and  can't-be  gentlemen. 


Our  Christian  usage  of  the  parts  of  speech. 

LXXVIIL 
No  chemistry  for  them  unfolds  her  gasses. 

No  circulating  library  amasBcs 

Religious  navels,  moral  tales,  end  strictures 
Upon  the  hving  manners  as  they  pass  us ; 

No  exhibition  glares  with  annual  piclures; 
They  stare  not  on  the  stars  from  out  their  atlici 
Nor  deal  (thank  God  for  that  1 )  in  mathema^cs 

LXXIX. 
Why  1  thank  God  for  that  is  no  great  matter, 

I  have  my  reasons,  yon  no  doubt  suppose. 
And  as,  perhaps,  they  would  not  highly  flatter, 

I'll  keep  them  fori      ■"   ' 


■n  for  sa^, 

more  to  laugh  than  BcnU,  though  laughiei 
BO  dtHibly  seriom  shortly  after 
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LXXX, 

On,  mirlhDndinnDcenci!!  Oh,  mi 
Yc  bdpp3'  niixlures  of  more  hap] 

In  tliine  9Bd  centuries  of  «n  and  s 
Ahominible  man  no  more  dUyt 

His  thirst  with  euih  pure  beverage 
I  love  f  ou  both,  and  holh  shaU  I 

Oh,  for  oM  Saturn's  reign  of  sogi 

Meantime  I  drink  (o  your  return  i 

Our  Laura's  Turk  E^ll  kepi  his  ey 
Less  in  the  Mussulman  than  Ci: 

Which  seems  to  say,  "Madam,  I 
And  while  I  please  to  stare,  joi 

Could  staring  win  e  wcman  this  hi 
But  Laura  could  not  thus  be  led 

She  liad  stood  iim  too  long  and  we 


LXXXII. 

now  yiaa  on  the  point  of  breaking, 
lime  at  which  I  would  advise 
lave  heen  dancing,  or  partaldng 
or  kind  of  ei      ' 


The  ball-raam  ere  the  s 
Because  when  once  the  !i 
Ills  blushes  make  them  lo> 


srorfoTS 


L  little  I 


Lxxxnr. 

some  balls  and  revels  in  I 
id  Ibeui  over  for  some  Bill 
i  lookM  (T  hope  it  was  at 
what  ladj  best  stood  out  t 


ic  (the  si 


wilhdra' 


LXXXIV. 

The  name  of  this  Aurora,  111  not  niili 
Although  I  might,  for  she  was  uougl 

More  than  that  patent  work  of  God's  . 
A  charming  woman,  whom  we  like 


L  like  to  find  out  this  lajr  «Ae, 
ne:it  London  or  Fari^an  ball 
Jl  may  mark  her  cheek,  mil-hlooming  ail. 

Lxxxy. 

who  knew  it  would  not  do  at  all 
aeet  the  day-light  after  : 


With  blasphemies  enough  to  break  their  jaws, 
They  make  a  never-interrnitted  bawling. 

And  hero  a  sentry  stands  within  your  oalluig ; 


Lxxxvm. 

uni,  with  brow  ejeeeding  grave, 
ed  presence  here  will  make 


Ih  the  Turk)  " 't  is  no  niistat 

LXXXIX. 
myidfe!"  Muthwondwpa 
I  ehanging  cheek,  as  well  it  ir 


isud  in  such  cases. 

XC. 
she  say  7  Why,  not . 
■      ivitedin 


irangw,  n 


l^d  he ;  "  don't  let  us  make  ourselves  absurd 

'or  then  the  chief  and  only  Balisfaction 

Till  be  much  quizzing  on  tJie  whole  transaction." 

XCI. 
■hey  enter'd,  and  for  coffee  call'd,— il  came, 
A  beverage  for  Turks  and  Christians  both, 
although  the  way  they  make  it 's  not  the  same. 
Notv  Laura,  much  recover'il,  or  less  loth 
'o  speak,  cries,  "Beppo!  what '3 your  pagan naim ' 
your  beard  is  of  amazing  growth ! 


ind  how  c 


With  a 
Is'l  Uue  t 

Well,  tl 
You  'II  ^1 


XCIL 

you  Tealls,  Irulj/,  now  a  Turk  ? 
ly  other  women  did  you  wive  ? 
ley  use  their  fingers  for  a  fork  7 
lat  's  the  prettiest  shairf — as  I  "m  olive 
eitiiie?  They  say  you  est  no  poik. 
(V  so  many  years  did  ypu  contrive 
ess  me  I  did  I  ever  7  No,  1  never 
n  grown  so  yellow !  How 's  your  liverT 

xcia 


should  find  you  out,  ar 


Ob,  Google 


itYRON'S  WORKS. 


XCIV. 

SCVIII. 

What  answer  Beppo  made  to  iheao  domands, 

His  wife  received,  Ihe  patriarch  re-baptiied  hun. 

Is  more  than  I  knov?.    He  was  cast  away 

(He  made  the  church  a  present  by  the  way); 

About  where  Troy  stood  once,  and  nothing  stands ; 

Became  a  slave,  of  course,  and  for  his  paj 

And  horrow'd  the  eooni's  amall-doihea  for  a  day ; 

His  friends  the  mora  for  his  long  absence  prized  him. 

.    Of  pirates  landing  in  a  neighbouring  bay, 

Fmduig  he  M  wherewithal  to  make  ihem  gay. 

He  join'd  the  rogues  and  prosper'd,  and  beiame 

With  dinners,  where  he  oft  became  the  laugh  of  Ihem 

A  renegada  of  indifferent  fame. 

For  sw>ries,-bul  I  don't  beheve  the  half  of  them. 

XCV. 

XCIX. 
Whate'er  his  youth  had  suffer'd,  his  old  age 

But  he  grew  rich,  and  ivilh  his  riehea  grew  so 

With  wealth  and  talking  made  him  some  amends ; 

Keen  the  desire  to  see  his  home  again. 

He  thought  himself  in  duty  1»und  to  do  so, 

I  've  heard  the  count  and  he  were  always  friends 

And  not  he  always  tMeving  on  the  main ; 

My  pen  is  at  the  bottom  of  a  page. 

Lonely  he  ielt.  at  lunes,  as  Robin  Crusoe ; 
And  so  he  hired  a  vessel  come  from  Spain, 

Which  bemg  finish'd,  here  the  stoiy  ends ; 
'T  is  to  be  wisb'd  it  had  been  sooner  done. 

Bound  for  Corfu;  she  was  a  fine  polacca. 

But  stories  somehow  lengthen  when  begun. 

Mann'd  with  twelve  hands,  and  laden  with  tobacco. 
XCVI. 

NOTES. 

Himself,  and  much  (Heaven  knows  how  gotten)  cash, 

He  then  embark'd  wilh  risk  of  life  and  Umb, 
And  got  clear  off,  although  the  attempt  was  rash ; 

Note  1.  Stanza  siv,  line  8. 
IJte  the  lost  Plsiad  seen  no  more  bilow. 

He  said  that  Promdence  protected  him — 
For  my  part,  I  say  nothing,  leal  we  clash 

In  our  oindions;— well,  the  ship  was  trim. 
Set  sul,  and  kept  her  reckoning  fairly  on, 

Notes.  Stania>..,llne8. 
Hia  name  Oiasepne,  caii'd  mora  hriellv.  Beppo 

Beppo  is  the  Joe  of  the  Italian  /osspft. 

Ficept  three  days  of  calm  when  off  Cape  Bonn. 

Note  S.  Stanza  xnvii,  line  3. 

xcvn. 

"Coriejo"  is  pronounced  " Cortefio,"  with  an  a* 

■JTiey  teach'd  the  island,  he  transfeir'd  his  lading. 

And  self  and  hve-slock,  to  another  bottom. 

what  there  is  as  yet  no  precise  name  for  in  England, 

And  pass'd  for  a  true  Turkey-merchant,  trading 

With  goods  of  variouB  names,  but  I  've  forgot  'em. 

However,  he  got  off  by  this  evading. 

Note  4.  Stanza  xlvi,  line  3. 

Or  else  the  people  would  perhaps  have  shot  hun ; 

RenbEe],  who  died  in  thy  Bmbnm.  aail  clei. 

And  thus  at  Venice  landed  to  reclahn 

For  the  received  accoums  of  tlie  cause  of  Raphael'. 

His  mfe,  religion,  house,  and  Christian  name. 

death,  see  his  Lives. 

aWajtjwa- 


ADVERTISEMENT. 


ais,  nomrn*  Mazeppa,  ni  dans  le 

pelatinat  de  Padol 

;  a  avail 

a€i[<!vi  page  de  Jean 

Carimir,  et  avait 

prisHsac 

nr  quelquB  teiniure  dea 

Iielles-lettres.    Ui 

intaigue. 

avec  la  femme  i\ 

gentilho. 

me  Polonais,  ayaot  ete 

'Kroin:he,ellBlais 

a  aller  en  cet  ^tat.    Le  cheval,  qu" 

Utax.  du  pays  de  I'Ukraine,  y 

rtouma,ety  porta  Ma- 

icppa,  denn.morI 

^'tf'iC 

et  de  faim.    Quelques 

UHeurscl 

l^  superiority  ae 

sesmmiftre 

I^Cosaq 

es :  sa  riputa^on  s'aug- 

-.Cttan.  de  jr«r 

m  jour,  ohUgea  lo  C^oi  it  le  feir. 

Prinwoel'Ukraii 

ffwtofr.  dt  Cha-la  XII.  p.  196. 

VoiTAIKE,  flfstoire  de  ChtrrUa  XII.  p.  216. 

"  Le  ra  alia  par  un  autre  chemin  avec  quelques  cav- 
aliers. Le  carrosse  otl  il  £tait  rompit  dans  la  marche ; 
on  le  renut  ^  cheval.  Pour  comble  de  disgrace,  0 
s'6gara  pendant  la  nuit  dans  un  boia ;  Vi,  son  courage 
ue  pouvant  plus  Eupplter  it  aes  forces  ^puis^es,  les  dou- 
leurs  de  Sa  blesaure  devenues  plus  insupportables  par 
la  fatigue,  son  cheval  ^lant  tomb6  de  lassitude,  a  su 
concha  quelques  heurea,  au  pied  d'un  arhre,  en  danger 


licnt  de  t 


13  eOtfis." 

i,  HisKiire  dt  Chnrlis  XII.  [    118, 
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T  WA<  afler  dread  Pullowa's  day, 

When  fortuna  lefl  the  royal  Swede, 
Around  a  alaughter'd  army  lay. 

No  more  to  combat  aiul  to  bleed. 
The  potfoi'  and  glory  of  the  tc^, 

Faiibless  as  thor  vsin  vntariee,  men, 
Had  pasa'd  to  (he  triumphanl  Czar, 

And  Moscow's  ivalla  were  safe  again, 
Dntil  a  day  more  dark  and  drear. 

Should  ^ve  to  slaughter  and  to  sbame 
A  mighder  host  and  haughtier  name; 
A  greater  wreck,  a  deeper  fall, 
A  shock  to  one— a  (hunderboK  to  all. 


Such  was  the  hazard  of  the  die ; 
The  wounded  Charles  was  IBirghl  to  fly 
By  day  and  night,  through  field  and  flood, 


nandsulgects'bloodj 

lat  flight  to  aid; 

mbled  hmn, 

ughl  to  dread  from  pow 

the  Russians' slave. 

in  the  depth  of  (brests,  darkling 
ffatch-lfres  in  the  diElance  sparklulg-^ 
e  beacons  of  Burrounding  (oea — 


Ihey  laid  him  by  a  savage  tn 


The  hea 
The  feve 


18  chin  a 


I  dark; 


■eneU.7 


is  blood  Ibrbade 
imber'sfiifulatd: 
And  dius  it  was;  but  yet  through  all, 
Kuig.|ike  the  monarch  bore  his  fall, 
■    •  mde,intlii8      -  ■■ 


pangs 


the  vassals  ol 


lU  silent  ajid  subduei 


m. 

Abandof  chiofs!— alas!  hovi  few, 

Since  hul  the  fleeting  of  a  day 
Hadthinn'd  it;  but iHs wreck  ¥ias tnia 

And  chivalrous ;  upon  (he  day 
Each  sate  him  down,  all  sad  and  mute. 

Beside  his  monarch  ajid  his  steed. 
For  danger  levels  man  and  brute. 

And  all  are  fellovis  m  (hear  need. 
Among  the  rest,  Maieppa  made 
His  piUow 


ough,andso. 
The  Ukraine's  hetman,  ca 


The  Cossack  prince  nibb'd  down  his  horee. 

And  made  for  him  a  leafy  bed, 
And  smooth'd  his  feflochs  and  his  mane, 
And  slack'd  Ids  ^rth,  and  sIrippM  his  rein 

And  joy'd  to  see  how  wsll  he  fed ; 

For  UDti!  now  he  had  the  dread 

To  browse  beneath  the  midnight  dews : 
But  he  was  hardy  as  his  lord. 
And  Utile  cared  ibr  bed  and  board ; 
But  spirited  and  docile  too, 
Whate'er  was  to  be  done,  would  do ; 
Shaggy  and  awifi,  and  strong  of  limb, 
All  Tartar-like  he  carried  him ; 
Ohey'd  bis  voice,  and  came  to  call, 
And  knew  him  in  the  midst  of  all : 
Though  thousands  were  around, — ajid  lughv 
Without  a  star,  pursued  her  flight,— 
That  steed  from  sunset  until  dawn 
His  chief  would  Ibllow  hka  a  fayia, 

IV. 
l^is  done,  Mazepps  spread  his  cloak. 

Felt  if  his  arms  in  order  good 

The  long  day's  march  had  well  withstood— 

If  still  the  powder  All'd  the  pan. 

And  flints  unloosen'd  kept  thelt  lock— 
His  sabre's  hUt  and  seabbard  fell. 
And  whether  (hey  had  diafed  his  belt — 
And  next  the  venerable  man. 
From  out  bis  haversack  and  can. 

Prepared  and  spread  his  slender  stock 
And  to  the  monarch  and  his  men 
The  whole  or  portion  oflcr'd  then. 
With  far  leas  of  inquietude 
Than  courtiers  at  a  banquet  would. 
And  Chatiea  of  this  hb  slender  share 
With  smiles  partook  a  moment  there. 
To  tbrce  of  cheer  a  greats  ^ow, 
And  seem  above  both  wounds  and  woe  ;— 
And  then  ha  said—"  Of  all  ouf  bandi 
Though  firm  of  heart  and  strong  of  hand. 
In  skirmish,  march,  or  forage,  none 
Can  lees  have  said,  or  more  have  done. 
Than  thee,  Majeppa !  On  the  earth 
So  fll  a  p^r  had  never  birth, 
Suioe  Aleiander's  days  till  now. 
As  thy  Bucephalus  and  thou : 
An  Scylhia's  fame  to  thine  should  yield 
For  pricking  on  o'er  flood  and  fleld," 
Mazeppa  answer'd — "III  liedde 
The  school  Whertan  I  leam'd  to  ride !" 
Quoth  Charles— "Old  heUnan,  wherelbro  so, 
Since  (hou  hast  learn'd  the  art  so  well  7" 
Maaeppa  said—"  'T  were  long  lo  tell ; 


I  bold : 


Beyond  the  swift  Bo 

And,  sire,  your  hmbs 

And  I  will  be  the  s 

or  this  your  troop."- 
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Perchance  tromlhrs  the  boon  of  deep; 
For  at  this  moment  from  my  eyes 

My  Beventy  ycara  of  memory  back : 
Ay,  'l 


JohnCsEi 


-I  was  his  pege 
my  earlier  age ; 
i«h,  &jlh  L  was  hi 
lesly: 


He  made  no  wars,  and  did  not  gain 
New  realms  to  lose  Ihem  back  again 
And  <save  debates  in  Warsaw's  dio 
Hb  ragn'd  in  most  unseemly  quLat ; 
Not  that  be  hod  no  carca  to  vei. 
He  iored  the  tn 


And  so 


EK>  froward  ai 


Thoy  made  him  wiab  himaelf  at 


ButSQ 


nather: 


'rath  bein 


And  then  he  gave  prodl^ous  SHe 
Ul  Waj^aw  gatJier^d  round  his  { 
To  gaze  upon  his  splendid  court. 
And  daioea,  and  chiefs,  of  prinoi 
He  was  the  Pohsh  Solomon, 
So  sung  his  poets,  all  but  one, 

And  boasted  that  he  couU  not  11a 
It  was  a  court  of  jousts  and  mun 
Where  every  courtier  tried  at  rhj 
£ven  I  for  once  produced  some ' 
And  sign'd  my  odes,  Despuring 
l^ere  was  a  certiun  Palatine, 


mchu 


id  high  dt 


As  fevr  could  match  beneath  the  throne 
And  ha  would  gaze  upon  his  store, 
And  o'er  Us  pedigree  wouki  pore. 
Until  by  some  confusion  led, 
Which  almost  look'd  like  want  of  head. 

Ha  thought  ibeh'  merits  were  lus  own. 
His  wife  was  not  of  his  opiiuon — 

His  jumor  she  by  thirty  years — 
lirew  daily  6nd  of  his  dominion ; 

And,  afler  wishes,  hopes,  and  fears, 


le  glances 


lassports  in 


The  coldest 
To  deck  bet 
'T  is  said,  a 

-  Of  Uiese  who  have  deservea  them 

"I  Uda  a  goodly  stripling  then ; 
At  seventy  years  I  so  may  say. 


Who,  in  my  dawning  timt 
Of  vassal  or  c'  knight's  deg 

For  I  had  strength,  youth,  g 


id  yon  chesnul's  bough. 


Such  as  our  Turkish  ndghbouthot 
Hath  mingled  with  our  Polish  bloo. 
Dark  as  ahoie  us  is  Ihe  sky ; 


AU  love,  half  languor,  a 
like  sainu  that  at  the  s 
And  lift  their  raptured  If 


She  did  not  speak,  and  yet  replied ; 
There  are  ten  thousand  tones  and  signs 
We  hear  and  see,  but  none  defines — 
Involuntary  sparks  of  thought. 
Which  strike  from  out  the  heart  o'erwroughl. 


Alike 


Which  link  the  huming  chan  that  b 
Without  their  will,  young  hearts  and 


d  by  Google 


le  sitange  ehonoe,  wl 


Nor  gM  lo  lose  of  gain ;  but  sUU 
Pla^'d  on  for  hours,  as  if  her  will 
Yet  bouiij  her  lo  iIib  place,  though  not 
1^1  hers  might  be  the  winning  lot. 
Then  Ihrough  my  brain  the  Ihought  did  pi 
Even  as  a  fUah  of  lighlning  there. 


Which 


Thus  o'er 

leniaelvea  Bud  nsiions 

AehiBf 

r  Ihoussods,  aud  couh 

Themo 

ButfiouU 

o(  o'er  myself  evbwe 

The  like  « 

1  loved,  and  was  beloved  agiun 

In  eooth, i 

la  a  happy  doom, 

'here  happiness  ends  i 

We  met  u, 

lecret,  and  the  hour 

Which  led 

me  to  that  lady's  bowe 

:ipeclalJon'a  dower. 

Ld  nights  were  nothing- 

Eicept  that  hoijr,  whieh  doth  rec 

Inlheloni 

lapse  film  youth  W  aj 

lilaitself-I'dgi™ 

ore's  gilt  of  yoiilh  and  health— 
in  aecrel— doubly  sweet, 
y,  they  find  it  so  to  meet ; 


Snrp 

^d  and  seiied  us  both. 

'I'he 

ountwasaomelh 

ng  more  Ihan 

I  was 

unarm'd  i  but  if 

AH  e«p-i-pio,  from  head  to  heel. 

Wha 

'gainst  Iheir  num 

'Tw 

s  near  his  uistle 

faraway 

Pr 

And  almost  on  Ihebfe 

<  of  day; 

■  did 

notlhinktoaeea 

nolher. 

M 

moments  seem'. 

reduced  to  f 

Mary  MoLh 

Ai 

,  it  may  be,  a* 

nl  or  two, 

AH 

esign'dtnetom; 

fate, 

They 

Our 

1  V3S  henceforth 

ojrine. 

Wa-. 

ntPalalinei 

dtobe. 

Ki 

aoeident  should  ehance  to  tou. 

Upon 

his fiiture  pedigree; 

93  omazed,  ibai 

uchablot 

'Sdeath  I  with  a  page — perehan 
Had  reconciled  him  to  the  thing 


In  truth,  he 

A  Tartar  o. 

Who  look'd  a 


.  though  the  speed  of  thouglil 


sIruggUng  fiercely,  but  in  y. 
10  full  foam  of  wralh  and  Jr 
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Away ! — away  I — and  or 


— My  l»eath  was  gone — 


'T  waa  eoarcaly  yet  Ihe  break  of 
And  on  he  foam'd— away !— hwb 
The  lasl  of  human  souhcIb  which 
As  1  iva3  darted  from  my  ibes. 
Was  IhB  wild  shout  of  savage  lai 
Whith  on  the  wind  came  roaring 
A  moment  fivHn  that  rabble  rout : 
Wiih  sudden  wrath  1  wrench'd  n 
And  snapp'd  the  cord,  which  t< 
Had  bound  mj  neck  in  lieu  of 
And  writhing  half  my  form  about 


ILB  drawbridge  and  porleuUia'  weight, 
Stone,  bar,  moat,  bridge,  or  harrier  left 
Nor  of  its  fields  a  blade  of  grass, 


Nor  dream  that  e'er  th 

I  saw  its  turrets  in  a  hlaze, 

Thoir  crackling  battlanents  all  cleft, 

And  the  hot  load  pour  down  like  rain 
From  off  the  scorched  and  blackening  roof. 
Whose  thickness  was  not  vengeance-proof. 

Thoy  little  thought  that  day  of  pun, 
When  lanch'd,  as  on  the  lightnmg's  Hash, 
They  bade  me  to  destruction  dash, 

That  one  day  I  should  come  again. 
With  twice  five  thousand  horse,  to  thank 

The  counl  for  his  unionrtoous  ride. 
They  play'd  mn  then  a  Wtlef  prank, 

When,  with  the  wiM  horse  for  my  guide, 
rhey  hound  me  to  his  loaimng  flank : 
Al  length  I  play'd  them  one  as  frank — 


4nd  if  we  do  but  w; 


■h  the  hour, 


lino 


if  the  wi 


Ail  human  dweDings  left  behind ; 
We  sped  Ike  meioors  through  the  Eky, 
Wlien  with  its  cmckling  sound  the  night 
la  chequer'd  with  the  northern  bght : 

Bui  a  wild  plain  of  for  extent, 


And  bounded  by  a  forest  black  r 

On  distant  heights  of  some  strong  hoi 
Against  the  Tartars  built  of  old, 
No  trace  of  man.  The  year  before 
A  Turkish  army  had  march'd  o'er ; 
And  where  the  Spahi's  hoof  hath  iro. 
The  verdure  flies  the  bloody  sod  ;— 
The  sky  was  dull,  and  dim,  and  gray, 


ouldhc 


.  sigh- 


But  fast  we  fled,  away,  away— 
And  I  could  neither  sigh  nor  pray ; 
And  my  cold  sweat-drops  fell  hhe  rail 

But,  snorting  stilt  with  rage  and  fear, 
He  flow  ■*    ' 


ought,  m 


ead. 


Bui  no — my  bound  and  slender  frame 

Was  nothing  to  his  angry  might. 
And  merely  hke  a  spur  became : 
Each  motion  which  I  made  lo  free 
My  Bwoln  limbs  from  thar  "agony 
Increased  hie  fury  and  affinght ; 
I  tried  my  voice,— 't  was  funt  and  low, 
But  yet  he  swerved  as  from  a  blow ; 
And,  Btanuig  to  each  accent,  sprang 
As  from  a  sudden  trumpet's  clang : 
Meantime  my  cords  were  wet  with  gore 
Which,  oo^ng  through  my  limbs,  ran  a' 


iiudded  with  (Jd  sturdy  trees, 


Ere  strewn  by  those  autumnal  eves 
That  nip  the  forest's  foliage  dead, 

Which  stands  thereon  like  slilTcn'd  gore 
Upon  the  slain  when  battle 's  o'er, 

■inter's  night  hath  shed 


^ry  tomb 


My  limbs ;  and  i  found  i 
My  wounds,  already  soarr'i 
My  bonds  Ibrbade  to  loose 
We  rusfled  through  the  lea' 
Left  shrubs,  and  trees,  and 
By  night  I  heard  them  on  I 
Their  troop  came  hard  upo 


'sbeak 
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Wilh  their  long  gallop,  which  can  lira 

Our  sliut  eyos  ui  deep  midnight,  when 

Ths  hound's  deep  hale,  and  hunler's  fire : 

Fever  begins  upon  the  braui ; 

Where'er  wo  flew  tJiej  follQw'd  on, 

But  soon  il  paBB'd,  with  iitlle  pain. 

Nor  loft  us  ftilb  tho  miming  sun ; 

But  a  confusion  worse  than  such ; 

Behind  I  saw  tlit™,  scarce  a  rood, 

I  own  that  I  should  deem  it  much, 

Ai  daybreak  winding  through  the  wood, 

Dying,  to  feol  the  same  again ; 

And  through  the  night  had  heard  their  feet 

And  yet  I  do  suppose  we  must 

Their  stealing,  rustUng  step  repeat. 

Feel  far  more  ere  WG  torn  todosl: 

Oh !  how  1  wishM  for  spoar  or  sword. 

No  matter ;  I  have  bared  my  brow 

At  least  lo  liie  aiiiidsl  the  horde. 

Fun  in  Death's  feoe— hefore— jmd  now. 

Andperish-ifllmuBtbeBO- 
At  bay,  destroying  many  a  foe. 

XIV. 

When  first  my  courser's  race  begun, 
I  wish'd  the  goal  already  won ; 

"Mylhoughts  came  hack;  where  wasl'f 

And  numb,  and  giddy;  pulse  by  pulse 

life  reassumed  lis  lingering  hold, 

Vain  doubt  1  his  swift  and  savage  breed 

And  throb  by  throb ;  till  grown  a  pang 

Which  for  a  moment  would  convulse. 

Nor  faster  falb  the  blinding  snow 

My  blood  reflow'd,  though  thick  and  chUl 

Which  whelms  the  peasant  near  the  door 

My  ear  wilh  uncouth  noises  rang, 

Whose  Ihreehold  he  shall  cross  no  more, 

My  heart  began  once  more  to  thrill ; 

Bewilder'd  wilh  Ihe  daiding  blast. 

My  aghttelum'd,  though  dim,  alas! 

And  IhickenM,  as  it  were,  with  glass. 

Untired,  untamed,  and  worse  than  wild ; 

Melhoughl  the  dash  of  waves  was  nigh ; 

AU  fjrious  as  a  favour-d  child 

There  was  a  gleam  too  of  the  sky, 

Balk'd  of  its  wish ;  or  fiercer  stUl- 

Sluddod  with  stars  ;— it  is  no  dream ; 

The  wild  horse  swims  Ihe  wilder  stream '. 

The  bright  broad  river's  gushing  tide 

XIII. 

Sweeps,  winding  onward,  fer  and  wine. 

" The  wood  was  past ;  'twas  more  than  noon) 

And  we  are  half-way  struggling  o'er 

Or  it  might  be  my  veins  ran  cold— 

The  waters  broke  my  hollow  trance. 

Probng'd  endurance  lames  the  bold: 

And  wilh  a  temporary  strengiii 

My  sliffen'd  limbs  were  rebapUzed, 

But  headlong  as  a  wintry  stream. 

My  courser's  broad  breast  proudly  braves. 

And  wore  my  feelings  out  before 

And  dashes  oif  the  ascending  waves. 

I  we„  could  count  thar  causes  o'er : 

And  onward  we  advance! 

And  what  with  fury,  fear,  and  wrath, 

We  reach  the  slippery  shore  at  length. 

The  tortures  which  heset  my  path. 

A  hasen  I  but  little  prized, 

Cold,  hunger,  sorrow,  shame,  distress. 

For  all  behind  was  dark  and  drear. 

And  all  before  was  night  and  fear. 

Sprung  from  a  race  whose  riang  hlood 

How  raony  hours  of  night  or  day 

When  stirr'd  beyond  iu  otJmar  mood. 

In  those  suspended  pangs  I  lay. 

And  trodden  hard  apon,  is  like 

I  could  not  tell ;  I  scarcely  knew 

If  this  were  human  brealh  I  drew. 

What  marvel  if  this  wwn-out  trunk 

XV. 

The  earlh  gave  way,  the  skies  roll'd  roimd. 

"  wilh  gkissy  skin,  and  dripping  mane. 

I  seem'd  lo  sink  upon  the  gnmnd ; 

And  reeling  lunbs,  and  reeking  flank, 

But  err'd,  tor  I  was  fet^ly  bound. 

The  wiU  steed's  sinewy  nerves  still  sUain 

My  heart  tum'd  sick,  my  hrain  grew  sore. 

Up  the  repelling  bank. 

And  Ihrobb'd  awWle,  then  boat  no  more; 

We  gain  the  top':  a  boundless  plain 

The  skies  spun  tike  a  mighty  wheel ; 

Spreads  through  the  shadow  of  the  nign,. 

1  saw  the  trees  like  drunkards  reel. 

And  onward,  onward,  onward,  seems 

And  a  slight  flash  sprang  o'or  my  eyes. 

Like  precipices  in  our  dreams. 

Which  B»,wno  farther:  he  who  dies 

To  stretch  beyond  (he  aght ; 

Can  die  no  more  than  then  I  died. 

And  hero  and  there  a  speck  of  whiiL>, 

O'ertortured  by  that  ghastly  ride. 

Or  scatlet'd  spot  of  dusky  green. 

1  felt  the  blackness  come  and  go. 

In  masses  broke  into  the  light. 

Aild  strove  to  wake ;  but  could  not  maks 

As  rose  the  moon  upon  my  right. 

My  senses  climb  up  from  below: 

But  nought  distmcily  seen 

1  felt  as  on  a  plank  at  sea. 

In  the  dun  waste,  would  indicate 

Wl;cu  all  the  waies  that  dash  o'er  thee, 

At  Ihe  same  lime  upheave  andwhehn. 

No  twinkling  taper  from  alar 

And  hurl  thee  towards  a  desert  realm. 

My  undulatmg  Ufa  was  as 

Not  even  an  ignis-fatuuB  rose 

The  fancied  Ughts  that  fliltiog  pass 

To  make  him  merry  with  my  wont 
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AlthouoW  di!l^Ied,  wdcume  g 
or  the  abodes  of  men. 


XVI. 


Fhe  drooping  courser,  faint  and  low. 

All  feebl;  fouDing  went. 
A  sickly  infant  had  iiad  power 
To  guide  him  tbrword  in  that  hour ; 

Bui  useless  all  lo  me. 
His  new-tiorD  tameness  nought  avail'd, 
My  Unbs  were  bound;  mj  force  had  faiPd, 

Perchance,  bad  they  lieen  irfie. 
Wuh  feeble  oiTort  still  I  tried 
To  rend  the  bonds  so  starkly  tied— 


But  still  it 
My  limbs  were  only ' 

Which  but  prolon* 
The  dizzy  race  seem 
Although  no  goal 


'd  almost . 


nounced  Ih 
low  slow.  Bins !  hs  came  1 
liought  that  mist  of  dawning  gr 
old  never  dapple  into  day; 
vheantyiitoirdaway— 
Icfore  the  eastern  Hame 

1  cali'd  the  radiance  from  their 


—behind— before 


From  herb 

or  thicket.    Manyaweist, 

Panting  aa 

■  his  hean  would 

burst, 

nite  sai  stagger 

Al  length,  1. 

iiUe  reeling  mou 

Meihought 

heardacoutser 

leigh, 

in  tufl  of  blacken 

ighrs. 

Isitthewii 

No,  not  ito 

m  out  tht  forest  p 

nncB 

Atrampl 
In  one  vast 

ng  troop;  I  see  t 

mce'^ 

fho  tteeda  rush  on  in  plongn 

ipnde; 

re  they  the  reins 

to  guide  V 

A  thousand  horse — and  none  to  ride ! 
Wiui  flowing  tail,  and  Bying  mane, 
Wide  nostrils — never  stretchM  by  pain, 
S'ooihs  Diooilleas  to  the  Wt  m  rem. 


with  a  fam 

He  answer'd,  and  then  fell ;  ' 

With  gasps  and  glaring  eyes  he 

His  lirst  and  last  career  is  d 
le  thetroDp — Ihey  saw  hi 


They 


Gallop 
Appmi 


angelyb, 


wheel  ro 


sn  plunging  back  willi  sndden  bound. 
Headed  by  one  black  mighty  steed, 
Who  seem'd  the  patriarch  of  his  Iweed, 

Without  a  single  speck  or  hair 
Of  white  upon  bis  shaggy  hide ; 

'  id  backward  lo  the  forest  fly, 


By  in 


The  dying  on  the  dead! 
I  hUle  deeni'd  another  day 

Would  see  my  houseless,  belples) 


Yet  shunn'd  ar 

As  if  it  only  vn 

That  pruden 


To  e«en  intolerable 


by  Google 


The  wreich  still  hopes  his  woes  must  enil. 

The  spaAle  of  hor  eye  I  caught. 

And  DaiUJi,  whwii  he  should  deem  his  friend, 

Even  with  my  Brst  return  of  thought ; 

Appears  to  his  distcmpor'd  eyes 

For  ever  and  anon  she  threw 

Atrived  to  rob  him  of  hia  prize, 

A  prying,  pitying  glance  on  me 

The  tree  of  his  ne»  Paradise. 

With  her  black  eyes  so  wild  and  free ; 

To-DiDTtDW  would  ha.ve  given  him  all. 

I  gazed,  and  ga^d,  until  1  knew 

Repaid  Ida  pangs,  repair'd  Ids  fall ; 

No  vision  it  could  be,— 

ro-moTTDw  would  have  been  the  first 

Bui  that  I  lived,  and  was  released 

Of  days  no  more  deplored  or  cursi. 

From  adding  to  the  vulture's  feast : 

But  bright,  and  long,  and  beckoning  yeare. 

And  when  the  Cossack  maid  beheld 

Seen  daizling  through  the  mist  of  tears, 

My  heavy  eyes  at  length  unseal'd, 

Guerdon  of  many  a  painful  hour ;     . 

She  smUed~and  I  easay'd  to  speak. 

But  fail'd— and  she  approach'd,  and  mad« 

To  rule,  to  shine,  to  smile,  to  save— 

With  lip  and  finger  signs  that  s«d, 

And  must  it  dawn  upon  his  grave  1 

I  must  not  strive  as  yet  to  break 

The  silence,  till  my  strength  should  b^ 

XVIII. 

Enough  to  lease  my  accents  free ; 

•Tlie  sun  was  auiking-stiU  I  lay 

And  then  her  band  on  mine  she  laid, 

Chaui'd  to  the  chill  and  EtiSebing  steed. 

And  smooth'd  the  pillow  for  my  head, 

t  thought  to  mingle  there  our  day ; 

And  Hole  along  on  tiptoe  tread, 

And  my  Oin>  eyes  of  death  bad  need, 

And  gently  oped  the  door,  and  spake 

No  hope  arose  of  being  freed  i 

I  cast  my  last  looks  up  the  sky. 

Even  music  foUow'd  her  Ught  feet ! 

And  there  between  me  and  the  sun 

But  thoaa  ahe  caU'd  were  not  awake, 

1  saw  ths  eipocting  rauen  fly, 

And  she  went  forth  i  but  ere  she  paas'd. 

Who  scarce  would  wait  dll  both  shouM  die. 

Another  look  on  me  she  cast, 

Ere  his  repast  b^n; 

Another  sign  she  made,  to  say. 

He  flew,  and  perch'd,  then  flew  once  more. 

That  I  had  nought  to  fear,  that  all 

And  each  time  nearer  than  before  ,■ 

Were  near,  st  my  command  or  call. 

I  saw  his  wing  through  twilight  mi, 

And  once  so  near  me  he  aht 

Her  due  return ;- whLe  she  waa  gone. 

I  could  have  smote,  but  lack'd  the  strength ; 

Methought  1  felt  too  much  alone. 

But  the  slight  motion  of  my  hand. 

And  feeble  scratching  of  the  sand. 

XX, 

The  eiened  throat's  faint  struggling  noise, 

"  She  came  with  mother  and  with  sire— 

Which  scarcely  could  be  cali'd  a  voice. 

What  need  of  more  7-1  will  not  Ure 

Together  scared  him  off  at  length.— 

With  long  recital  of  the  rest. 

1  know  no  mote— my  latest  dream 

Since  I  became  the  Cossack's  guest! 

Which  fbi'd  my  dull  eyes  &om  afar. 

They  bore  me  to  the  nearest  hut— 

And  vent  and  came  with  wandering  beam. 

They  brought  me  into  life  again— 

And  of  the  cold,  dull,  swbnnung,  dense 

Me— one  day  o'er  their  realm  <o  reign  1 

SensaUon  of  recurring  sense. 

Thus  the  vain  fool  who  strove  to  glut 

And  then  aub^ding  back  to  death. 

His  rage,  refining  on  my  pain, 

And  then  again  a  Utile  breath, 

Sent  me  forth  to  the  wilderness. 

Bound,  naked,  bleeding,  and  alone, 

An  icy  sickness  curdling  d'h 

To  pass  the  desert  to  a  thione.— 

My  heart,  and  sparks  that  eross'd  my  brain — 

What  mortal  hia  own  doom  may  goeas7 

Agasp,a1hrob,astartorpam, 

Let  none  despond,  let  none  deapalr ! 

A  sigh,  and  nothing  more 

May  see  our  courser's  graze  at  ease 

XIX. 

Ppon  his  Turkish  hank,— and  never 

"1  woke—Whete  was  I?— Do  I  see 

Had  I  such  welcome  for  a  river 

A  human  face  look  down  on  me  1 

As  I  shaU  yield  when  safely  there. 

And  doiii  a  roof  above  me  dose  7 

Comtadea,  good  iught!"-The  belman  tl.re- 

Do  those  limbs  on  a  couch  repose  7 

His  length  beneath  the  oak-tree  shade. 

Is  Ibis  a  chamber  where  I  lie  7 

With  leafy  couch  already  made, 

And  is  it  mort^  yon  bright  eye, 

That  watches  me  niih  gentle  glance  I 

To  him,  who  took  hia  rest  whene'er 

I  dosed  my,  own  again  once  more. 

The  hour  arrived,  no  matter  wnere : — 

Aa  doubtfiil  that  the  fcrmer  trance 

His  eyes  the  hastening  Blumbers  sleep. 

Could  not  as  yet  be  o'et. 

And  if  ye  marvel  Charles  forgot 

A  slender  girl,  long-hair'd,  and  lal!. 

Tolhanklustale.A.wonder'dnoI,  - 

Sate  watching  by  the  cottage  wall ; 

The  king  had  been  an  hour  asleeo. 
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A  DRAMATIC  POEM. 


DRAMATIS  PERSONS. 


Aitd  eailh^s  and  ocoan 
I  caJI  upon  ye  by  the  ^ 
WluiA  gives  me  powe 


MANFRED. 

ACT  I. 

SCENE  I. 

A  Gaffik  Gdlery—Time,  Midnight. 

Manpbed  (afoiK). 


0  long  oa 


WliichUien 


ig  thought, 


There  is 

To  look  within :  and  yet  1  live,  and  bear 
The  aepect  and  the  lbi|n  of  breathing  men. 
But  grief  should  be  (he  mstmclor  of  the  wise 
Sorrow  is  fcnonrtedge  j  they  who  know  the  im 
Must  mourn  [he  deepest  o'er  the  fatal  fruUi, 
TlttJree  of  bywledfie  isnol 'baljt^fe. 
Philosophy  ariii'  science^  and' \ne 'springs 
Of  wondotj  and  (he  wisdom  of  the  worid, 
[  have  essay'd,  and  in  my  mmd  there  is 
A  power  to  moke  these  Bulgect  to  il^l^ 
Bu(  they  avail  not ;  I  have  done  men  good, 
And  !  have  met  with  good  eien  among  tnen- 
But  this  avall'd  not :  I  have  had  my  foes. 
And  none  have  baffled,  many  fallen  before  m< 
lOl:— goodor 


in  other 


onto  the  sands, 
Snne  that  all-nameleaa  hour.    I  have  no  dread, 
And  feel  the  curse  to  have  no  natural  fear. 
Nor  fluttering  (hrob,  (hat  beats  with  hopes  or  wish 
Oi  lurking  love  of  something  on  ibe  earth. — 
Wow  (o  my  task- 
Mysterious  Agency ! 
Ve  spirits  of  the  unbounded  universe  I 
IThom  1  have  sought  in  daikness  and  in  G^t— 
Ve.  who  d9  compass  earth  about,  and  dwell 


They  come  not  yel. — Now  by  (he  loice  of  him 
■    *   the  first  among  you — by  this  sign, 

makes  you  tremble — by  the  claims  of  him 
Who  is  undymg, — rise !  appear '. — Appear  I 

[Apmat. 
If  it  he  so — Spirits  of  earth  and  air, 

elude  me :  by  a  power, 
Deeper  than  all  yet  urged,  a  tyrant-spell, 
Which  had  its  birth-place  in  a  star  condemn^. 
The  burning  wreck  of  a  demolish'd  world, 
'Bndering  hell  in  the  eternal  space ; 


By  the 

The  thougbt  w 


sel  a 


[A  pa 


ly  will — Appear ! 

[A  iiar  is  sesi  at  the  darker  cni 

fcry;  iiissUitumajy;  ondoi 


Mortal!  to (hy  bidding bow'd. 
From  my  mansion  in  the  doijd. 
Which  the  breath  of  twilight  bull 

With  the  azure  and  vermilion. 

Though  (by  quest  may  be  Ibrbidd 

To  thine  adjuration  liow'd. 
Mortal— be  thy  wish  avaw>d ! 

Vase  of  the  Skcobd  Sfi 
Mont-Blanc  is  the  monarch  of 
They  crown'd  hun  long  ago 
On  a  throne  of  rocks,  in  a  robi 


Around  his  waist  are  forests  braced, 
The  avalanche  in  his  hand ; 

But  ere  it  bXi,  the  thundermg  ball 
Must  pause  for  my  command. 

Tlie  glacier's  odd  and  restless  mass 
Moves  onvmrd  day  by  day ; 

Or  with  its  ice  delay. 
1  am  the  spirit  bf  the  place, 
Could  make  the  mountain  bow 

And  what  with  me  wouldst  Sum  1 
Vma  of  the  Thibu  Sfiki  r . 
In  the  Woe  depth  of  (he  waters. 
Where  the  wave  halh  no  str^,> 
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Where  the  wind  is  a  stranger, 

FIRST    SPIRIT. 

And  the  sea-anake  haih  life. 

Where  the  mermaid  is  deck'uig 

MABFBED. 

Hg  green  hair  with  shells ; 
Like  the  etonn  on  the  surface 

Of  that  which  is  within  mo ;  read  it  there— 
Ye  know  it,  and  I  cannot  uller  it. 

Came  the  sound  of  thy  spdis; 

O'ermycah«hallorc«id 

We  can  but  pve  thee  that  which  we  possess : 

The  deep  echo  rolPd- 

To  (he  Spirit  of  Ocean 

O'er  earth,  the  whole,  w  pordon,  or  a  sign 

Thy  wnshes  unfold ! 

Which  shall  oontriJ  the  elenienO,  whereof 

FOUiTH   SPIRIT. 

These  aball  be  thine. 

Ueapillow'donfire, 

Anil  the  lakes  of  bitumen 

Oblivion,  c^iM^k. 

I^seboilinglj  higher; 

Can  ye  not  wring  fiom  out  the  hidden  realms 

Where  the  roots  of  the  Andes 

Ye  ofler  ao  profusely  what  I  ask? 

Strike  deep  in  the  earth. 

A«  theii  aumnuts  lo  heaven 

It  is  not  in  out  essence,  in  our  skill ; 

But— thou  Fisy'st  die. 

I  have  quitted  my  birth-place, 

Thy  bidding  to  hUe— 

WLIdeathl«8towltoiimeT 

rhy  spell  hath  subdued  me. 

Thy  will  be  my  guide! 

We  are  immortal,  and  do  not  forget : 

We  are  eternal ;  and  lo  us  the  past 

I'mibe  rider  of  the  viand, 

Is,  as  the  future,  present.    Art  thou  answer'd  ? 

The  stirrer  of  the  slotm; 

rheharricane  I  led  behind 

Tc  mock  me— but  tho  power  which  brought  yc  liere 

Is  yet  with  lightning  warm; 

Hath  made  you  mine.    Slaves,  scoff  not  at  my  wiU  ■ 

To  speed  to  Ihce,  o'er  shore  and  sea 

The  mind,  the  spirit,  the  Prisnethean  spark. 

I  swept  upon  the  blast : 

The  lightning  of  my  bejng,  b  as  bright, 

The  fleet  I  met  saii'd  well,  and  yet 

Pervading,  and  far  darting  as  your  own. 

'T  will  bIjA  ere  night  be  pasu 

And  shall' not  jneid  to  yours,  though  eoop'd  in  clay! 

Answer,  or  I  will  leach  you  what  I  am. 

My  dwellhig  is  the  shadow  of  the  night. 

Why  doth  thy  magio  torture  me  with  light? 

We  answer  as  we  answer'd  ;  our  reply 

The  star  which  rulea  thy  destiny. 

Was  ruled,  era  earth  began,  by  me : 

^^^^^^Whysayyeso? 

It  was  a  world  as  fresh  and  fair 

As  e'er  revolted  round  sun  in  air ; 

If,  as  thou  say'ii,  thine  essence  be  as  ours, 

Its  course  was  free  and  regular. 

We  have  replied  in  telling  thee,  tho  thing 

Space  boGom'd  not  a  lovelier  star. 

Mortals  call  death  hath  nought  to  do  with  us. 

A  wanderuig  mass  of  shapeless  ll»me, 

I  then  have  call'd  ye  from  your  reahna  m  vain , 

A  pathless  comet,  and  a  curse. 

Ye  cannot,  or  ye  will  not,  aid  mo. 

The  menace  of  the  universe! 

Still  rolling  on  wilh  innate  (brce, 

Say; 

Without  a  sphere,  without  a  course, 

What  we  possess  we  offer ;  it  is  thine : 

A  bright  deformity  oo  high, 

Bethbk  ere  thou  dismiss  us,  ask  again — 

The  monster  of  the  upper  sky ! 

Kingdom,  and  sway,  and  strength,  and  length  of  day»- 

And  thou  I  beneath  its  uifluence  bom— 
Thou,  worm  I  whom  t  obey  and  scorn — 

MAHFHED. 

Aceiiraed!  what  havB  I  to  do  with  days 7 

Forced  by  a  power  (which  is  not  thmo. 

They  are  too  bng  already.— Hence-Jwgone ! 

And  lent  thee  but  to  make  thee  lime) 

For  this  brief  moment  to  descend. 

Yet  pause:  being  here,  our  will  would  do  thee  setiico 

Where  these  weak  spirits  round  thee  bend, 

Bethink  Uiee,  is  there  then  no  olhet  gift 

And  partly  with  a  thing  like  thee— 

Which  we  can  mako  not  worthless  in  tlune  Byes  I 

What  wouldst  thou,  child  of  clay,  wUh  me  T 

TBE    SEVEN   SPIRITS. 

No,  none :  yet  stay-one  moment,  ere  we  p^irt- 

Are  at  %  heck  and  bidding,  chHd  of  clay ! 

I  would  behold  ye  face  to  face,    I  hear 

Your  vmces,  sweet  and  melancholy  sounos. 

Before  thee,  at  thy  quest,  their  spirits  are — 

As  music  on  the  waters  ;  and  i  see 

What  wouldst  thou  wilh  us,  son  of  mortals— Bay  ! 

The  steady  aspect  of  a  clear  large  star . 

HAHrSED. 

But  nothing  more.    Approach  me  as  ye  ate, 

forgalfiilnMs 

Or  one,  or  ait,  in  your  aceusfora'd  form-. 

Hoa=db,GuU^lt 
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SPIRIT. 

From  thy  own  smile  I  snatch'd  the  snake. 

We  have  no  Ebrms  beyond  the  etenienta 

For  there  it  eoil'd  as  in  a  brake; 

Of  which  we  ore  (he  mind  and  ptinoiple ! 

From  thy  own  lip  I  drew  the  chaim 

But  choose  a  fom-in  that  we  will  appear. 

Which  gave  all  these  their  chiefest  harm ; 

MAHFEEK. 

In  proving  every  poison  known. 

1  hate  no  clitBce  ;  there  is  no  fbrni  on  earth 

I  Ibund  the  strongest  was  thine  own. 

Hideous  or beanlirul  tome.     Let  him, 

By  Ihy  cold  hreosl  and  serpent  smile. 

As  unto  him  may  seem  most  (iuing— Cornel 

By  that  most  seeming  virtuous  eye,— 

By  thy  shut  soul's  hypocrisy; 

By  the  perfection  of  thine  art, 

Behold  1 

Which  passM  for  human  thine  own  heart; 

By  thy  delight  in  others'  pain. 

Oh  God!  if  itbethiu,aiidfAou 

And  by  Ihy  brotherhood  of  Cain, 

I  call  upon  Ihee !  and  compel 

I  yei  nughl  be  most  happy.— 1  will  clasp  thee. 

And  we  again  will  be [Thejtp.ri  ™nijftej. 

MyheaXiserushM! 

[iWAHFBED/flI(,«nsrf(M. 

When  the  moon  is  on  the  wave. 

And  the  glow-worm  in  the  grass, 
And  the  meteor  on  the  grate, 

3lidW-*fcJJt^;r3BaJ»W 
And  on  thy  head  I  pour  the  vial 
Which  doth  devote  thee  to  this  trial ; 
ftTof-to^hunber,  fior^to  diS,- 
;' Shall  be  in  Ihy  destiny; 
Though  Ihy  death  shall  still  seem  near 
To  thy  wish,  but  as  a  fear; 
Ln !  the  spell  now  works  around  ihee. 

Wbea  (he  M.ng  star*  ftre  shooting. 
And  the  answer'd  owls  are  hoollng, 

And  the  clankless  chain  hath  bound  thee ; 
O'er  thy  heart  and  brain  together 

And  the  silent  leaves  are  8^11 

Hath  the  word  been  pass'd- now  wither ! 

In  the  shadow  of  the  hilt, 
Shall  my  soul  be  upon  thine. 

SCENE  II. 

Though  thy  slumber  may  be  deep, 

Manfieb  clone  upm  Ihi  Cliffi. 

Tet  thy  spirit  shall  not  sleep ; 

There  are  shades  which  wilt  not  vanish, 

The  spirits  I  have  raised  abandon  me— 

There  are  thoughts  thou  canst  not  banish ; 

The  spells  which  I  have  studied  hafBe  me— 

By  a  power  to  Ihee  unknown, 

The  remedy  I  rcck'd  of  tortured  me ; 

Thou  canst  never  be  alone ; 

Thou  art  wrapt  as  with  a  shrond, 
Thou  art  gather'd  in  a  cloud ; 

n  hatli  no  pbwer  upon  the  past,  and  for 

And  for  ever  shalt  thou  dwell 

It  is  not  of  my  search.— My  mother  earth! 

In  (he  spirit  or  Ibis  spell. 

Though  thou  seesl  me  not  paas  by. 
Thou  shall  feel  me  with  thine  eye 
As  a  thing  that,  thoogh  unseen. 

That  openest  over  all,  and  unto  all 

Must  be  near  thee,  uid  hath  been ; 
And  when  in  that  seorot  droad 

And  you,  ye  o-ags,  upon  whose  eitreme  edge 
I  stand,  and  on  the  torrent's  brink  beneath 

Thou  bast  lurn'd  around  thy  head ; 

Behold  the  tall  pines  dwindled  as  lo  shrubs 

Thou  diall  marvel  I  am  not 
As  tby  shadow  on  the  spot. 
And  the  power  which  thou  dost  feel 
Shall  bo  what  thou  must  conceal. 

In  diiiiness  of  distance ;  when  a  leajs 

A  stir,  a  motion,  even  a  breath,  would  Ijring 
My  breast  upon  its  rocky  bosom's  bed 

I  feel  Iho  impulse- yet  I  do  not  plunge ; 

1  see  the  peril — yet  do  not  recede ; 

AndaspLHtofthoair 

And  my  brain  reels — and  yet  mv  foot  is  firm : 

Hath  begirt  thee  with  a  snare; 

There  is  a  power  upon  me  winch  withholds 

I„  the  wind  there  is  a  voice 

And  makes  il  my  fetalily  to  live; 

Shall  forbid  thee  to  rejoice  ; 

If  il  be  Ufe  to  wear  within  myself        ^ 

And  to  f^iee  shall  Night  del? 

^All  the  quiet  of  het  sky; 

My  own  sotil's  sepulchre,  for  I  have  ceased 

SSaTKS'diTy  ebait  have  a  sun. 

Tojustifr  my  deeds  unto  myself— 

Which  shall  make  thee  wish  il  done. 

rrom  thy  false  tears  I  did  disti, 

An  eas-rntB  which  hath  strength  to  kill; 

The  last  mlirmity  of  eviL    Ay, 

ThrtM  ium.^iMl  anil  l•^'mA-f^f^vina  mtniRlnv 

inou  wmgeo  ano  cioua-CJeaving  Eoiinqiur, 

From  Ihy  own  heart  I  then  did  wring 

Whose  happy  flight  is  highest  into  heaven. 

The  l.lick  blwirl  in  its  bludiest  spring; 

Well  maj'sl  thou  swoop  so  near  me — I  should  be 

Ob,  Google 


Thy  prey,  and  gorge  thine  eaglets 


iltlH 

-Beautiful ! 

I 

™h 

■autifiil  is  all  this  v 

isibia  world! 

K 

and  itselfl 

t 

Half  dual,  half  deity,  ali 

« unfit    ^^° 

mnl 

■1 

lehn 

ath  of  degriidatio 

I 

nnten 

ling  with  low  wan 

s  and  lo%  will 

'J 

mortality  pmdoni 

nates. 

.Im 

a  are— what  Ihey 

dlr 

31  not  10  each  other.    Hark !  the  note 

[Tl^d^M 

■1 

leni 

!■ 

rliB 

e  the  patriarchal  d 

1  most  approach  him  cauliotisly  ;  if  ne 
A  sudden  step  will  Elarlle  him,  and  ho 
Scenes  loitering  already. 

Moontains  ha 
Leaving  a  gap  in  Iho  clouds,  and  wilh  I 
Rocking  their  Alpine  brelhren;  hliing 
The  ripe  green  valleyn  with  destructioi 
Dan.nnng  the  rivers  wilh  a  sudden  dasi 


A  pastoral  fable^^ipes 

Mlx'd  with  the  sweet  hells  of  the  sa 

My  soul  would  drmk  those  echoeB.- 


Of  him 

.BFBED  {ml  hearine  lam). 
Such  would  have  been  for  me  a  filling  tomb ; 

They  had  not  than  been  strewn  upon  the  rocks 

For  the  wind's  pastime— as  ihus— thus  ihey  shaH  be-  • 


ir  neit  step  may  be  fala 


-for  the  loi 
m  ihsl 


In  this  one  pluoge.— Farewell,  ys  opening  heavens  1 

Wilh  the  blest  tone  which  made  me ! 

Ealerjrom  belaa  a  Chauois  Huktek. 

Ve  were  not  meant  for  me-Eanh  <  take  these  atoms ' 

lA,  Mahpred  is  in  oc(  »  spring  film  the  ct\ir. 

Even  so. 

the  Chamois  HuNfER  s^o  ™d  retoiia  him 

This  way  the  chamois  leapt:  her  nimble  feet 

mlh  a  mddta  gTajp.] 

Repay  aiy  break-neck  travail. — What  is  here  ? 

Who  seems  not  of  my  trade,  and  yet  hath  reach'd 

Slain  not  onr  pure  vales  with  thy  guilly  blood.— 

Away  wilh  ms— I  will  not  quit  my  hold. 

Save  our  best  hunters,  may  Bltaln:  his  gsfb 

Is  goodly,  his  mien  manly,  and  his  air 

Proud  as  a  free-horn  peasant's,  at  this  dlslatwe.- 

1  am  all  feeblenesS-the  mountains  whirl 

I  will  approach  him  nearer. 

Spinning  around  me— I  grow  blind.- What  art  Ihou  7 

Tobetbus^ 

I  '11  answer  that  anon — Away  with  me— 

Grny-hair'd  wilh  anguish,  like  these  hlasled  pines, 

The  clouds  grow  thicker — there— now  lean  on  me — 

Wrcclis  of  a  nngle  winter,  barkless,  branchless, 

Place  your  foot  here-here,  lake  this  staff,  and  chng 

A  blighted  trunk  upon  a  cursed  root. 

A  moment  lo  that  shrub— now  give  me  your  hand, 

Which  hut  supplies  a  feeling  to  decay — 

And  hold  fast  by  my  girdle— soffiy— well— 

And  to  be  thtis,  eternally  but  thus, 

The  Chalet  will  be  g^'d  within  an  hour- 

Having  been  olherwise !  Now  furrow'd  o'er 

Come  on,  we  'H  quickly  find  a  surer  footing. 

Wilh  wrinkles,  plough'd  by  moments,  not  by  yeBts ; 

And  sonwlhing  like  a  pathway,  which  the  lorrentp 

And  hours — all  tortured  into  ages — hours 

Hath  wasb'd  since  winter.-^Come,  't  Is  bravely  done— 

Which  I  outlive !— Ye  toppling  crags  of  ice  I 

You  should  have  been  a  hunter.-Follow  mo. 

f'e  avalanches,  whom  a  brealb  draws  down 

[^J  !%  descend  the  nda  mlh  difficuUn,  tl» 

iKBie  dmes.] 

1  hear  ye  moi.ffiutly  above,  bencalh. 

Crash  wilh  a  frequent  conflict ;  but  ye  pass. 

ACT  H. 

And  only  fall  on  things  that  still  would  live ; 

On  the  young  flourishing  forest,  or  the  hut 

SCENE  I. 

And  hamlet  of  the  harmless  villager. 

A  CoHnffE  amirngt  the  Bsmcss  Alpa. 

Manfred  nwl  Ihe  Chamois  Hubieh- 

The  mists  begin  to  rise  from  op  the  valley ; 

1  '11  warn  hbn  to  descend,  or  he  may  chance 

No,  no — yet  pause — Ihou  must  not  yol  go  forth 

Thy  mbva  and  body  are  alike  unfit 

MJSFREn. 

To  tru^t  each  other,  for  some  hours,  at  least ; 

The  mists  boil  up  around  the  glaciers;  clouds 

When  ihou  art  belter,  I  will  be  thy  guide— 

Rise  curling  fast  beneath  me,  white  and  sulphuly. 

But  whither? 

.jke  foam  from  the  roused  ocean  of  deep  hel). 

MAHFBED. 
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Thy  garb 


ik  thee  of  high  lineage — 


May  call  Ihee  Ion!  ?  I  only  know  theit  poruls ; 
My  way  of  life  leads  lae  Lut  rarely  down 
To  bask  by  Ihe  liugs  heartlis  of  Ihose  old  halls, 
Caj^uaing  wilh  Jhe  vaaaols ;  but  the  paths, 
Which  etep  from  out  our  mountains  lo  Iheir  doors. 
I  know  rnm  chUdhood— which  of  these  is  ihme7 


Nom. 


Well,  sir,  pardon  me  the  question, 
!  of  better  cheer.     Come,  taste  my  wine ; 
^  an  aftdent  vintage ;  many  a  day 
thawed  my  veins  among  our  gladers,  now 
lo  thus  Tor  thine — Come,  pledge  me  fairly. 


is  bTood— "my  blood  t  the  | 

And  loved  each  other  as 
Colouring  the  clouds,  <h 


1  never  be. 

le  hair-maddenins 


Man  of  strange  "ords,  and 
Which  makes  thee  people  vacancy,  whatever 
Thy  dread  and  suHerauce  be,  Ibere  's  comfort  yel — 
The  aid  of  h<Jy  men,  and  heavenly  patience 


For  l-rutes  of  burthen,  nor  for  Ucds  of  prey ; 
Preach  it  lo  mortals  of  a  dust  like  thine— 
I  am  not  of  thine  order. 


1  would  not  be  of  thine  for  die  free  fame 
OfWiUianiTell;  but  whatsoe'er  thine  ill. 
It  IDDSL  be  borne,  and  these  wild  starts  are 

Do  I  Dot  bear  it? — Look  on  me — 1  live. 

nus  is  convu1»an^  and  no  healthful  life. 

I  lell  thee,  roan  1  I  have  lived  many  years, 
Many  long  years,  but  they  are  nothing  now 
To  those  which  I  mual  number;  a^es— agi 
Spate  and  etemily~and  consciousness. 
With  the  fierce  thirst  of  death — and  still  ui 

Why,  un  Ihy  brow  the  seal  of  middle  age 
Hath  scarce  been  set ;  I  am  *bie  el'Ier  far, 

Think'st  ihou  eiislence  d«Ji  depend  oh  tira 
It  dolh  -  but  actions  are  our  epochs :  mine 
Have  made  my  days  and  nights  imperishab 
godless,  and  all  alike  as  sands  on  the  shore 
Iiinnmerable  atoms;  and  one  desert, 
Ki-e*!  ftiwt  cold,  onwhicli  the  wild  waves 


That  thou  dost  see,  or  think  Lhou 

Myself  and  Uiee— a  peasant  of 
Thy  humble  virtues,  hospitable  i 

If-respect,  gra^led  on  mno 
Thy  days  of  health,  and  nights  i 
~  dignified,  yet 


Of  cl 


loldai 


I  and  a 


-my  soul  ^vas  scorchM  already ! 
OH  then  eichange  tliy  lot  for  mia 


And  wilh  th 

Canal  thou  be  black  wilh  evil  !-~Eay  not  sc 
Can  one  of  genlle  thoughts  have  wieai'd  i 


My  injuries  came  down  on  those  who  loted  m 
icmy,  save  in  my  just  defeiice— 


an  endure  thy  pity.    I  depart — 
ime— farewolU  Here 's  gold,  and  thanks  fi 
No  words— it  i-  thy  due— Follow  me  not— 


SCENBl  11. 
A  l/rtvB-  Valley  in  the  Aljn-^A  Cn/araf. 
Enter  MABfKED. 
I  it  is  not  noon — the  aunhow's  rays '  still  arch 


any  hut 


tof  hi 


And  roll  [he  sheeted  sUvei 

And  fling  its  Ihies  of  foaming  light  along 
And  to  and  fro,  like  the  pale  courser's  tsi 
The  giant  sietJ,  to  be  bestrode  by  Dealt 
Id  in  ihe  Apocalypse.    Mo  eves 
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w  drink  this  sight  of  loFelLiie 
■    ■     ■  ■  iliiude. 


And  with  ihe  spirit  of  Ihe  pli 

The  homago  of  ItaEe  vraters.— I  will  call  her. 

(Manfred  taka  some  of  the  toater  ima  Ihi 
poim  of  his  kandj  tavd  fings  it  in  the  oir, 
muUering-  the  adjuradim.  After  a  pome, 
1/ie  Witch  ov  the  Atps  risM  heneaOi  the 
Bich  of  thi 


men,  and  with  the  thoughii 
Mjr-jcy  "saa.inlhe  Yiildanii 


ofllghl, 


The  charma  of  earth's  least-mortol  daughlera  grov 

Of  purer  elomenta ;  while  the  hues  of  youth,— 
Csmslion'd  lilte  a  sleeping  infant's  eheek, 
Uock'd  by  the  beating  of  her  roolher'a  heart. 
Or  the  me  lints,  which  summer'a  twilight  leaves 
Upon  the  loilr  glacier's  virgin  snow, 
The  blush  of  earth  eoibracing  with  hf 


The  be 


i  of  the  su 


malteta 


•ill  in  thy  calm  clear  brow. 
Wherein  is  glass'd  serenity  of  soul, 
Which  of  itself  shows  immortality, 
I  read  that  thou  wilt  pardon  ro  &  son 
Of  earth,  whom  the  ^struser  powers  permit 
At  times  to  commune  with  them— if  that  he 
vail  him  of  his  spells^^to  call  thee  thus, 


nihee 


Tu  look  upon  thy  beauty— nothing  further 
The  face  of  the  euUi  hath  madden'd  mo, 
Take  refuge  in  her  mysteries,  and  pierce 
I  To  the  abodes  of  Uiosa  who  govern  her— 
Bui  Ihey  can  nothing  aid  me.    1  have  sou 


lo  further. 


at  they  cc 


01  that;  let  thy  lips  utter 


From  my  yc 


in  eyes. 


Well,  though  it  tortur 
My  Jiang  shall  find  a  ^ 
My  spirit  walk'd  not  i 
Nor  look'd  upon  the  « 
The  tlnrsl  of  th«r  am 
The  aim  of  their  eiistonoe  was  not  jnine ; 
My  joys,  ray  griefi,  my  passions,  and  my  power 
Made  me  a  stranger ;  though  I  wore  Uie  fomi, 
,ijisd  no  aympBthy  wilh^cfatlung  flesh, 
Nor 'rnicfstlfia'creatDntf^  day  that  girded  me 
Wan  iheie  but  one  who— but  of  her  anon. 
35 


u.i..v.u^.  1.U  of  ths  icotTm 

Whero  the  birds  d 
(lit  o'er  tlie  herble 

Into  the  torrent,  ai. 

swia  whirl  of  the  new! 


Of  ri 


To  follow  through  the  uTght  the  i 
The  stars  and  their  developement  {  or  catch 
The  dazzling  lightnings  till  my  eyes  grew  dim ; 
look,  list'nlng,  on  the  scatter'd  leaves. 


Thes.     .._ 
For  if  the  b 


1  felt  myself  degraded  back  to  them, 

And  ivas  all  clay  again.    And  then  1  dived, 


In  .„_._„ „.,_. 

From  witber'd  hones,  and  s 
Concln«ons  most  forbidden. 
The  nights  of  years  m  sdei 
Save  in  Ihe  old  time ;  and  i 


And  spints  that  do  comps 


li'"iIt'''ilVcXwio.. 
granite ;  or  to  plunge 


ithes 


ny  early  strength  ei 


\Sei;  oi 


ings,ol 


He- 


.0  froi 


uUs,  and  heap'd-up  dmt, 
Then  1  pass'd 
^es  untaught, 


indwell 


As  I  do  thee ;— and  with  my  knowledge  grew 
hirst  of  knowledge,  and  the  power  and  ji 


Oh !  I  but  thus  ptolo 
isting  these  idle  attributes,  b 
I  approach  the  core  of  my  h 


She  was  like  me  ii 
Her  hair,  her  feati 
Even  of  her  voice 
ButEO<1en'dati,a 
She  had  the  same 
The  quesl  of  bidd 
To  comprehend  ih 


Spare  D«  thyself— pfooi 
s,  all,  to  the  very  tone 
ie  thoughts  ai 


erings. 


Humility— and  that  I  never  i 
Her  faults  were  nunc— her  v 
d  her,  and  destroy'd  he 


b,  Google 


BYRON'S  WORKS. 


Daughler  of  Air !  I  ell  Ihee,  since  tha!  hour- 
Hut  words  are  brealh — loolc  on  me  in  my  siflep, 
Or  vfatch  my  watchings — Come  and  all  by  me  1 
My  solitude  ia  soUiude  no  more, 
But  peopled  wiib  (he  Futiee.— I  have  gnash'd 
My  leelh  in  darkness  till  reluming  morn, 
Then  cursed  myself  Ull  sunset;— I  have  pray'd 

1  have  afTronted  desib— but  in  the  war 
O^  clemenTa  the  water?  shrunk  from  niOf 
And  tatal  toiga  pass'd  harmless — the  cold  hsnd 
Of  in  all-pitiless  demon  held  me  back. 
Back  by  a  aingle  hah,  wbldi  ivould  not  break. 


The  affluence  of  m^  sg 

But,  like  an  ehbin 
Into  the  guir  of  m 
I  plunged  amidst  ' 
I  sought  hi  all,  sai 
And  that  1  have  t. 


My  bidding,  it  mar  help  Ibee  to  Ihy  wishes. 

I  will  not  swear.- Obey!  rmd  whom?  the  spirit 


alfron 


Loalhmt 

In  all  the  days  of  this  detested  yoke— 

This  vital  weight  upon  the  struggling  ijeart. 

Which  sinks  with  sorrow,  or  beats  quick  with  paui, 

Or  joy  that  ends  in  agony  or  fainlneas — 

In  all  the  days  of  past  and  future,  for 

Hd\v  few— how  less  than  few— wherein  the  soul 
Forbears  to  pani  for  death,  and  yet  draws  bark 
As  from  a  stream  m  wmter,  though  the  chill 
Be  but  a  moment's.    I  have  one  resource 
Still  in  my  science— I  can  call  iKe  dead, 
And  ask  them  wiiat  it  is  we  dread  to  be ; 
Tlie  siemesi  answer  can  but  be  the  Graye, 

The  buried  Prophet  answer'd  In  the  Hag 
Of  Endor ;  and  the  Spartan  Monarch  drew 
From  the  Byzantine  maid's  unsleeping  spirit 

Thai  which  he  loved,  Imknpwing  what  he  slew. 
And  died  unpardon'd- though  he  caU'd  in  aid 
The  Phyiian  Jove,  and  in  Phi°alia  roused 
The  Arcadian  E 


Theii 


to  deposi 


Or  lii  her  term  of  vengeance — aha  repliei 
In  words  of  dubious  import,  hut  fullitl'd.> 
If  I  had  never  lived,  that  which  I  love 


rath, 


gwave,itdash'dmebacl< 

That  which 

k>ve  would  still  be  faeautm 

ay  uniiithom'd  thought. 

What  is  she 

now?- a  sufferer  for  my  si 

ve  where 'tis  to  he  found. 

A  thing  I  da 

e  not  think  upon— or  nothi 

o  learn — my  sMences, 

Within  few 

lours  1  shall  not  call  m  vitin 

Yet  in  this  1 

dwellmmydesp^r- 

trn^lthlsh< 

r  I  never  shrunk  to  gi«. 

e  for  ever. 

On  spirit,. go 

od  or  evil— now  I  tremble. 

WITCH. 

And  feel  a  s 

range  cold  thaw  upon  my  h 

al  trod,  we  nightly  tread, 


To  the  Hall  of  Arimanes,  hi 
greatfestivaJ-'tisst™ 
A  Mice  willwul 
The  Captive  Usm 
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Ish 


is^ain 


J  leagued  hi 
He'styrantagnin! 
Wilh  the  hlood  of  a  million  he  '11  anstvsr  my  care, 
Wilh  a  nation's  destruction— lils  flight  and  deapur, 

SfiMid  Vaee,  v^thauL 
The  ship  HEul'd  on,  the  ship  BaiI'd  fast. 
But  Heft  not!  sail,  and  1  left  not  a  must ; 
There  is  not  a  plank  of  the  hull  or  the  deck, 

Suve  one,  whom  I  held,  aa  he  swan,  by  the  hair, 

B-ll  I  saved  him  U  wreali  fiulher  havoc  for  me ! 
First  Destinv,  answering. 
The  city  Hes  sleeping; 

Maydawnonitweepmg: 

SuUenly,  slowly. 
The  black  plague  Hew  o'er  it — 

Thousands  he  lowly ; 
Tens  of  thousands  shall  perish — 

Tlie  living  shall  fly  from 
ik  they  should  cherish  j 


SCENE  IV. 
The  HgR  of  ATimaiea—Arimanea  m  ha  Iktvm,  a 
Gli}be  of  Fire,  mrrmiuled  bg  (Ao  Sjanli. 
Hi/nm  of  the  Sfij 


He  brealheth — and'a  tempest  shakes  the  sea; 

epeakcth—and  the  clouds  reply  in  thunder : 

He  gazeth— from  his  glance  Ihe  sunbeams  Hee ; 
~    moveth— earthquakes  rend  Ihe  world  aauiK 

Beneath  hia  Ibotstepa  the  volcanoes  rise ; 
His  shadow  is  the  pestilence ;  his  path 
he  cornels  herald  through  the  crackling  skies ; 

o  him  war  ofiers  daily  sacnfice ; 

To  him  death  pays  his  tribute;  life  is  his, 


The  I 


ih  that  they  die  from. 


Glffl^  to  Arimanes!  we  who  bow 

A,J.,iU.dd™J, 

Envelop  a  nation — 

The  blest  are  the  dead. 

Glory  M  Arimanes  !-we  awaH  hij  no 

Who  see  not  the  aghl 

or  their  own  desolation,— 

Sovereign  of  sovereigns  t  we  are  thme 

This  work  of  a  night. 

And  all  that  livelh,  more  or  less,  U  on 

Phis  wreck  of  a  reabn-this  deed  of  my 

And  most  things  whoLy  so  ]  stilt  to  inc 

for  ages  1  'vo  done,  and  shEill  still  be  ren 

ng! 

Our  power,  increasing  thine,  demands 

£Mer  Iki  Second  md  Third  De 

And  we  are  vigilant — Thy  late  comma 

Th^  TI^. 

Have  been  fulfilled  to  the  uioMst. 

m 

Ji, 

finw  Manfred. 

We  only  givE 
16 !— Where's 


My  sisters  and  thyself  are  slow  to-night. 

I  was  delain'd  repahing  shatler'd  thrones. 
Marrying  f<^tB,  restoring  dynasties, 

And  mortals  dared  to  ponder  for  themselves 
To  weigh  kings  in  the  balance,  and  to  speal 
Of  freedom,  the  forbidden  Iruil.— Away  I 
We  have  oulstaid  Ihe  hour— mount  we  our 


-Prince  of  es 


'dNEH 


Thine  and  our  soveragn?— Tremble,  and  obey  1 


■TwiUbetanghitheo. 

>T  is  taught  already ;— many  a  night  on  the  eattl^ 

On  the  bare  ground,  have  I  how'd  down  my  face. 

And  strew'd  my  head  with  ashes ;  I  have  knowk 

The  fulness  of  hunnliation,  for 

I  sunk  before  my  vain  despair,  and  knell 

To  my  own  dcsolalion. 
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Refuse  to  Arimanes  on  his  Ihrono 
What  iha  whole  earth  acoof  ds,  behold 
Thelcirorof  his  glory!— Crouch  1  1; 

The  overruling  Inflnite— the  Maker 
Who  made  him  not  Tor  wotship— let  h 
And  we  v;il1  koeei  togeiher. 


Prince  of  the  powers  in 
Is  of  no  common  order, 
Anit  presence  here  doni 


tic  as  is  compatible  with  clay, 
llich  eIog9  the  ethereal  essence, 
day  hath  seldom  home ;  his  a 
beyond  tilt 


»ul  an  ojchange  of  ignorance  for  that 
Wliich  is  another  kind  of  ignorance. 
This  is  not  all — the  pasdons,  attributes 
Of  earth  and  heaven,  ftom  which  no  pi 
Nor  breath,  from  the  wi 


Mad. 


Povrers  deeper  elill  beyonJ — I  come  in  i 
or  such,  ti,  answer  unto  what  I  seek. 


':a!1  up  the  dead— my  question  is  lot  them. 
Great  Arimanes,  doth  thy  will  avDuch 


Whom  would^  (I 
B  iomb — caH  up 


or  the  form 

or  ibe  m 

Which  retu 


The  heart  and  the  forni. 


attauh  in  the  imiis!. 


I e  death?  ll 


>uld  di 


a  strange  hectic — like  the  ui 
ich  Autumn  planls  upon  the  | 

the  same  1  Oh  God !  that  I 
look  upon  Ike  same — Astaite ! — Nt  _ 

give  me  or  condenm  me. 

By  the  power  which  hath  broken 

The  grave  uhich  enthrall'd  ihee, 
Speak  to  him  who  hath  spoken, 


t  silence  1  am  more  than  answer's 
eilende  no  further.    Prince  J  a> 


Era.    Mortj;  Jy 


Look  on  I 


nuch  endure— 


vhat  I  seek ; 
id  what  I  am ; 


by  Google 


Spirila  ani!  men— but  thou  neit  silent  all. 

Ami  ga^ed  o'er  heaven  in  vain  in  search  of  ihea 
Speak  to  me !  I  have  wander'd  o'er  the  earth 
And  never  found  Iby  likeness — Speak  to  me  1 
Look  on  the  fiends  around — they  feel  for  me  t 
1  fear  them  not,  and  fset  foi  theo  alone— 


1(1  the  sound — it  is  thy  m 


y  m,  say  on- 

If  that  I  did  not  know  philosophy 

To  be  of  all  ow  vanities  the  motliest, 

thlyills. 

The  merest  word  that  ever  Ibol'd  the  ear 

From  out  the  Bchoolmatfa  jargon,  I  should  de 

The  golden  secret,  the  sought  "  Kalon,"  fou 

IforgivenJ 

And  seated  m  my  souL    It  will  not  last, 

ivords  will  be  fulRll'd.    Return  to  the  earth. 


masierelh  himself,  and  make 
1  one  of  us,  he  would  ha™  m 


Then  for 

set  then  1  Where?  0( 
ulhouwilti  andforti 
depart  a  debtor.     Far( 


le  earth  7— 
graoe  accorded 
Bwein 


ACT  in. 

SCENE  I. 
A  Hall  m  Ihe  CaalU  of  Mtmfrtd. 


It  haLh  enlarged  my  thoughts  with  a  n 

And  I  within  my  tablets  would  note  di 

That  there  la  such  a  feeUng.  Who  is 

Rt-enttr  Hsbuah. 


eroT 


Thanks,  holy  father!  webom 
Thy  presence  honours  Ihem, 
Who  dwell  within  them.     . 


Thus,  withe 


St.  Maurice  craves 
BOT  OF  S-r.  Mit;BicE. 
Peace  be  with  Count  Manfrea 
these  walls ; 


tfieth  ihosi 


preltide :— Age  and  zeal,  my  oHi 
Ana  good  mtent,  must  plead  my  privilege ; 
Our  near,  though  not  acquunted  ndghbourhooi 
May  also  he  my  herald.    Rumolvs  strange. 
And  of  unholy  nature,  are  abroad. 
And  busy  with  thj  name ;  a  noble  name 


liou  holdest  converse  with  the  thinj 
(brhidden  to  tho  search  of  man ; 
the  dwellers  of  the  dark  abodes. 

Ik  the  valley  of  Uie  shade  of  death. 


who  do  avouch  these  ihuip 
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ist unquiQl  eyes.  Thy  life's 


I  would  not  piy  jiLto  Uiy  secret  soul ; 
Bui  if  these  things  be  sooth,  there  st 
Por  penitence  and  pity  t  reoonole  Ih 
With  tho  true  church,  and  through  Ihe  < 


My  son!  Ididnot 
Tho  dioice  of  sue! 


Have  given  dib  power  to  smooth  lilt  path  from  sii 
To  higher  hope  and  belter  thoughts ;  the  first 

So  sajlh  the  Lord,  and  with  all  humbleness 


ionrale  thyself  wllh  thy  own  soul, 
And  thy  own  soul  with  Hegien.  Hgsi  thou  no 
s  airange— even  those  who  do  despair  aboi 
£ hape  [hemsolves  Aorue  phantasy  on  Kaiih 
wMch  frail  twig  they  cling,  like  drowning  i. 

-  Ay— father!  I  hays  had  those  earthly  visions 
Ind  noble  aspirations  in  my  youth, 
To  make  my  own  Uie  mmd  of  olher  men, 
Theenlighlenorof  natiiHis;  and  to  rise 
I  knew  not  whither— it  might  be  to  fall ; 
But  fall,  even  as  the  meuot^n  calarael. 
Which  having  leapt  from  its  more  daxzUng  hei 
Even  in  the  foamuig  strength  of  its  abyss 
(Which  casts  up  njisty  columns  that  become 
s,  ribiuig  from  the  reascended  skies), 
jw  but  mighty  still.— But  this  is  past. 
My  thoughts  mistook  themselves. 


I  could  not  tame  my  nature  down ;  for  he 
Must  serve  who  fain  would  sway — and  soothe — and^ue 
I'atch  all  time — and  pry  into  all  place — 


pomto 


r  than  all  Ihesf 


Of 

!*"'  „    .  .  - 

es  of  that  deep  despair 
Which  is  remorse  without  the  fear  of  hell. 
But  all  in  all  sufficient  to  itself 
Would  make  a  hell  of  heaven— can  eiords 
Prom  out  the  unbounded  spirit,  the  quick  sc 
or  *ta  own  sins,  wrongs,  suHerance,  and  re 

Can  deal  that  justice  on  the  self-c«idemn'd 


AH  this  is  wc 
Por  this  will  pass  away,  and  be  succeei 
By  an  ausjMcioua  hope,  which  shall  loo 
With  calm  assunnce  to  that  blessed  pi 
Whidi  all  who  seek  may  wui,  whaleve 
Then'  earthly  arrors,  so  Ihey  be  atoned 
And  the  commencement  d"  atonei 


And  all  our  churcl 

And  all  we  can  absolve  Ihee  shall  be  pa 

When  Rome's  sixth  Emperor  was  near 
The  victim  of  a  aelf-infiicted  wound, 
To  shun  the  torments  of  a  public  death 
From  senates  once  his  slaves,  a  certain 
With  show  of  loyal  pi^,  would  have  st. 
The  gushing  throat  wl Ji  his  offidous  ro 
The  dymg  Roman  thrust  him  back  and 
Some  empire  still  in  his  cspirlng  glance 
"Ilislookte— isihia  fidekty!" 


mighty  thing  anuHigat  the  t 


And  yet  not  croel ;  for  I  would  not  make, 
"     "  nd  a  desolation  :— Uke  the  wind, 

Which  dwells  but  in  the  deser^  and  swee 
The  barren  sands  which  bear  i;d  shmbs  ti 


and  from  my  calling ;  yet  sc 


upon  me !  lor  even  of  all  these  things 
Have  I  partaken ;  and  of  all  these  tlungs. 
One  wera  enough :  (hen  wonder  not  thai  I 
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MANFRED.                                                    SSft 

Am  whal  I  am,  but  thst  I  ever  was, 

SCENE  lU. 

Or,  having  been,  thai  I  em  slLH  on  earlh. 

la-Mi—A  Temwe  b^on  s  Thwn-.—Timc,  TmliglH. 

Va,  h*ar  me  s^ll 

Herman,  Mastjel,  and  other  dependanln  <ij 

Ohlman!  I  do  respect 

Thine  order,  and  revere  thy  years ;  I  deem 

'T  is  strange  enough ;  nigbt  after  night,  for  years. 

Thy  purpoEfl  pious,  but  it  is  in  vain : 

He  hath  pursued  long  vigils  in  this' tower, 

Think  me  not  churlish ;  I  would  spare  Diyself, 

So  bave  we  all  been  oft-times :  but  from  it. 

All  further  colloquy—and  50— ferewoll. 

Or  its  contents,  it  were  impossible 

[£xil  MlNFREIl. 

To  draw  ooncluaions  absolute,  of  aught 

His  studies  tend  to.    To  be  sure,  there  is 

This  should  have  bean  a  nohle  creature :  be 

One  cbamber  whore  none  enter ;  I  would  give 

Halh  all  Ilia  anargy  which  would  have  mada 

The  fee  of  what  I  bave  to  come  these  three  years, 

A  goodly  frame  of  glorious  aiementa. 

To  pore  upon  its  mysteries. 

Had  [hey  been  wisely  mingled ;  as  It  Is, 

It  is  an  awful  chaos-lighl  and  darkness- 

'T  were  dangerous  { 

And  mind  and  dust— and  passions  and  pure  thou^ls, 
Miii'd  and  eonlending  witboul  end  or  order, 

Cfflitent  thyself  with  what  thou  know'st  already. 

All  dormant  or  daslructive :  he  will  perlsb. 

Ah!  Manuel!  t,-™.  art  elderly  and  wise, 

And  yat  he  must  not ;  I  will  try  once  more, 

For  such  are  worth  radamption ;  and  mj  duty 

How  mEuty  years  is 't? 

b  to  dara  all  things  for  a  righteous  end. 

I  'II  follow  him — hul  caulioualy,  though  surety. 

Ere  Count  Manfred's  hirih, 

[Exil  Abbot. 

I  served  bis  father,  whom  be  nought  resembles. 

SCENE  II 

There  be  more  sons  in  like  predicament. 

ATwIher  Cl„imhe-: 

But  wherein  do  they  differ? 

M«BrHED   ABB  H.;n«*H. 

I  speak  not 

My  Lord,  you  bade  mo  wait  on  you  at  sunset! 

Of  features  or  of  form,  but  mind  and  habits : 

Ha  »nks  behind  the  mountun. 

A  warrior  and  a  reveller ;  lie  dwelt  not 

DothheEoT 

With  hooks  and  solitude,  nor  made  the  night 

I  will  look  on  him. 

A  gloomy  vigil,  but  a  festal  dme, 

Merrier  than  day ;  be  did  not  walk  the  rooks 

Glorious  orb!  the  idol 

And  forests  Hke  a  wolf,  nor  lorn  a^da 

Of  early  nature,  and  the  vigorous  race 

From  men  and  their  delights. 

Of  undlseased  mankind,  the  giaut  sons* 

Of  Iha  ambnice  of  angels,  with  a  sei 

Besbiew  the  hour, 

More  beautiful  than  Uiey,  wluoh  did  draw  down 

But  those  mere  jocund  limes!  1  would  that  such 

Tlie  erring  spirits  who  can  ne'er  return- 

Would  visit  the  old  walls  agam ;  Ihey  look 

Most  glorimisorb!  that  wart  a  worship,  ere 

The  mysterj.  of  thy  making  was  reveal'd! 

Thou  earbest  minister  of  the  Ahnighty, 

These  walls 

Whieh  gladden'd,  on  their  mountain  lops,  the  hearts 

Must  change  Uieir  chieftain  first.  Oh !  I  hive  seen 

Some  strange  things  in  (hem,  Herman. 

Themselves  in  imsons  !  Thou  material  god  1 

And  representative  of  the  Unknown- 

Come,  be  friendr. 

Who  chose  thee  for  his  shadow !  Tbou  cbief  star 

Relate  mo  some  to  while  away  our  watch ; 

Centre  of  many  stars  1  which  mak'st  our  earth 

I  "ve  heard  thee  darkly  speak  of  an  event 

Endurable,  and  temperest  the  hues 

And  hearts  of  all  who  walk  within  thy  rays  1 

Sireof  the  seasons!  Monarch  of  the  climes, 

•And  those  whodwell  in  thcml  for  near  or  iar. 

'Twas  twilight  as  it  may  be  now,  and  such 

Our  mbom  spirits  hnue  a  Unl  of  thee, 

Another  evenuig:— yon  red  cloud,  which  rests 

Even  as  our  outward  aspects ; — thou  dost  rise. 

On  Eigher's  pinnacle,  so  rested  tnen, — 

And  shine,  and  set  in  glory.    Pare  thee  well ! 

Solikelhatltmighthelhesame;  the  winrf 

I  no'er  shall  see  thee  more.  As  my  first  glance 

Was  faint  and  gusty,  and  the  nu..nlain  snows 

Of  love  and  waider  was  for  thee,  then  take 

Began  to  glitter  with  the  elunbing  moon ; 

My  latest  look ;  thou  wilt  not  beam  on  one 

Count  Manfred  was,  as  now,  within  his  uiwer,— 

To  whom  the  gills  of  bfo  and  warmth  have  been 

How  occupied,  we  knew  not,  but  with  him  - 

Of  a  more  fatal  nature.  He  is  gone : 

1  follow                                                      [filfl  MABf  RED. 
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-where  Ihe  Cffissra  dwell, 
And  dwell  the  tuneless  birds  oT  night,  amidst 

;h  springs  through  leiell'd  battlcnienl 
(s  roots  with  the  imperial  hearllis. 
Ivy  usurps  the  laurel's  place  of  growth ; — 
"  '   '  e  gladifllor's  bloody  Circus  stands, 
1b  wreck  in  ruinous  perfeclion  1 
Cffisar'a  chambers,  and  the  Augustan  halli 


SCENE  IV, 


l>,  ihem 


TIlC! 

<H"  the  ffliow-shinuig  mountains — Beautiful! 
1  linger  yet  with  Nature,  ror  the  night 
llalh  been  to  me  a  more  familiar  face 
'ITian  that  of  man  \  aod  in  her  starry  shade 
Of  dim  and  solitary  lovelmess, 
I  ieatn'd  the  language  of  another  world. 
I  do  remember  me,  that  in  my  youth. 
When  1  was  wandering,,  -upon  such  a  night 
f  stood  within  the  CoUseum'^  wall 
'.Midsi  the  chief  relics  of  almighty  Rome ; 
The  trees  which  grew  along  [he  broken  arches 
Waved  dark  in  Che  blue-midnight,  and  the  star! 
yhone  through  the  rcpli  of  ruin;  from  afar 
The  watch-dog  ba/d  beyond  the  Tibet ;  and 
.More  near,  froni  out  the  Cteaar's  palace  came 
The  owl's  k>ng  cry,  and,  interruptedly, 
Ol  distant  seniinela  the  fltJiil  song 
Begun  and  died  upon  the  gentle  wind. 


Andth 


ilhng  m. 


er  light, 


Which  soflen'd  down  the  hoar  austerity 
Of  rugged  desolation,  and  lill'd  up, 

Leaving  that  beautiful  wHIch  still  was  so, 

[taking  that  which  was  not,  till  the  place 
na  religion,  and  the  heart  ran  o'er 
silent  worship  of  the  great  of  old ! — 
lead,  tut  sceptred  sovereigns,  who  still  rule 
pirits  from  their  urns.— 

'T  was  such  a  night! 


Bu 

Ihav 

clbund 

our  thoughts 
eut  when  the 

ake  Wildes 
f  should  arr 

night 

i'h 

mselv 

eainp 

£«l«-(ft.A 

My  good 

ord! 

grace  for  this 

lu 

y  humble  lea 

Ky 

lis  ah 

■uptnes 

— a,l  it  hath 
sgoodiutb 

jf  ill 
effect 

(1« 

yliph 

uld  1  say  hi. 

lo 

lilll 

uch  thai,  with  word 

W 

rIIr 

rit  which  ha 

1  wandor'd 

Bu 

IS  not 

yet  all 

Thou 

now'st  me 

Mj-days 

arc  number'd,  and  m 

y  deeds  rec< 

Bdcd! 

re,  o 

-Away  ! 

lich  should  shake  me,— I 
iuskaitdawfnl  figure  ns. 
hifernal  god  from  out  th< 
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t  did  not  send  fiir  him, — ha  is  unbidden. 

Alas!  lostmcrtatl  what  with  gncsts  lilie  thesi 
Hast  thou  to  do  ?  I  fremWo  for  thy  sake. ' 
Wby  doth  he  gaze  on  Ihee,  and  thou  on  him  1 
Ah  I  he  unrcils  his  aspect ;  on  his  broiv 
The  thunder-soars  are  gfavan ;  fiom  his  eye 
Glares  forth  Iha  immorlalitj  of  hell— 


tal — Come  I  't  is  tir 


ufalea  fiend,  U 
My  life  is  in  its  last  hour,— ^lol  I  hnow, 

>idd  redeem  a  moment  of  that  hour; 

t  combal  against  dealh,  but  theo 
And  Ihy  surrounding  angels 


Bui  by  superior  science— penance — daring — 
And  length  of  watching — strength  of  mind — and  slul 
In  knowledge  of  our  falhers — when  the  earth 
Saw  nien  cuul  spirits  walking  side  by  side, 
And  gave  ye  no  supremacy :  I  Eland 
Upon  my  strei;gfh-.-I  do  defy — deny- 
But  thy  majiy  crimes 


What  are  they  to  such  a) 
crimes  be  punish'd  hot  by  other  crimes. 
And  greater  criminals  ?— ^Back  to  Ihy  iieil ' 
Thou  hast  no  power  upon  me,  thai  I  feci ; 
Thou  never  shalt  possess  me,  that  I  know  .- 
What  I  have  done  is  done ;  I  bear  within 

The  mind  which  b  immortal  makes  itself 
Requital  fw  its  good  or  evil  thoughts— 


spimr 

Botn  from  the  knowledge  of  its  own  desert. 

Mortal 

thine  hour  is  come — Away !  I  say. 

T/iou  didst  not  tempt  mo,  and  thou  couldet  not  te 
I  have  not  been  thy  dupe,  noi  am  thy  prey- 

Iknew 
IVirend 
Away! 

and  know  my  hour  is  come,  but  not 
er  up  my  soul  lo  such  as  thee  : 
I'll  die  as  1  havo  lived— alone. 

But  was  my  own  destroyer,  and  will  be 
My  own  hereafter.- Back,  ye  baffled  fiends ! 
The  hand  of  death  is  on  me— but  not  yoius  I 

Then  I 

Avaum 
Ve  hav 

must  summon  up  my  bralbren — Rise ! 

lOll.tr  Spkitsn 

yeeviloneal— AvauntI  I  say,— 
no  power  where  piety  hath  power. 

«a, 

Alas  [  how  pale  ihou  art— thy  lips  are  white— 
And  thy  breast  heaves — and  in  thy  gasping  thr 
The  accents  rattle. — Give  thy  prayers  lo  Heav 
Pray— albeit  but  in  thought,- but  die  not  thus. 

Waale  not  thy  holy  words  on  idle  uses, 
It  were  in  vaip ;  this  man  is  forfeited. 
Once  more  I  summon  him — Away !  away ! 

I  do  dely  ye, — ihou^  I  feel  my  soul 
Is  ebbuig  from  me,  yet  I  do  defy  ye ; 
Nor  will  I  hence,  while  I  have  earlhly  breail 
To  breathe  my  scorn  upon  ye— earthly  Blrenj 

Shall  bo  la'en  limb  by  limb. 


Is  this  me  Magian  who  « 
The  world  invisible,  and  i 
AlmoBtourequa!?- Can 


id  by  Of 


;T  is  over — my  dull  eyes  can  fin  thee  not ; 


But  yet  one  prayer — alas !  how  feres  it  with  thee  1 — 
Old  man!  't  is  not  so  dillicult  t 


[Manfred  expira 


NOTES. 

.  Page  S32,Unes  114  end  lis. 
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'uwor  part  irf  Lbe  Alpine  lorrents ;  it  is  eiactly  like  a. 
fn  maj  walk  inte  il  i^lhis  effect  iMts  till  noon. 
Note  2.  Page  2S3,  lines  100  and  101. 

The  philosopher  lamblicus.    The  stoty  of  iha  raising 
of  Eros  and  AnteMs  may  be  found  La  hia  liTa,  by 

Note  S.  Page  234,  lines  91  and  93. 


irished  for  on  attempt  lo  betray  the  Lacede- 
and  in  the  Laconics  of  FaAianniaa  tlie  SopbisI] 

Note  4.  Page  233,  lines  39  and  40. 

OrihuembteconfKols""' 

the  daughters  of  men, 


That  the  Sons  of  Oi 


'There 
the  daughters  of  men^ 


.  of  God 


M^vino  iFaUer«>  ©ose  of  ©enice; 

A  HISTORICAL  TRAGEDY. 


PREFACE. 

The  conspiracy  of  iho  Doge  Marino  Psliero  is  one  of 

nuigular  government,  city,  and  people  of  modern  his- 
tory. Itoecorredin  the  year  1355.  Every  thing  about 
\  etiice  is,  or  was,  extraordinary — her  aspect  13  Tike  a 
dream,  and  her  history  is  like  a  romance.  Hie  story 
of  this  Doge  is  to  be  found  in  all  her  Chronicles,  and 
[laiticularly  detailed  in  tha  "Lives  of  the  Doges,"  by 
Marin  Sanulo,  which  is  given  in  (he  Appendii.  It  is 
ifimply  and  dearly  rulated,  and  is,  perhaps,  more  drd.- 
inatjc  in  itself  than  any  scenes  which  can  be  founded 

Marino  Faliero  appears  (o  have  been  a  man  of  tal- 
ents and  of  courage.     I  Und  him  commander-in-chief 

Ihe  King  of  Hungary  and  his  Btmj  of  eighty  thousand 
men,  killing  eight  thousiuid  men,  and  keeping  the  be- 
sieged at  the  same  Ume  in  check,  an  exploit  to  which 

al  Eleaia,  and  of  Prince  Eugene  at  Belgrade,  He  was 
allerwarda  conimandtr  of  the  fleet  m  the  same  W. 


Sanuto,  Veitor  Sandi,  AndreaNavagero,  and  the  account 
of  tlie  siege  of  Zara,(irat  pubUshedby  the  indefatigable 
"  '  e  MorelU,  m  his  "  Monument!  Veneziani  di  vaiia 
tura,"  printed  in  1T86,  all  of  which  I  have  looked 
n'  the  ori^nal  language.  The  moderns,  Daru, 
Sismondi,  and  Laugier,  nearly  agree  nith  the  ai 


siasifatto( 
buTtSus  ai 


and  Home,  at  which  last  hi 


s  of  his 


lut  he  appears  to  have  been  of 
per,    A  story  is  told  by  Sanuto, 


at  TVovlso,  boned  the  can 
newhal  tardy  in 


ishop,  whc 
ir  thi! 


Iionest  Sanuto  "saddles  hini  wiih  a  judgment,"  as 
Thwaokum  did  Square ;  hut  he  does  not  tell  us  whether 
h^  -as  punished  or  rebuked  hy  the  senate  for  this 
iHiQ'age  at  the  time  of  its  commission.  He  seems,  in- 
aeed,  to  have  been  afterwards  at  peace  with  the  church, 
fni  we  lind  him  ambassador  at  Ifome,  and  invested 
«iih  the  flof  of  Val  di  Marino,  in  the  March  of  Tre- 
•Tso,  and  with  Ihe  title  of  Count,  by  Lorenzo  Count- 
Bishop  of  Ceneda.    For  these  facts  my  authorities  are. 


I  find  th 


ibutes  the  c 


,  and  not 


d  hyth 


!nt  aller,  that 
ihe  Don  il  solo 

nelava  a  larw 


been  directed 
1  the  "  Doga- 


Bssa"  herself,  agaujst  whose  fame  not  the  slightest 
isinuatjon  appears,  while  she  is  praised  for  her  beauty, 
nd  remaiked  for  her  youth.  Neither  do  1  find  il 
sserted  (unless  the  hint  of  Sand!  be  an  assertion]  that 
le  iioge  was  actuated  by  Jealousy  of  his  wile ;  bul 
ither  hy  respect  for  her,  and  for  his  own  honour, 
rarranted  by  his  pist  services  and'present  dignity. 
I  know  not  that  the  historical  facts  are  alluded  (0 
.  by  Dr.  Moore  in  his  view  of  Italy, 


IS  faise  I 


ant,  full 


about  old  men  and  young  wi 
-eat  ui  effect  from  so  slight  a  cause.  How  so  acute 
id  severe  an  observer  of  mankind  as  the  author  of 
eluco  could  wonder  at  this  is  inconceivable.  He  knew 
,  Mrs.  Masham's  gown  de- 


ived  the  Duk' 
1  to  Ihe  ingbri 
IS  plunged  in 
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(hat  Holet  loBl  Troy— that  Lucrelia  eipdied  the  Tar- 
quliis  fiom  RdTOe— and  thai  Cava  brogght  Ihe  Mmrs  to 
Spain— thai  an  insulled  husband  Led  the  Gaub  to  Clu- 
aium,  and  thence  to  Rome— thai  a  single  verse  of  Pred- 
oric  II.  of  Prussia,  on  Ihe  Abhfi  de  Bemis,  and  a  jest 
on  Madame  de  Pompadour,  led  to  th«  batde  of  Ros- 
hacb- that  the  dopement  of  Dearbhorgil  with  Mae 
Murchad,  conducted  the  English  to  the  slaver;  oT  Ire- 
land— that  a  personal  pique  between  Marie  Antoinette 
and  the  Duke  of  OHeans  pre{:ipifaled  the  lirsl  ejtpuldon 

Comnindus,  Domitian,  and  CaliguU  fell  victims,  not  to 
their  pui^Eic  tyrann;,  hut  to  private  vengeanci^^and  ihaX 
an  order  to  make  Cromwell  disembarit  from  the  ship  in 
which  he  would  have  sailed  to  America,  destroyed  both 
king  and  commonwealth.  After  these  instances,  on  the 
least  reflection,  it  is  indeed  extraordinary  in  Dr.  Moore  3 


prince  or  peaaan 


went  m  1813,  in  search  of  his  tomb,  more  than  1: 
.  the  church  of  San  Giovanni  e  San  Paolo ;  and, 
'DS  standing  before  the  monument  of  another  fai 


you 


eearoh  of  that  of  Ihe  Falioro  femily,  and  partimilarly  of 
the  Doge  Mariqo's.  "Oh,"  said  he,  '■!  mil  show  it 
you;"  and,  conducting  me  to'the  outside,  pointed  out 
a  sarcophagus  in  the  wall,  with  an  illegible  inscription. 
He  said  that  ii  had  been  in  a  convent  adjoining,  but 
was  removed  al\i 


lehadst 


Qlbet 


positive  vestige  of  the  deci 
itue,  of  which  I  have  madi 
before  that  church,  is  noi 


naining,  hi 


n.  The  equesU 

-ian 

on  in  the 

-urd 

ever,  of  a 

t\\ 

rrior,  sith 

Fa 

ogesof  ll 

s  family 

"  The  ronne  man's  wrath  Ie 


fu  il  fine  igDomioio^  di  1 


trious  in  blood  and  wealth  in 

SI  wealthy,  and  still  the  most  I 

e  rape.    The  length  I  have  gone  ii 


e  la  fiduda  de'  cittadini 


colleratj ;  serlo  esempio,  che  proiia  rum  a 
I  tw  la  prudeaia  itmiauj  aa  ^eura  e  che  neW  d 
H)  aempre  pasaioni  capaci  a  disanorarlot  quatt'  5 


ng  of  Ihe  kind  ;   il 
Bntion  made  of  anj 


Jiero  begged  r 


astance  of  their  having  taken 
aems  to  argue  any  thing  but  his  hav-  f 
ig  shown  a  want  of  firmness,  which  would  doubllest 
ave  been  also  mentioned  by  those  nanule  historians  ti 
(ho  by  no  means  favour  him ;  such,  Indeed,  v 
onlraiy  to  his  charailcr  aa  a  Holdier,  to  the 

nth  of  history.  I  hnow 


a  historical  ch 


«  unforU 


h  bc^ohgf  la  the  dc 
/  who  have  died  upon  a  scaJTold  have  generally  ha 
Is  enough  of  their  own,  wiihout  attributing  to  them  a 
I  which  Ihe  very  incurring  of  Ihe  perils  i " '  ' 
ten  them  to  their  violent  death  renders,  of  all  others,  ji 
most  improbable.    The  HacI 
(he  place  of  Marino  Faliero  amongai  the  doges,  j 


torical  truth,  and  aware  that  jealousy  is  an  exhausted 

m.  I  was,  besides,  wdl  adtised  by  the  late  Matthew 
wis  on  Ihat  point,  in  talking  with  him  of  my  inten- 
1,  at  Venice,  in  1817.     "  If  you  make  him  jealous," 

lished  writers,  to  say  nothing  of  Shskspeare,  and  an 
lausted  subject; — stick  to  the,dd  liery  Doge^s  natu- 

eharacter,  which  will  bear  you  out,  if  properiy 
mn ;  and  make  your  plot  as  regular  as  you  can."— 

William  Drnmmond  gave  me  nearly  the  same 
inael.    How  fiir  I  have  followed  these  instruclioni, 

e.  I  have  had  no  view  to  the  stage  ;  in  its  present 
te  it  is,  perhaps,  not  a  very  mailed  olyeet  of  ambi- 
I :  besides,  I  have  been  too  much  behuid  the  scenes 


It  the  trampling  of  an  intellige 


.  palpable  and  immediate  grievance,  heightened  by 
nan's  doubt  of  their  compelonoy  to  judgB,  and  his 
tainty  of  his  own  Imprudence  in  elecdiig  them  his 
ges.  Were  I  capable  of  woUng  a  play  which  could 
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Ihat,  even  during  [he  Umo  of  being  one  of  the  com- 

DRAMATIS  PERSON^;. 

mlllea  of  one  of  the  theatres, !  never  made  the  attempt, 

and  never  wilL'     But  surely  Diere  is  dramadc  power 

MEN. 

John  Wilson  eiisL    The  "City  of  the  Piagne"  and 

MiRtNo  PjLrEBO,  Doge  of  Vada. 

the  "  Pan  of  Jemaalem,"  are  fall  of  the  host  m^iriil 

Bektdccio  Falieho,  JV^nuiif  tteZ)og-«. 

(or  ttogcdy  thai  has  been  Been  rince  Hotasa  Walpole, 

LioHi,  a  Pafi^an  and  Senalor. 

eiceplpassagesof  "Elhlvald"B^d"DeMonlforl."— 

Bkbintende,  Chkf  of  Ihe  Coimal  of  Tm. 

It  is  the  fashion  to  underrate  Horace  Walpole,  firstly. 

Michel  Stebo,  me  of  lltt  three  Capi  of  Uie  Fhrgi. 

because  he  was  a  nobleman,  and  seaondly,  hecauae  he 

Israel  Behtuccio,  Chief  of  tht  Arsenal. 

Philip  Calehdaho,   1 

Da.ol,«o,                     iconepiroior.. 

of  Olranio,"  he  is  the  "  Uliimus  Romanorum,"  Ihe 

Bertha  KD,                    ) 

}  "  Sigaore  di  JVoUe,"  one  of  Ihe 

highest  order,  mi  nol  a  puling  love-play.    He  is  the 

Sigwr  of  Ok  Night,  S      O'gliMa  belanging  lo  the  Rf 

fether  of  Ihe  firsl  romance,  and  of  the  last  tragedy  in 

F,r,(  Ciff™.                    ^^^ 

»ny  living  wriwr,  be  he  who  he  may. 
In  speaking  of  die  drama  of  Manno  Faliero,  I  ibrgot 

Seeond  atiim. 

Third  aSiea. 

lomenuon  that  the  desire  of  preserving,  though  still  loo 

VniOESzo,    1 

remote,  a  nearer  approach  to  unity  than  the  irragulari- 

PiETBO,       f  Ojfficf's  belonging  la  Ihe  DaaU  Palace. 

pDsiiions,  permits,  has  induced  me  to  represent  the 
conspiracy  as  already  formed,  and  Iho  Doge  acceding 

Battista,   ) 

Std-HBTy  if  Ihe  CouMa  of  Ten. 

Guard!,  Con^iralars,  Citizen,,  Oa  Coanal  of  Ten,  &. 

to  it,  whereas,  in  fact,  it  was  of  bis  own  preparation 

GiurUa,  tie.,  elc. 

and  that  of  Israel  Bertucdo.    The  other  characters 

WOMEN. 

(except  Uial  of  the  duchess),  incidents,  and  almost  the 

AsGioLini,  Wife  lo  ihi  Doge. 

MABiAr.NA,ferfVi™i. 

real  life,  are  sirictly  historical,  eicept  thai  all  Uie  con- 

diis,  the  unity  would  have  been  better  preserved ;  hm 

Scene,  Venice— m  the  year  IS55. 

I  wished  to  produce  the  Doge  in  the  full  assemlily  of 

real  facls,  I  refer  to  Uie  citracls  given  in  tlw  Appeadi* 
in  the  Italian,  wilh  a  translation. 

MARINO  FAJLIERO. 

1  ■■  While  I  was  in  Iho  Hlbssommitlee  of  Diun-Lane  Thn- 

ACT  I. 

ura.  I  can  ranch  itir  lar  colleeeueB,  and  1  Kope  fur  mrselT. 

Uiai  we  did  om  hetl  In  teing  back  iho  Icgiliniale  drama.   I 

SCENE  I. 

and  HJuoHrta  vain  to  favour  <]f'sotheb7'ii'"l™."'°wS 

Aa  ATUediamblT  in  Ihe  Ihical  Polax. 

PisTRO  speJa,  in  entering,  to  Battista. 

Mr.  Coleiidio  to  write  a  Irisodr.  Those  who  are  not  in  Iho 

leoiel,  ivill  hsrdlj  believe  that  Iha  "School  for  Smndal"  is 

Ihe  plal  which  has  biootbl  Unit  KiDtKV,  averacint  Ihe  uuui- 

Js  nol  Ihe  mcasenger  reium'd  ? 

bor  of  Hmes  ii  baa  boon  acted  since  in  prodBctioo  i  to  Mana- 

ger Dibdin  asaured  n».   Ofwhst  luuoMurredsinceMatu- 

Notyel; 

I  have  sent  frcquenfly,  as  you  commanded. 

Iheir  oiidno.  I  bnve  been  absent  from  England  nearii  five 

But  slill  the  signory  is  deep  in  council 

mr..  and.  till  laet  year,  I  never  read  an  Eugliah  newHiaDor 

And  long  debate  on  Steno's  accusation. 

since  mr  denanure.  and  am  now  onlr  aware  of  thealrical 

DBtlere  Ihroueb  the  medium  of  the  Pari«Bn  English  Gaietle 
of  GaBgnaoi,  and  onli  for  the  last  iwelve  monlha.    Lot  mo 

Too  long— at  least  so  thinks  the  Doge. 

then  deprecate  all  olfenca  tn  tragic  oreomic  wilura.  to  whom 

How  bear»  he 

phinB  Zflie^actual  «alo  of  Iho  dmma  ani.  however.  (W 

These  momenls  of  suspense  ? 

Uuu,  KeplUB,  CoolM.  and  Koan,  h,  their  vorr  different  n>an- 

Wilh  struggling  patience. 

psita  of  OKsdr.   HiB  O'N^I  I  never  tew.  having  maile 

Placed  at  the  ducal  table,  cover'd  o'er 

With  all  the  apparel  of  the  state  {  petitions. 

or  dirt^  or  reelection  of  Siddana.   aiddon,  and  Kemble 
were  tiie  nfnil  of  traiie  action !  I  never  sew  inr  thine  at  all 

Despalohes,  judgmenta,  acts,  reprieves,  reports. 

He  sits  as  rapt  in  du^ :  but  whene'er 

He  hears  die  jarring  of  a  distant  door. 

a  (loce  sad  nol  an  art,  and  not  lo  be  attained  by  aladr-    In 
til  Hoi  imiTKahiral  paru,  he  i<  perlboti  even  hn  corr  de- 

Or  aught  that  indmates  a  coming  step. 

Or  murmur  of  a  voice,  his  quick  eye  wanders. 

And  he  will  start  up  friHn  his  chair,  then  pause. 

And  scat  himself  Bf  ain,  and  Gi  his  gaze 

Upon  some  edict;  but  1  have  observed 

•»  who  Kuninoed  Um  of  j>e  heroee  of  Plulsich." 

For  the  last  hour  he  has  not  tum'd  a  leaC 
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He  will  not  he  judgad  hardly. 


He  be  judged  jusfly;  b 


Enter  VlBCEWzo. 


'Tia 


Decided ;  hut  as  yel  his  doom  'b  unknoi™ ; 

I  ssw  the  president  in  act  to  seal 

The  pardiment  which  vol!  hear  the  Forty's  judgment 

Unlo  the  Doge,  and  hasten  to  inform  him. 

lExeunl. 

SCENE  II. 

The  Ducd  Chambir. 

Maribo  Falieho,  Doge;  miJ  Ail  nepfceiUjBEBTUtci 


Ay,  such  aa  the  Avogadori  did, 
Who  sent  up  my  appeal  umo  lh( 
To  try  him  by  hia  peers,  his  owr 


Know  you  not  Venice  7  know  you  nM  the  FiWtyT 
BuE  we  shall  see  anon. 
Hertuccio  FiLIEBO  (iilA^snig  VlHCESzo,  tteJt 

Hewnow-«hatddiogs? 

I  am  charged  to  teU  hie  highness  that  (he  coon 

Has  pass'd  Its  resolution,  and  that,  soon 

As  the  due  Ibnna  of  judgment  are  gone  through. 

The  sentence  will  ba  sent  up  to  the  Doge : 

In  the  mean  time  the  Forty  doth  salula 

The  prince  of  Ihe  repubUo,  and  entreat 

His  BCeeplation  of  their  duly. 

Yes- 


It  is,  your  highness: 
The  president  was  sealing  ii,  when  I 
Was  call'd  in,  that  no  moment  might  he  lost 
In  forwarding  the  intimation  due, 
Not  only  to  llie  chief  of  the  republic, 
But  the  complainant,  both  in  one  united. 

Are  you  aware,  from  aught  you  have  perceived. 


Tnie;  but 

Ihere  still 

ss 

^hiohas 

rewd  glea 

Wore  or  les 

8  solemn 

adtferlhelrihunal 

The  Forty 

And  wise, 

nd  Just,  and 

The  Euiliy 

but  with 

all 

aiB,  in  Iheir  aspccl 

At  least  m 

onie,the 

m. 

ors  of  the  number- 

Would  road  the  sent 

tfjlord,  I 

And  liad  n 

iVhieh  pas 

Ihfi 

Wy  station 

near  the 

sed  too,  Michael  S 

Mademe- 

"        PO 

a« 

(d^tly). 

The  high  tribunal  of  the  Forty  sends 
Health  and  respect  to  the  Doge  Faliero, 
Chief  magistrate  of  Venice,  and  requesls 

The  sentence  pass'd  on  Michel  Sleno,  born 
Polritian,  and  arraigu'd  upon  the  charge 
Contain'd,  together  with  its  penally. 
Within  the  resciipt  whieh  I  now  present. 

Retire,  and  wait  without.— Take  thou  this  I 
[Emma  Seoketarv  aad  V 
Hie  misty  letters  vanish  rrom  my  eyes ; 


In  coumril,  without  one  dissenting  roii 
That  Michel  Sleno,  hy  his  own  confe 
Giulty  on  the  last  night  of  carnival 


Wouldst  thm  repeat  them— lion,  a  Falier 
Harp  on  the  deep  dishonour  of  our  house, 
Dishonour'd  m  its  chief— that  chief  the  pr 
Of  Venice,  first  of  cities?- To  (ho  senten 
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■n.Bl  Michel  Sleno 


1  cannM  but  agres  wilh  jou 
ice  is  too  Blight  Ibr  Ihe  oRbnce : 
pourable  in  ihe  Fony 
To  iSRx  sa  sSght  a  penalty  lo  IhU 


Which 


a  foul  afiroat 


is  withheld, 


To  them,  us  being  your  subjectH ;  but ' 
Ysl  without  remedy ;  jou  can  appeal 
To  them  onee  more;  or  lo  U      ' 
Who,  seeing  that  true  juslic 
Will  now  take  up  the  cause  mey  onee  decimea. 
And  do  you  right  upon  the  bold  deUnquent* 
Think  you  not  thus,  good  uncle  7  ivhy  do  you  stand 
So  hi'd  1  you  heed  me  nol : — I  pray  you,  hear  me ! 
poaa  {dating  down  the  ducat  botmeCj  and  f^erin^ 

to  irampU  upon  It,  exdidrns,  ia  haia  aitf, 

held  by  his  n^rhevr). 
Oh,  that  the  Saracen  were  in  Saint  Mark's  1 
Thus  would  I  do  bun  homage. 

For  the  sake 
Of  beiven  and  all  ite  sainta,  my  lord 

Awayl 
Oh,  that  the  Genoese  were  in  the  port! 


Tnei 


<tdM| 


MOrse — a  woithless  by-word  t 
wrojig'd,  outraged,  helpless  wretch, 
bread,  if  'tis  refused  by  one. 


Who  begs 

Rut  he  who  is  denied  hia  right  by  those 
CVlu»«e  place  it  is  to  do  no  wrong,  is  pot 
Thai  li.e  rtjeoled  beggar-^he'a  a  slave 
ilnd  that  am  I,  and  ihou,  end  all  our  hoi 
Even  E™n  this  hou'j  tiio  meanest  atiisi 


Win  poin 

the  finger,  and  ihe  haiiehty  noble 

upon  us :  where  is  our  redress  ? 

The  law. 

You  see  what  it  ha; 

:  ask'd  n 

remedy  hut  liom  the  law — 

sought 

0  vengeance  but  redress  by  law — 

oall'dn 

judges  but  those  named  by  law- 

gn,  I  appeal'd  unto  my  subjects, 

subjects  who  had  made  me  sovere 

The  rights  of  place  and  choice,  of  birth  and  se: 
ours  and  years,  These  scars,  these  hoary  ha 
travel,  toil,  the  pelnls,  the  fatigues, 
blood  and  riweal  of  almost  eighty  years, 

*d  i^  the  balance,  'gainst  the  fbtilesl 


The^ 


rank,  ra 


-and  found  wi 


il  again!  art  thou  my  brother's  son  1 
)nofih6iiou3eof  Faliero? 
The  nephew  of  a  Doge  ?  and  of  thai  blood 


uardian  of  my  youth,  and  lis  instructor' 
But  though  I  understand  your  grief,  and  enter 
irt  of  your  disdain,  it  doth  appal  me 


fveep  all  bounds,  and  foam 


You  know  (he  fiill  oHeno 


Whisper'd  the  Ule,  and  smiled  uoon  the  lie 
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True— bui  in  ihose  dajs- 

What  Is  it  that  a  Roman  wguld  not  suffer. 

That  a  Venetian  prince  must  beai?  Old  Dandolo 

Itefused  Uie  diadom  oT  all  the  Caiaar^ 

Bectuse  '1  is  now  degraded. 


And  palron  of  her  honse,  as  if  there  were 
No  iove  in  woman's  heart  bul  lust  of  youlh 
And  beardless  faces ;— 1  did  not  for  this 

But  craved  my  conntry^s  justice  on  his  head. 
The  justice  due  unM  the  humblest  being 
Wha  hath  a  wife  whose  Ikilh  is  sweet  to  hint, 
whose  hearth  is  dear  10  him. 


Wholi 


re  tainted  by  the  ac 


is  (jl  punishment  7 


Insulted  on  his  very  throne,  and  made 
A  mockery  to  the  men  who  ^ouLd  obey  me  T 
Was  I  not  injured  as  a  husband  ?  scom'd 
As  man?  reviled,  degraded,  as  a  prince? 
Was  not  offence  like  his  a  complication 
Of  Lnsuh  and  of  treason  7  add  he  lives ! 
Had  he,  instead  of  on  the  Doge's  Ihrone, 
Sfamp'd  the  same  brand  upon  a  peasant's  stool, 
bis  blood  had  gilt  the  threshold,  for  the  carle 


Would  have  suffice! 


Hold,  nephew!  this 


By  this  most  rank— I  will  not  say— acquittal, 
For  it  is  worse,  being  full  acknowledgment 
Of  the  cflence,  and  leaving  il  unpunish'd? 

It  is  redoubled,  bul  not  now  by  him : 


They  have  defrauded  me  of  both  my  rightji 
{Fo!  here  the  sovereign  is  a  citiiien); 
But,  notwithstanding,  harm  not  tbou  a  hair 
Of  Steno's  head— he  shall  notVear  it  king. 


Were  nothing  at  this  hour ;  in  th'  oklen  tit 
Same  saciilices  ask'd  a  single  victim ; 
Great  eipialions  had  a  hecatomb. 


Fear  not ;  you  shall  have  time  and  place  of  proof; 
But  be  not  thou  too  rash,  as  I  have  been. 
I  am  ashamed  of  my  own  anger  now ; 
I  pray  you,  pardon  mo. 


mionwealtha,  and  sovereign  of  himself  I 
ot'd  to  perceive  you  so  forget 
dence  in  your  futy,  at  these  years, 


Ay,  think  upon  the  cs 
Forget  il  not ; — when  you  lie  down  to  rest. 
Let  it  be  black  among  your  dreams ;  and  wht 


'Tisfitlw 

{Taltmgvp  and  placing  the  ducal  brmnftonthelabk) 
Ere  I  depart, 

And  now  I  take  my  leave,  imploring  you 

In  all  things  to  rely  upon  my  duly 

As  doth  become  your  near  and  faithful  kinsman. 

And  not  less  toyal  citizen  and  subject. 

[Exit  Bkbtuccio  Fauesi- 

Adieu,  my  wonhy  nephew.— Hollow  bauble  I 

[TiJdng  up  :1k  a¥Bd  Km 
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lleset  rnXb  all  Ihe  tboroa  thai  line  a.  cnmn, 

Withdut  invesUng  the  insuUed  brow 

Wilh  the  sll-swiiyiiig  majesty  of  kings ; 

Thou  idle,  g'dded,  and  degradad  loj, 

Lut  me  leaume  thee  as  I  would  a  vizor.        [Pua  ii  c 

Hon  my  brain  aches  benealh  thee  i  and  my  templea 

Thtob  feverish  under  Ihy  diahonaet  weight. 

Could  I  not  turn  thee  to  a  diadem  7 

Could  1  not  shatter  the  Brlarea.i  soeptre 

Which  in  Ibis  hundred-handed  senate  rules, 

MiLking  the  people  nothmg,  and  Ihe  prince 

A  :i3geant  ?  In  my  hfe  1  have  achieved 

Tasks  nc'  leas  dilHoult— achieved  for  them 

Who  Ihua  repay  me  I— Can  I  not  requite  *cm  7 

Oh,  for  one  year  '.  Oh,  but  for  even  a  day 

or  my  full  youth,  while  yet  my  body  served 

My  soul,  as  serves  the  generous  steed  hia  lord  I 

I  would  have  daeh'd  amongst  them,  asking  few 

In  aid  to  overthrow  these  sivoln  patricians ; 

Bui  now  1  must  look  round  for  other  hands 

To  serve  this  hoary  head ;  but  it  shall  plan 

Herculean,  though  as  yet  '1  is  but  a  ohaos 
Of  darkly-biooding  Ihougbta :  my  fancy  is 
Id  her  first  work,  nioro  nearly  to  the  light 
Holding  the  sleeping  images  of  (huigs, 
For  the  selection  of  the  pauaing  judgment — 
The  Itoopa  ore  few  in 

EbICT  VlBCENIO. 

There  la  one  wilhoiM 


The  thing  these  arch  oppreE«>rs  falu  would 
e  consider — of  efficient  troops 


It  cannot  much  miport — he  'a  a  plebeian, 

'""'"""'""""""'■          ^^^^ 

The  master  of  a  galley,  I  bebeve. 

Doth  he  live? 

How !  did  you  say  Uie  patron  of  a  galley  ? 

Not  loi 

That  is-I  mean-a  servant  of  Ihe  alals : 

B(it  for  the  hope  I  had  and  have,  that  you, 

Admit  him,  he  may  be  on  public  scvica. 

[e^V.i.CE».o. 

M  J  luince.  yourself  a  soldier,  wUl  redress 
Him,  whom  tlie  laws  of  discipline  and  Ven 

DOOE  (joluj). 

Permit  not  to  protect  himself;  if  nut— 

This  patron  may  be  sounded ;  1  will  try  him. 

I  koow  the  people  to  be  discontented ; 

They  have  cause,  since  Sapienia's  adverse  day, 

B««„.,h.,,',.u™JdJ 

When  Genoa  eonquer'd :  iJiey  have  furlber  cause. 

Since  they  are  nothing  in  the  state,  and  hi 
The  oily  worse  than  nothuig— mere  machines, 

l.T™.""""' 

Iba  troops  have  long  arrears  of  pay,  oa  promised, 

Why,  BO  IB  he  wKo  smolc  you. 

ieeply — any  hope  of  change 
WiTi  draw  them  forward ;  they  shall  pay  tl 
Wilh  plunder; — but  the  priests — I  doubt  Ihe  ptieaihood 


Willnc 


wdthui 


ih  hour,  V 


I  smote  Ihe  tardy  biahop 
Uuickening  his  holy  mar 
They  may  he  won,  at  1e: 

AI!  ihuigs,  I  must  be  speedy ;  at  my  houc 


sl.lheir'chief  at 


(Might,  Ut 


:ave  Ihe  chamber, 

[E^il  VlHCENltO, 


Of  God  and  of  the  Doge. 


There 's  blood  upon  ihy  face— how  came  it  ilieie  7 
nine,  and  not  the  fi^st  I  've  shed  for  Venice, 


Helsrall'dso; 
Nay,  mora,  a  noble  one — at  laasl,  in  Venice ; 
But  since  he  hath  forgotten  Ihai  I  am  one, 
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Itul  roughlj  used  by  the  Gem 
This  mornine  amvss  ttie  nobl> 
t'ull  of  repioof,  because  our  a 
Had  lea  some  frivolous  ordet 


Sn  long  aa  la  remember  Zata's  siege. 

And  Sgh(  beneath  Ihe  cliief  who  iieol  the  Huns  tli< 

Sometime  mj  general,  now  ihe  Doge  Faliero, — 


Chief  of  Ihe  ar 


»1.    Who  placed  you  7 


I  Utile  thought  his  bounty  would  u 


Irreparably  in  mj  aetf-ea 


Save  Falioro,  lili'd  tlie  ducal  Ihroi 
This  blood  had  been  wash'd  out  ii 


3  month's  confinement. 


tain  the  ducal  Ihrone  i 


>7 

You  bate  heard  Ibe  olfc 

f  ?ne .'  Go  lo  the  Forty, 
enlence  upon  B 
ih  by  Barbaro, 


Might  n 
Nay,n, 
But  len 

lOve 

tsparl 

WouU 

Iho 

es — of  a  bnpp)'  people. 
;o  Jord  of  Venice  ? 


If  that  the  people  a 
So  that  nor  they  no 
To  this  o'ergrown  i 


Yet,  thou  wast  bom  an 


Of  Venice  and  her  peopl- 
Thcir  good  and  my  ovm ) 
I  have  fought  and  bled ;  co 


might  ch 


rcountfj-'s'' 


iniage; 


ind  and  sea  in  constant  duty, 
Through  almost  silly  years,  and  still  for  Veiucc, 
My  fathers'  and  my  lurth-place,  whose  dear  sjii. 
EiBUg  at  distance  o'er  the  blue  Lagoon, 
It  »as  reivard  enough  ftir  me  lo  view 

Nor  aect,  nor  faction,  did  I  bleed  or  sweat  1 
Bat  would  you  know  why  1  have  done  all  tliu ; 
Ask  of  the  bleeding  pelican  why  sho 
Hath  ripp'd  her  bosom  7  Had  the  bird  a  voim, 
She'll  tell  thee  't  was  far  aU  her  little  onei. 
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Then  """*=  "le  so ; 
I  sought  it  not ;  the  flatlcrUig  retlera  mel  ma 
Kc([]rning  from  my  Roman  embassy, 
And  never  having  tilhetto  refused 
Toil,  charge,  or  duly  for  the  Male,  ]  did  not, 

Of  all  in  seeming,  but  of  all  most  hase 


,  all  my  earthly  hopes 
Qut  in  the  firm  belief 
jre,  sprung  from  one  CO 


Vo 

shfJl  do  hoih,  ,f  you  possess  Ihe  will, 

0  wait  hut  ibr  a  signal— will  you  give  it  ? 

Yo 

speak  in  riddles. 

Which  shall  soon  be  rea 

At 

letil  of  my  life,  if  you  disdam  not 

Not  Ihou, 
alone,  ate  injured  and  abused, 
nn'd  and  trampled  on,  but  Iho  wbol«  pei^le 
with  the  strong  conceplion  of  Ih^  wron^ : 


al  with  thur  friends ;  Ibr  who  is  he  amongst  them 
dose  brethrenj  parenla,  chadren,  wivea,  or  sisters, 
ve  not  partook  oppression,  or  pollution, 

irn  (heir  liard  eetnlngs,  has  inflamed  Ihem  further 
en  now— but  I  Ibrgeflhat,  speaking  thus, 
rbi^ps  1  pass  the  B«i;'ence  of  my  deadi ! 


Noiles 
To  foto 

The  Poizi  and'  Ihe  Hombi  were  in  Tain ; 
hey  might  wring  blood  from  luo,  but  Ireao 
nd  I  would  pass  the  fearful  "  Bridge  of  Si 
lyous  that  mine  must  be  (he  last  that  e'er 
Would  echo.o^er  the  Stygian  wave  which  fl 
Between  the  murderers  and  the  murder'd,  w 
The  prison  and  the  palace  walla ;  then 


outd  live  t. 


nd,  anfl'crrog  what  tliQiiS.asI  done,  fuat'sl  Ihon  deatl 
e  silent  then,  and  live  on,  lo  bo  beaten 
J-  those  for  whom  thou  hast  bled. 

t  every  hazard  1  and  if  Venice' Doge' 


rL>-  <\li^  have  proved  all  fortunes,  and  have  long 
n.  ved  over  (hat  of  Vemce,  end  ha»B  right 


If  aiiqh  yonr  power  and  purpose,  why  come  hi 
To  sue  Si:  justice,  being  in  the  course 
To  do  yourself  due  right  7 

Because  the  man 
Who  ilaims  protection  from  authority. 
Showing  his  confidence  and  his  submission 
To  thai  authority,  can  hardly  be 
~'  ispecied  of  eomhining  Eo  destroy  it. 
id  1  sate  down  loo  humbly  with  this  blow. 

It  shapes  its  phrase,  is  little  to  be  fear'd, 
rd  less  distrusted.     But,  besides  all  this, 

What  was  ihalJ 

Of  Michel  Steno's  sentence  10  Ihe  Forty 

each'd  me.    I  had  served  you,  honour'd 

Being  of  mi  order  of  such  spirits  as 

My  wish  io  prove  and  urge  you  lo  redress. 
"■       'ou  know  ali ;  and  that  i  speak  the  truth 
.  My  peril  be  Uie  proof. 
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DOGE. 

Near  to  the  church  where  sleep  my  sires ;  the  same. 

Twin-named  fr^  the  apostles  John  and  Paul ; 

H.,1  r.11  musi  do  so  who  would  grently  win : 

A  gondola,'  with  one  oar  only,  will 

11ms  fiir  I  'll  answer  yoij-your  sM.el'a  safe. 

Lurk  in  the  narrow  channel  which  glides  by. 

IwiUnotfaih 

IVhal  would  you  have  me  answer? 

And  now  retire 

I  would  hiva  you 

In  the  full  hope  your  highness  will  not  falter 

Trust  him  who  leaves  his  life  in  trust  with  you. 

In  your  great  purpose.     Prince,  I  take  my  leave. 

[Exit  IsKJEi,  Be:rtuc.:io 

Bui  Imustlinow  your  plan,  your  names,  and  numl 

nooE  {,olu.). 

The  last  may  then  lie  doubled,  and  the  former 

At  midnight,  by  the  church  Saints  John  and  Pan., 

Malurad  and  strcnglhen'd. 

To  what?  toholdacounalinthcdark 

We're  enmgh  already 
You  a,-o  the  sole  ally  w«  covet  now. 

With  commoa  rufSans  leagued  to  min  states  1 

And  wLl  not  my  great  sires  leap  from  the  vaull, 
Where  lie  two  Doges  who  preceded  me. 

But  bring  mo  to  &e  Imowledge  of  your  ohie&. 

And  pluck  me  down  amongst  them?  Would  they  cotiU 

For  1  should  rest  in  honour  with  the  honour'd. 

That  shall  be  done,  upon  your  formal  pledge 

Alas  1  1  must  not  think  of  thorn,  but  those 

To  keep  the  faith  liiat  we  will  pledge  lo  you. 

Who  have  made  me  thus  unworthy  of  a  name. 
On  Rom.m  marbles:  but  I  will  redeem  it 

When?  where? 

Back  toils  anUqua  lustre  in  our  annals, 

This  night  I-Tl  bruig  to  your  aparti 

By  sweet  revenge  on  alt  that's  base  in  Venice. 

Two  of  llie  principals  i  a  greater  number 
Were  hjiardous. 

And  freedom  to  the  rest,  or  leave  it  black 
To  all  the  growing  calumnies  of  time; 

Which  never  spare  lh6  fame  of  him  who  faUs, 

Stay,  Iniusl  fhink  of  this. 

But  try  the  Cffisar,  or  the  Catiline, 

What  if  I  were  to  traal  myself  amongst  you, 

By  the  ime  touchstone  cf  deBeri^success. 

And  leave  the  pBlaraT 

You  must  come  alone. 

ACT  II. 

SCENE  I. 

With  but  my  nephew. 

ABfi.o..mA  {mfe  ^f  Ihe  Ihge)  ™iMARi,s».. 

Not  were  he  your  son. 

Wretch  1  darcBl  thou  name  my  son?  He  died  in  a 

nns. 

What  was  the  Doge's  answer? 

At  Sapienia,  for  this  faithless  state. 

That  ho  was 

Oh !  that  he  were  alive,  and  1  in  ashes ! 

That  moment  sumnton'd  to  a  conference ; 

Or  thai  he  were  iibve  ere  I  he  ashes ! 

I  should  not  need  the  dubious  aid  of  strangers. 

But  'tis  by  this  lime  ended.     I  peicMved 
Not  long  ago  the  senators  embarking ; 

Not  one  of  all  those  strangers  whom  thou  doubtes 
But  will  reinird  thee  with  a  fihal  feeling, 

(Jliding  inio  the  throng  of  barks  which  stud 

So  Ihat  thou  keeji'El  a  father's  faith  with  them.  , 

The  glittering  waters. 

The  die  ts  cast.    Where  is  the  place  of  meeting  ? 

Would  be  were  rotum'd  T 
He  has  been  much  disquieted  of  late ; 

At  midnight  I  will  be  alone  and  mask'^ 

And  Time,  which  has  not  tamed  his  fiery  epiril; 

Where'er  your  highness  pleases  to  direct  me, 
Uim.  our  project.        . 

Which  seems  to  be  more  nonrish'd  by  a  s«d 
So  quick  and  resUess  that  it  would  consmne 
Less  hardy  clay— 'Hme  has  but  little  power 

At  whpl  licur  arises 

To  other  spirits  of  his  order,  who. 

rhcmoen? 

In  tiie  first  burst  of  passion,  pour  away 
Their  wrath  or  sorrow,  all  things  wear  in  him 

tote :  j.il  the  atmosphere  is  thick  and  du 

sky; 

An  aspect  of  eternity!  his  thoughts. 
His  feelings,  passious,  good  or  evil,  all 

Have  nothing  of  old  age,-  and  his  b'^o  Ww 

Ar  rne  midnight  hour,  then. 

Bears  but  the  scars  of  mind,  mo  tncugnis  et  temi 

,,„G(-")Oglc'- 
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Nol  their  decrepiludc :  and  he  oT  hte 

And  not  the  quality  they  prize ;  the  first 

Has  beea  more  agitftted  Uian  his  wont. 

Have  found  it  a  hard  task  to  hold  their  honour, 

Would  ha  were  come !  for  1  alone  have  powei 

If  they  require  it  to  he  blazon'd  forth ; 

Upon  his  troubled  Gpirit. 

And  those  who  have  not  kept  it  seek  its  seeining 

As  they  would  look  out  for  an  ornament 

Of  which  they  feel  the  want,  but  not  because 

Hia  highness  haa  of  lat«  bfieu  greadj  mov«d 

They  think  it  so ;  they  live  in  others'  thoughts, 

By  the  affront  of  Sleno,  and  with  cause  i 

And  would  seem  honest  as  lliey  must  seem  fair. 

liut  the  offender  douhtlefea  evan  now 

Is  doom'd  to  expiate  his  rash  insult  with 

You  have  strange  thoughta  for  a  patrician  dame. 

To  fbmala  virtue,  and  to  noble  blood. 

And  yet  they  were  my  father's ;  with  his  name. 

■T  was  3  ^Bs  insult ;  but  1  heed  it  not 

For  the  rash  scomer'a  falsehood  in  itself, 

But  for  the  effect,  iha  deadly  deep  impreaaion 

Wife  to  1  prince,  the  chief  of  the  republic. 

Which  it  has  made  upon  FaUero's  soul, 

The  proud,  the  fiery,  the  austere — austere 

1  should  have  Bought  none,  though  a  peasant's  liiido, 

To  all  save  me :  I  tronihle  when  I  think 

iiut  feel  not  less  the  love  and  gratitude 

To  what  il  may  conduct- 

Due  to  mj  father,  who  bestow'd  my  hand 

Upon  his  early,  tried,  and  trusted  friend. 

Assuredly 

The  Count  Val  di  Marino,  now  our  Doge. 

The  Doge  cannot  suspect  you  7 

And  with  that  hand  did  he  bestow  your  heart? 

Suspect  au ! 

Why  Slcno  dared  not ;  when  hs  scrawi'd  his  lie. 

He  did  so,  or  it  had  not  been  beslow'd. 

His  own  still  conscience  smote  him  for  the  act. 

Aud  every  shadow  on  the  wails  frowo'd  shama 

And,  let  me  add,  disparity  of  tempers. 

Upon  hia  coward  c^umny. 

Might  make  the  world  doubt  whether  such  an  union 

'T  were  fit 

He  slinuld  be  punish'd  grievously. 

The  world  will  think  with  worldlings :  but  my  heart 

Has  sliil  been  In  my  duties,  which  aro  many. 

But  never  difficult. 

What!  isthesonloncepaas'd?  is  he  condemn'd 7 

And  do  you  love  him? 

I  know  not  that,  but  he  has  been  delected. 

LoYO,  and  I  loved  my  father,  who  first  taught  me 

And  deem  you  ihla  enough  for  such  foul  scorn  7 

To  single  out  what  we  should  love  m  others. 

And  to  subdue  all  tendency  to  lend 

!  would  not  be  a  judge  in  my  own  cause. 

Tlie  best  and  purest  feelings  of  our  nature 

To  baser  pasaons.    He  bestow'd  my  hand 

May  reach  the  soul  of  ribalds  such  as  Sleno ; 

Upon  Falieroi  he  had  known  him  noble. 

Slit  if  his  insults  sink  no  deeper  in 

Brave,  generous,  rich  in  ell  the  qualities 

The  minds  of  the  inquisitors  than  they 

or  soldier,  dtjzen,  and  friend ;  in  all 

Such  have  I  found  him  aa  my  father  said. 

His  faults  are  those  that  dwell  in  the  high  bosoms 

Of  men  who  have  commanded ;  too  much  pride, 

Some  sacrifice  is  due  to  slander'd  virtue. 

The  uses  of  patiicians,  and  a  life 

Why,  what  is  virtue  if  it  needs  a  victim? 

Spent  m  the  storms  of  stale  and  war ;  and  also 

Or  if  it  mjst  depend  upon  men'a  words? 

Fnm  the  quick  sense  of  honour,  which  becomea 

The  dyina  Roman  said,  "  'I  was  hut  a  name :" 

A  duty  to  a  certain  sign,  a  vice 

It  were  indeed  no  more,  if  human  bre&lh 

Could  malte  or  mar  it. 

And  then  he  has  been  rash  from  his  yauth  upwards, 

Tel  tiiU  many  a  dame. 

In  such  sort,  that  the  wariest  of  republics 

Stainless  and  faithfiil,  wouklfeel  all  the  ivrong 

Has  lavished  all  its  chief  empbys  upon  him. 

Of  such  a  slander  -  and  less  rigid  ladies. 

From  his  first  fight  to  his  last  embassy. 

Such  as  abound  1..  Vffliice,  would  be  loud 

From  which  on  his  return  the  dukedom  met  him. 

4  no  jll-incxorable  in  Iheu'  cry 

But,  previous  to  this  marriage,  had  your  heart 

Ne'er  beat  for  any  of  iho  noble  youth. 

This  but  proves  it  is  the  name 

Such  as  in  years  had  been  motB  meet  lu  matc>' 
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!tlight  now  pretend  lo  Lori 


And  the  second; 

Reeds  no  answor. 

[  ptay  you  pardon,  if  I  have  offeiuled. 

I  fed  no  wrsih,  but  aonio  surprise ;  I  knew  not 
That  wedded  bosoms  could  pBrmit  themselves 
To  ponder  upon  what  Ibey  «oKi  might  ehoose, 
Or  aughl,  eave  lS\ea  past  choice. 


In  thought.— How  pensively  he  tikes  his  way! 

\E^it  Mahiak 
Erder  6ie  Doo"'  ™''  P^rT^n. 

There  is  a  certiiin  Philip  C 
Now  in  the  sraenal,  who  h. 
or  eighty  men,  and  has  gr 
liBHtles  on  ail  the  spirits  of 

Sudden  and  darmg,  and  ye 

Be  well  that  he  were  vvon: 

That  Israel  Beriuccio  has  securoa  nmi. 

But  fabi  would  be 

My  lord,  pray  pardon  me 
For  breaking  in  upon  your  meditation ; 

Charged  mc  lo  follow  and  inquire  your  pleasure 
To  fii  an  hour  when  he  may  speak  with  you. 


lot  interrupt  him  m  his  duty 

The  senate's  duty!  you  mistake  j 


I  thought  the  Dune  had  held  command  in  Veniofi. 

aU — But  let  that  pass.— "We  will  be  jocuno 
How  feres  it  with  you  1  have  you  been  abroad  ? 
The  day  is  orercast,  but  the  calm  wave 

:rs  the  gondolier^s  light  skimming  oar ; 

?e  you  held  a  levee  of  your  ftiends  ? 

is  thers  aught  that  you  vrould  1^11  wilhin 
Itle  sway  now  lea  the  Duke  ?  or  aughl 
Of  titling  splendour,  or  of  honest  pleasure, 
-    ■  ■  or  lonely,  that  wouH  glad  your  heart, 
mpensale  for  many  ■  dull  hour,  wasted 


Ay,  calmer,  my  good  lord. — Ah,  why 
ot  betraying  5i«r  full  import,  yet 


You  know  what  daily  cares  oppress  all  th« 
Who  govern  this  preearious  connnonwealth 
Now  sufToring  from  the  Genoese  without. 


Mort 


'0  anl  lei 


Yet  this  existed  long  before,  and  never 
Tilt  in  Lbese  late  days  did  I  see  you  thus. 

More  than  the  mere  discharge  of  publie  duties, 
Which  long  USB  and  a  talent  like  to  yours 
Have  rendered  light,  nay,  a  neeessity, 
To  keep  yoTir  mind  Irom  stagnating.  ^T  is  not 

You,  who  have  stood  all  storms  and  never  sunk 
And  olimb'd  up  to  the  pnnaele  of  power, 
And  never  faulted  by  the  way,  and  stand 

Along  the  depth  beneath,  and  ne'er  feel  diziy. 
Were  Genoa's  galleys  riding  in  the  pott. 
Were  civil  fury  raging  in  Saint  Mark's, . 
You  are  not  (o  be  wrought  on,  but  would  fall. 
As  you  have  risen,  with  an  unaller'd  brow; 
Your  feelings  now  are  of  a  dlFTeEent  kind ; 
Something  has  stung  your  pride,  n«  palnotisni, 

Pride!  Angiolina?  Alas!  none  is  left  me 


And  of  all  sins  n 
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Ah  no!. 


Is  I  havi 


e,  let  me  not  be 
Ftam  your  diaUesa :  were  it  of  public  import, 
Tou  know  I  nerer  Bought,  wduU  never  seek 
To  win  a.  word  from  jou ;  but  feeling  now 
Tour  grief  is  private,  it  belongs  lo  me 
To  ligbten  or  dirala  it.     Suiee  the  dajf 
When  foolish  Stena's  ribaldry,  delected, 
Unfix'd  your  quiet,  you  are  greatly  changed, 
And  I  would  sooths  you  back  to  what  you  wer 


To  what  I  was !— Haw 


icard  S< 


:n  have  no  honour ; 


Not  now  .■ — b^ng  still  idive,  I  'd  have  bun  1i 
Long  as  he  can ;  he  has  ceased  lo  merit  dec 
The  guilty  saved  halh  damn'd  his  hundred  ji 
And  he  is  pine,  for  now  his  crime  is  theirs. 


ly  blood  for  blood? 


It  Ihe  pnin  of  blows,  or  almmi  of  blowi 
liat  makes  such  deadly  Co  the  sense  of  i 
0  not  the  laws  of  man  say  blood  for  hoi 
Dd  less  than  h^out,  for  a  lillle  goldT 


ne7lhenobleelnaniesT 


iccorded  by  mankind 
ur  Bex,  and  dignity 


"  ■      weak  and  worthless  ?  I  have  lived  loo  long. 

:i  us  change  the  grgument. — My  child  1 
My  injin-ed  wife,  the  child  of  Loredano, 

*  rave,  tha  chivahous,  how  little  deem'd 
Thy  father,  wedding  thee  unto  his  friend, 
That  he  was  Ibikbig  thee  to  shame !— Alas 
"■    me  without  sin,  for  thou  a«  iaultlesB.  Hadst  :n 
had  a  diRerent  husband,  am/  husband 
'tjiice  save  the  Doge,  Ibis  blight,  this  brand. 
This  blasphemy  had  never  fallen  upon  thcc. 
img,  BO  baautiful,  so  good,  so  pure, 
ffer  this,  and  yet  be  unavenged ! 

oo  well  avenged,  for  yoB  still  love  me, 
rust,  and  honour  me ;  and  all  men  know 

CouH  I  reiluire,  or  you  command? 

'T  is  well, 
nay  be  better;  but  whate'er  beiido. 

Why  speak  you  thus? 

But  I  would  stUl,  whalE 


le  your 


Why  should  you  doubt  it?  has  il 


Which  bind  the  good  more  firmly :  whei 
With  his  lost  malady,  he  will'd  our  unioi 

Before  by  his  great  loyalty  in  friendship 

In  honourable  safety  from  the  perils 
Which,  in  this  scorpion  nest  of  vice,  ass 
A  lonely  aiij  undowerM  maid.    I  did  nc 
Think  with  him,  hut  would  not  oppose  tl 
Which  soothed  his  death-bed. 
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Mvi 


I  a  Todu 


Nor  tho  false  edge  of  aged 
Which  made  ma  covetous  ' 
And  a  young  bride ;  for  in 
1  swayed  such  passions ;  n 

Which  lainl»  It.- l.n.rio«. 


Irega  of  (rfeai 
)r  buy  ui  sellish  m 


.ihei 


I  still  in  my  five-ind-i™enlielh  spring  '• 
ied  lo  Ihe  Mood  of  Lnro dana, 

in  jrour  veiiH;  I  IrUBlcd  lo  Ihe  soul 

God  gave  j-ou — lo  the  Inilha  yout  father  taughi  v 


In  pondering 

I  knew  my  hi 
1  knew  nil 


1  would  ncviir  treat  you  harshly  ■ 

then  iliB  daiTghtw  of  my  earliest  fiiend, 
rlhy  daughter,  G^e  to  clioose  a^n 


Of  honesty  in  such  infectod 
Altliough  'twere  wed  to  him 


}|d  ilian  for  so 


ainst  all 
*men  might 


For  doing  all  ila  duties,  anJ  replyini 


lui  e^D  iatal,  it  had  b^ 


touldni 


Ltedays, 


But  such  respect,  and  mildly  paid  regard 
As  a  true  feeling  fiw  your  welfare,  and 
A  free  compliance  with  all  honest  wishes ; 
A  kindness  to  your  virtues,  wBtchfu^ness  . 

As  youth  is  apt  in ;  bo  as  not  to  check 


s  life,  and  light,  and  glory  from 


(Iprayyoi 
To  the  mot 
Disquiet  yc 
Of  such  a  I 


iB'tyoufe»lft3de( 


lase  thought  on '( till — but  let  me  lead  vi 
tedded  you  ;  the  world  then  did  me  jus 
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Princes  al  lionio,  and  swept  kings  fiotn  theif  Ihtonea 

The  state ;  then  live  to  save  her  still,    A  day, 

(Jn  furoign  shores,  in  all  things  you  appear'd 

Another  day  like  that  would  be  the  best 

itcproof  to  ihem,  and  sole  revenge  for  you. 

To  what  does  this  conduct  I 

But  one  such  day  occurs  within  an  age , 

My  life  is  httle  less  than  one,  and  't  is 

Enough  for  Fortune  to  have  granted  m«, 

A  miscreant's  angry  breath  may  blast  it  all— 

That  which  scarce  one  more  favour'd  citizen 

A  villain  whom,  for  his  unbridled  hearuig, 

Hay  mn  in  many  stales  and  years.     But  why 

Even  m  tlie  midat  of  our  great  festival. 

Thusspealil!    Venice  has  forgot  that  day- 

I  lauaod  to  be  conducted  forth,  and  taught 

How  to  demean  himself  in  ducal  chambers ; 

Sweet  Angiolina !  I  must  to  my  cabinet ; 

A  wretch  like  tJiis  may  leave  upon  the  wall 

■Ricre  'a  much  for  me  to  do — and  the  hour  hastens 

The  blighting  venom  of  his  sweltering  heart, 

And  this  shall  spread  itwlf  in  general  poisoii ; 

Remember  what  you  were. 

And  woman's  mnocence,  man's  honour,  pass 

Into  a  bv-word ;  and  Ihe  doubly  felon 

Itwerein  vam; 

(Who  first  insulted  virgin  modasty 

Joy's  recollection  is  no  longer  joy. 

By  a  gross  aJTront  to  your  attendant  damsds. 

While  sorrow's  memory  is  a  sorrow  still. 

.  Amidst  the  noblest  of  our  damea  in  public) 

Requite  himself  lor  his  most  just  aspulsion, 

At  least,  whate'et  may  urge,  lei  me  implore 

]!y  blackening  publicly  his  sovereign's  consort. 

Thai  you  will  lake  some  little  pause  of  rest : 

And  be  absolved  by  his  upright  compaera. 

Vnur  sleep  for  many  nights  has  haen  so  turbid. 

That  il  had  been  relief  to  have  awaked  you. 

But  he  has  been  condomn'd  into  captivity. 

Had  I  not  hoped  that  natiu-e  would  o'erpower 

Al  length  the  thoughts  which  shook  your  slumbers  thus. 

('or  such  as  him,  a  dungeon  were  acquilt^ ; 

An  hour  of  rest  will  give  you  to  your,  toils 

And  hia  brief  letm  of  mock-arrest  will  pass 

With  fitter  ihoughu  and  freshen'd  strength. 

Wiilim  a.  palace.     But  I've  done  with  him ; 

The  resl  must  be  with  you. 

1  must  not,  if  I  could ;  for  never  was 

With  me,  my  lord  I 

Such  reason  to  be  watchful :  yet  a  few- 

Yes,  Anaiolina.    Do  not  marvel ;  I 

And  I  shall  slumber  well— but  where  7— no  matter. 

Have  let  this  prey  upon  ms  till  I  feel 

Adieu,  niyAngidba. 

My  life  c  uinot  be  long ;  and  f^  would  have  you 

Regard  the  injunclbns  you  will  find  within 

Let  me  be 

ThisscroU.     ( Giuing- (ur  a  poper) Fear  not;  they 

are  for  your  advantage  i 

Read  them  hereafter,  at  the  filling  hour. 

Come  then, 

My  lord,  in  life,  and  aflor  life,  you  shall 

My  ganlle  child-forgive  me;  thou  wert  made 

lie  lionotu^'il  still  by  me  r  but  may  your  days 

For  better  fortunes  than  to  sliare  in  mine, 

He  many  yit — and  happier  than  the  present! 

Now  darkling  in  their  close  toward  the  deep  vale 

This  iiaasion  will  give  way,  and  you  will  be 

Serene,  and  what  you  should  be— what  you  were. 

When  1  am  gone— il  may  be  sooner  than 

Even  these  years  warrant,  for  there  is  Ihat  sthring 

I  will  be  what  I  should  bo,'  or  be  nothing ; 

Within— aliove— around,  that  in  this  city 

Rut  never  moro — oh!  never,  never  more. 

O'er  the  few  days  or  hours  which  yet  awajt 

Aa  e'er  they  were  by  pestilence  or  war,— 

The  blighted  old  age  of  Faliero,  shall 

When  I  am  nothing,  let  that  which  1  wai 

Those  summer  shadows  rising  from  the  past 

A  shadow  in  thy  fancy,  of  a  Ihing 

or  a  not  ill-spent  nor  inglorious  life, 

Which  VTOuld  not  have  thee  mourn  it,  but  remember  ;— 

Mellowing  the  last  hours  as  the  night  approaches, 

Let  us  begone,  my  child- the  time  ia  pressing. 

Shall  soothe  mo  to  my  moment  of  long  rest. 

(i-iwmt. 

1  had  but  little  more  to  ask,  or  hope. 

Save  the  re|arJ9  due  (o  the  blood  and  sweat. 

And  Iho  soul's  labour  Ibrough  which  1  have  loil'd 

SCENE  11. 

To  uiake  mv  country  honour'd,    As  hor  servanL — 

A  relitsd  spot  near  tht  Arsenal, 

ller  s-rvanl,  tnough  her  chiet-I  wotild  have  gone 

Israel  Bertuccio  onJ  Philip  Cjlend.»ro, 

And  |.in-o  as  theirs ;  but  this  has  been  denied  me.— 

Woiil.l  1  nan  .hea  at  Zata  ! 

How  sped  yoi!,  Israel,  in  your  late  complaint  7 

There  you  saved 

Why.  well 
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Yes ;  and  for  one  sola  dtaughl  of  hate,  forego 

The  great  redress  ne  mEtUtUe  for  Venice, 

And  change  a  life  of  hope  for  one  of  eaile ; 

Lonving  one  aoorpion  crusti'd,  and  thousands  sUnging 

ftly  friends,  my  family,  my  countrymen ! 

No,  Calendaro ;  these  same  drops  of  blood, 

Shed  shamefully,  shall  have  the  whole  of  his 

For  iheir  requilai— but  not  only  his  i 

We  will  not  strike  for  private  wr«igs  alone ; 

Such  are  fur  selliEh  passions  and  rash  men, 

Bui  are  unworthy  i  tyrannicide. 


you  have  m 


than  I  care  to  boast, 
hun,  or  espircd  myself 


No  punishment  for  such  as 


Had  1  been^j^  not  a  sBrro  but 
Had  kept  nurtn  his  eye,  as  meditating 


Re 

patient  but  till  tmding 

11.    Getyoui 

An 

ie  the  blow. 

Pi- 

is on  the  dia 

ll 

s  Sim:  delay 

Hf 

Th 

at  all  ho  punctual  at  o 

r  place  ^m 

Inflicted  or 
Helping 


jrtyrar 


,  which  must  be  death  or  ft 
the  heart  of  linding  nether 

We  will  be  free  in  life  or  death !  the  grai 


m  all  the  must 


To  siity  ! 

Allsai 
Twenty-fivB  wani 


"Jl                 ■ 

1  do  not  doubt  the  elder;  but  in  Bertram 

There  is  a  heatating  aoftness,  fatal 

You  saw 

To  enterprise  like  ours:  I  Ve  seen  that  man 

Weep  like  an  infant  o'er  the  misery 

That  there  was 

And,  in  a  recant  quarrel,  I  beheld  liim 

Turn  sick  at  sight  of  blood,  akhough  a  villain's. 

idle 

The  truly  brave  are  soil  of  heart  and  eyes. 

And  feel  for  what  then'  duty  bids  them  do. 

I  have  known  Bertram  long ;  there  doth  not  bn^a.b 

At  least. 

A  soul  more  full  of  honour. 

It  may  be  so, 

ng 

I  apprehend  loss  treachery  than  weakness ; 

Yet,  as  he  has  no  mistress,  and  no  wife 

To  work  upon  his  milkincss  of  apu'it, 

loCouncin 

He  may  go  through  the  ordeal ;  it  is  well 

He  is  an  orphan,  Mendless  ea™  m  us : 

aktoMm? 

A  woman  or  a  child  had  made  him  less 

0. 

Than  either  in  resolve. 

Which  purify  corrupted  common 

Wa  must  behold  no  object  saic  c 
And  only  look  on  dea.h  as  heauti 

And  draw  down  freedom  on  her  i 
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The  world  at  lost  lo  freedom.    What  were  we, 

On  a 

ash  confidence  in  one  we  know 

ir  Brutus  had  not  lived  J  Hb  died  in  giving 

Rome  liberty,  bul  left  »  deatl.lesa  less™- 

I  ha™ 

risk'd  no  man's  life  eneept  my 

OF  th 

I  be  certain:  he  is  one  who  ma 

Make 

our  assurance  d«.bly  sure,  acco 

Wheu  wicked  men  wai  mighty,  and  a  state 

His  a 

1 :  and,  if  reluctant,  he  no  less 

rums  servile:  he  and  his  high  tliend  were  styled 

Ism. 

ir  power:  he  comes  alone  with 

"  The  iast  of  Romans !"    Let  us  be  Ihe  first 

AnH^ 

nnot 'scape  ua ;  hul  he  will  no 

Of  ime  Venetians,  sprung  from  Uoinan  sires. 

Irvinn 

otjudge  of  this  imllU  know  hin 

Our  fathers  did  not  fly  from  Atlila 

is  he 

ne  of  our  order! 

iw  artificers  for  their  equipment, 
hoped-for  fleet,— Are  all  suppQed 


Wtiomitwere 


uat'Wonhj :  there  are  some 
eep  in  ignorance 

'I'lll  It  be  time  to  stnue,  and  then  supply  them ; 

When  n  the  heal  and  hurry  of  the  hour 

Tliey  have  no  opportunity  to  pause ; 

But  needs  must  on  with  those  who  will  surround  then 

I'ou  have  said  wel Have  you  remark'd  oil  si^ch  ? 


120,  Sicoielto  Blondo, 


Although  a  child  of  greatness;  he  is  one 
Who  would  become  a  throne,  or  overthrow  on 
One  who  has  done  great  deeds,  and  seen  great 
No  lyranl,  though  bred  up  to  tyranny ; 


Vdian 


sage  m  k 


;  noble 


although  hao^ty ;  ■ 
Yet,  for  all  this,  bo  full  of  certain  paasions, 
Tliai  if  once  stitr'd  and  baffled,  as  he  has  bee 
Upon  Ihe  tendcrest  piunls,  there  is  no  Fury 

His  vitals  with  her  burning  hands,  till  he 
Grows  capable  of  all  things  for  revenge  i 

He  sees  and  feels  the  people  are  oppress'd, 


Wel 


at  part  would  you  have  him  ta 
le,  that  of  chief. 


Some  worthier  should  appear:  if  I  have  found  su 

That  I  \vould  hesitate  from  selfishness,    . 
And,  covetous  of  brief  authority. 

Rather  than  yield  lo  one  above  me  in 
All  leading  qualiOes?  No,  Calendaro, 
Know  yout  friend  belter ;  bin  you  all  shall  judge.- 


Trusty  and  brave,  with  head  ar 
""      I  have  still  been  prompt  I 


ialh£ 
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ACT  III. 

SCENE  I. 


Poaluig  inlo  Uie  arch  of  night,  might  aU 
These  palacea  with  ominoiis  tntlering, 
And  rock  liieir  marbles  lo  the  comer-sK 


if  tjramiy :  ihe  task 

ought  it  no 


And  I 


Where 
The  floor 


iforQwaa  I  punished,  se 
pestilence  spread  oo  and  oil, 
mgth  it  Einolo  me  in  my  slumbers, 
tainted,  and  must  wash  away 
plague-spola  in 


jep  rny  fathers,  w! 
diich  doth  divide 


IB  from  the  d 


Where  all  the  pregnani 
Moulder'il  inln  a  mite 
In  one  shrunk  heap  wha 
When  what  ia  now     ' 
Fane  of  the  tutelar 

IK  of  toil,  the  other  in  the  field. 


mdfull  shook  thi 


With  a ' 


i  of  other 


ie  great  labours,  w 


I  have  Inheriled,— let 

And  pour  them  fi-om  thy  portals  to  gaze  on  mo  I 

I  call  them  up,  and  them  luid  Ihoe  to  witness 

What  it  hath  been  which  put  me  to  this  task— 

Their  pure  high  Ijlood,  their  bloMn-roll  of  glbric 

Thar  mighty  name  djshonour'd  all  m  me, 

Not  Ini  me,  but  by  the  ungrateful  nobles 

Wefought  lo  make  our  equals,  not  our  lords:— 

And  chiefly  thou,  Ordelafo  the  brave. 

Who  perish'd  in  the  field  where  I  since  conquer" 

Battling  at  Zars,  did  the  hecatombs 

Of  thine  and  Venice'  foes,  there  offer'd  up 

Spirits!  smile  down  upon  me,  for  my  cause 
Is  yours,  in  all  life  now  can  be  of  yours— 


Welcome,  my  lord, — you  ate  before  tJ.e  lii 
I  am  ready  lo  proceed  lo  your  assembly. 


Not  so— but  I  have  sel  my  little  left 
Of  life  upon  this  east:  the  die  was  thrown 
When  I  first  listen'd  to  your  treason— Start  not! 
llal  is  Ihe  word  {  I  cannot  shape  my  tonguo 
To  syllable  black  deeds  into  smooth  names, 
Though  I  be  wrought  on  to  commit  them.    When 
I  heard  you  tempt  your  sovereign,  and  forbore 
To  have  you  dragu'd  to  prison,  I  became 

If  k  so  please  you,  do  as  much  by  me. 


JFe.'— We.'— no  matter— you  hare  eam'd  the 
To  talk  of  «<.— But  lo  (he  pomu—if  this 
Attempt  succeeds,  and  Venice,  render'd  free 


And  makes  her  children,  with  (heir  little  hands, 

The  consequem»  will  sancligF  the  deed. 
And  we  shall  bo  like  the  two  Bruli  in 
The  sJinals  of  hereafter ;  but  if  not, 
If  we  should  fail,  employing  bloody  means 
And  secret  plot,  although  to  a  good  end. 


'T  is  not  the  moment  lo  conader  thus. 
Else  1  could  answer— Let  us  to  the  n: 
Or  we  may  be  observed  in  lingering  h< 


or  my  sire's  fathers,  and  that  s 
Decreed  to  him  by  Ihe  iwiee-ri 
Think  you  that  he  looks  down  ( 
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I  Idl  Ihee, 


n,  then 


n,  though  fitt; 


And,  if  there  be  b.  spEJI  to  slir  the  dead, 

Decm'et  diou  Che  souls  of  such  a  racs  as  mine 
Can  mat,  when  hs,  thar  last  descendant  chief, 
Stands  pioHmg  on  ihe  brmk  of  Iheir  purs  grates 
Willi  Gtungpleheians: 


No— but  I  feel,  and  shall  do  to  the  '. 
I  cannot  queneh  a  glorbus  hfe  at  oi 
Kw  dwhidle  to  the  thing  I  now  mm 
And  take  men's  lires  bf  sleallh,  »il 
Yel  doubt  me  Dot ;  it  is  this  very  feeling, 


scourily.    There 
A  roused  mechanic  in  your  busy  Jiiot 
8:  wrong'd  OS  I,  ao  fallen,  so  loudly  oall'd 
Tij  his  redress :  the  vei;  moans  T  am  forced 
By  these  fell  tyrants  to  adopt  is  euch, 
TliHl  I  abhor  them  doubly  for  tlie  deeds 
Whicii  i  must  do  to  pay  them  badi  (or  theirs. 


Lvay!— hai 


—thai 


SCENE  U. 
7Vie  House  where  the  Conspirat 


That  Ihey  were  worthy  falih. 

There  is  no 

r'iilly  of  our  intent!  they  th.nk  themselvei 


Who  have  defied  the  bw  in  their  excesses ; 

But  once  drawn  up,  and  ihtjr  new  swords  well  BeBh'd 

In  tJte  rank  hearls  of  the  mora  odious  senalors» 

They  wiU  not  hesitate  lo  follow  up 

Their  blow  upon  the  others,  when  fhey  see 

The  euunple  of  their  chiefs ;  and  I  for  one 

Will  set  them  such,  that  they  for  very  shime 

And  safety,  will  not  pause  till  all  have  perish'd. 

How  say  you?  iiUf 


I  no  power  lo  spare.    I  only  ques^on'd, 

i.jii:iti  niight  be  some,  whoso  age  and  qualities 
Might  mark  Ihem  out  for  pity. 

The  separata  fragmuLts  qmvonng  in  the  sun 
■  1  the  last  energy  of  Tenomous  life, 
L^esetve  and  have.   Why,  I  should  think  as  soni 
Of  pitying  some  parUeiilar  fang  which  made 
One  hi  the  jaw  of  the  swohi  serpent,  as 
Of  saving  one  of  these !  they  form  but  links 
le  long  chain — one  mass,  one  breath,  one  I 


xiie  spirit  of  this  aristocracy. 

Which  must  be  ro"ifid  out ;  and  if  Ihero  were 

'  -'ngle  shoot  o<  the  whole  tree  in  life, 


Sot  I  j  for  if  I  did  50, 
Thou  wouldst  not  now  be  there  to  talk  of  trust 
It  is  thy  softness,  not  thy  want  of  faith, 
""  '  h  makes  thee  to  be  doubted. 

You  should  k: 
Who  hear  nie,  who  and  what  I  am ;  a  man 
Roused  like  yourselves  lo  overthrow  opprossioi 

you  have  found  me ;  and  if  brave  or  no, 

:  to  the  proof;  or,  if  you  should  have  douhU 
clear  them  on  your  person. 

You  are  welconi 
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Who  hears  me ;  else  why  hare  I  been  selected 
To  be  of  your  chief  comr^es  1  but  no  less 

Wiihoui  somesense  of  shuddering;  aud  ine  sight 
Of  blood  which  spouts  through  hoiiy  scalps  is  nol 
Tu  me  a  tbuig  oT  triumph,  nor  the  de!ith 
Of  men  Burpriaed  a  glory.    Well— too  ivell 
I  know  that  via  must  do  euch  things  on  those 


which  else  pollutes  ii  wholly, 


For  we  suspect  thee  not,  and  take  good  heart 
11  is  Ibe  cause,  and  not  our  will,  which  asks 

All  stains  in  Freedom's  Ibuntiun  I 
Enter  Israel  Bertdccio  and  the  Doqe,  disgaisal. 


In  brothof  hood^  as  1  have  made  it  known 
Approved  by  Ihee,  and  thus  approved  by  all, 
Lei  him  unfold  hiniselT. 


sold  ui 
ISO  {d,aw 


m-rd). 


Hold!  Hold! 
Who  moves  a  step  against  them  dies.    Hold  I  hear, 
Beituowo — What  J  are  you  oppall'd  to  sea 
A  lone,  unguarded,  weaponlass  old  man 
Amongaljou?— Israel,  ^>eakl  what  means  this  mystery? 

f^t  them  advance  end  strike  at  their  own  bosoms. 

Ungrateful  suicides !  for  on  our  Uvea 

Depend  theu-  own,  Iheir  fortunes,  and  thrar  hopes. 

Strike !— If  I  dreaded  death,  a  daatii  mora  fearful 
Than  any  your  rash  weapons  can  inflict, 
I  should  not  now  bo  hero :— Oh,  noble  Courage  I 
The  eldest  born  of  Fear,  which  makes  you  brave 

Beo  tlis  bold  chiefs,  who  would  reform  a  stale 
An<I  shake  diin>n  senates,  mad  with  wrath  anil  dread 
At  siehl  of  one  iiatiician.— Butcher  m& 
^       2a' 


Faith!  h 

e  hath  s).a 

modu 

»nd 

true 

hii^r  I 

To  turn 

thun 

and  hi 

Sheathe 

Jism,and^ 

..„ 

sdai'n 

o speak 

Theym. 

htandm, 

thave 

know 

nahea 

My  lord,  we  would  have  padsh'd  here  logelhcr. 
Had  these  rash  man  proceeded  j  but,  behold. 
They  arc  ashamed  of  that  mad  niomonl's  impulse, 


{Addresaing  the  Coiiapifators). 


Dafonceless  man ;  and  yeslerdiff  you  saw  m» 
Presiding  in  Iho  hall  of  ducal  slate. 
Apparent  sover^gn  of  oar  hundred  isles, 
Kobed  in  oflicial  purple,  dealing  out 
The  edicts  of  a  power  which  is  not  mine,  , 
Nor  yours,  but  of  our  masters— The  patncians. 
Why  I  was  there  you  know,  or  think  you  knoiv ; 
Why  I  am  here  he  who  hath  been  most  wrong'd. 
He  who  amonj;  you  hath  been  most  insulted, 
Clrag. 


!n  on,  imiil  he  dt 


iingofl^ 


y,aUm 


And  judge  of  it  far  differently  fi-i 
Who  sate  in  judgment  to  heap  scorn 
But  spare  me  the  recital — it  b  here. 
Here  at  my  heart,  the  outrage — but  i 
Already  spent  in  unavMling  plaints, 
Would  only  show  my  feebleness  the 
And  I  come  here  to  slionglhen  even 
And  urge  tham  on  In  deeds,  a^  not 


need  no 


Nor  kingdom,  which  hath  neither  princa  nor  peopi- 


;i^ 
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To  lead  a  band  of-.— patriots:  when  I  lay 

Tlia  Greeks  of  ywe  made  drunk  their  slaves  to  form 

Aside  the  dignities  wtich  I  have  home. 

A  paadme  for  thoir  children.    You  are  root 

'T  is  not  to  put  on  othe.-s,  but  to  be 

To  o>erthro«  this  monsler  of  a  state, 

This  mockery  of  a  government,  [his  spectre, 

Israel  has  slated  to  me  your  vvhole  plan — 

Which  must  be  Morclsed  >vith  blood,  and  thmi 

'Tls  bold,  hut  feasible  if  I  assist  it. 

W.  ivill  renew  the  times  of  tmlh  and  justice. 

And  must  be  set  in  motion  instantly. 

Not  rash  equality,  btit  equal  rights, 

E'en  when  thou  wilt — Ie  it  not  so,  my  friends  1 

Proportioo'd  like  the  columns  to  the  temple, 

I  have  disposed  all  for  a  sudden  blow  ; 

Givtng  and  taking  slranglh  teciproCBl, 

When  shall  it  be  then! 

And  making  ficm  the  whole  witli  grace  and  beauty. 

In  operating  this  great  change,  I  clum 

So  Eoon' 

To  bo  one  of  jou-if  jou  trust  in  me ; 

If  not,  strike  home, — my  life  la  compromised. 

So  soon !— so  late— each  hpur  accumulates 

And  I  would  rather  fidl  bj  freemen's  liends 

Than  live  anolhor  dap  to  act  the  tyrant 

Since  I  have  mingled  with  you ;  know  you  not 

As  delegate  of  tyrants:  such  I  am  not. 

The  Council,  and  "  The  Ten!"  the  spies,  iho  e 

And  never  have  baen-read  il  in  our  annals  i 

Of  the  patricians  dubious  of  their  slaves. 

And  now  more  dubious  of  the  prince  they  have  mai 

eonel 

In  many  lands  and  cities ;  they  can  lell  you 

I  lell  you  you  muse  strike,  and  suddenly, 

Full  lo  the  hydra's  heaK— its  heads  will  follow. 

Psoling  and  thinking  fcr  my  fellow-men. 

Haply  liiid  I  been  what  the  senate  Eought, 

With  all  my  soul  and  sviotd  I  yield  assent  ,■ 

A  thing  rf  robes  and  trinkets,  dijen'd  out 
To  sit  in  state  as  for  a  sovereign's  picture  i 

Our  companies  are  ready,  sixty  each. 

And  all  now  under  arms  by  Israel's  order ; 

A  popular  scourge,  a  ready  senlence-sigoer. 

Each  at  their  different  place  of  rendeivoua. 
And  vigilant,  oipectant  of  some  blow ; 

A  stickler  for  the  Senate  and  "  The  Forty," 

Let  each  repair  for  action  to  his  post ! 

The  sanction  of  "  The  Ton,"  a  coimoil  6wncr, 

And  now,  my  lord,  the  signal? 

A  tool,  a  fool,  a  puppet, — they  had  ne'er 

Posler'd  the  wretch  who  stung  me.    What  I  sufTer 

'when  you  hear 
The  great  bell  of  Saint  Mark's,  which  may  not  •> 

Ho!  reabh'd  me  through  my  pity  for  the  people ; 

That  many  know,  and  they  who  know  not  yet 
Wil!  one  day  learn:  meanlime,  I  do  devote, 
Whaie'er  (he  issue,  my  last  days  of  life— 

Struck  without  special  order  of  the  Doge 
March  on  Saint  Mark's! 

My  present  power,  such  as  iC  is,  not  that 
Of  Doge,  but  of  a  man  ,who  has  been  great 

1.  efoTB  he  wai  degraded  to  a  Doge, 

EOGE       ^^ 

I  state  my  fame  (and  I  had  f«me)-my  breath 

By  different 
Let  your  marcli  he  directed,  every  siity 

o.te. 

(The  least  of  all,  for  its  last  hours  are  nigh)— 

Entering  a  separate  avenue,  and  still 
Upon  the  way  let  your  cry  be  of  war 
And  of  IliB  Genoese  Beet,  by  the  Brat  dawn 

My  heart — my  hope — my  soul — upon  this  cast ! 

Such  as  I  am,  I  otfer  me  to  you 

And  to  your  chiefs,  accept  me  or  reject  me. 

Discern'd  before  the  port ;  form  t«und  the  palace 

A  prince  who  fain  would  be  a  citizen 

Or  nothing,  and  who  has  left  his  throne  to  be  so. 

Within  whoso  court  will  be  drawn  out  in  arms 
!Wy  nephew  aiul  the  clients  of  our  house. 

L6a%  live  Faliero !— Venice  shall  be  free  I 

Many  and  martial;  while  the  bell  lolls  on. 
Shout  ye,  "Saint  Mark  1— the  foe  is  on  our  wale 

s!" 

LoogbvePaliero! 

1  see  it  now — but  on,  my  noble  lord. 

Comrades!  didlwcll? 

DOOE. 

Is  not  this  man  a  host  in  such  a  cause  ? 

All  the  patricians  flocking  to  Uie  Council, 

(Which  Ihey  dare  not  refuse,  at  the  dread  sifnal 

Tills  1!  no  lime  for  eulogies,  nor  place 

Pealing  from  out  their  patron  sainl's  proud  tr.wer 

For  >;j[ullation.    Ami  one  of  you? 

Will  then  he  gathered  in  unto  the  harvest. 

And  we  will  reap  theni  wHii  tne  swoid  fur  sicli'e 

a  V,  jnd  the  first  amongst  us,  as  thoa  haal  bflBn 

If  some  few  should  he  tardy  or  absent  then, 

Of  Venice— be  our  general  and  chief. 

'T  will  be  but  to  betaken  faint  and  smglo. 

When  the  majority  are  put  to  rest. 

Chff  I— General !— I  was  general  at  Zara, 

And  pJiint  in  Rhodes  and  Cyprus,  prince  in  VaniM; 

Would  that  the  hour  were  co=i-i '   ^.  will  not  ^o 

—'"■""" 

But  kin. 
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O^ce  more,  sir,  with  your  pardons,  I 
(VouU  now  repeal  Ihe  question  wirich  1  ask'd 
Before  llertttccio  added  u>  our  cause 

And  Iherefbre  safer,  and  ae  Bucb  admils 

Borne  dawn  of  mere j  lo  a  ponion  of 

Our  victims— must  al)  perish  m  (hie  slaiighler  1 


This  false  compassion  ia  a  roily,  and 
[njuslicfl  to  thy  comrades  and  Ihy  cause ! 
Dost  thou  not  see,  that  if  ne  »ng1e  oul 
Some  for  eaoapo,  thej  live  but  lo  avenge 
The  fallen''  and  how  distinguish  now  the  innoci 
From  out  the  guilly  ?  all  their  bcIb  are  ojir— 
A  gbigle  emanation  from  one  bodj, 
Together  knit  for  our  oppression !  'Tis 
Much  that  we  let  their  ctiitilren  live ;  I  doubt 
ir  all  of  these  even  should  be  set  apart ; 
rhs  hunter  may  reserve  sonio  smgle  cub 
From  out  the  tiger's  litter,  but  who  e'er 
Would  aeeh  to  save  the  spotted  sire  or  dam. 
Unless  to  petish  by  their  fangs?  However, 
I  will  abide  by  Doge  Falicro'a  counsel: 
Let  himdedde  if  any  should  bo  saved. 


Mptmenot 


such  a 


They  baffled  me,  1  wi 


;h  approach  gave  u 
ch  was  not  the  law 
he  stale's  policy  ] 


One  "hod 

serves  lo  be  repeai'd, 

Dolfino's  father  was  my  friend,  an 

Lando 

Fcugiit  by  my  side,  and  Marc  Co 

naroshaj' 

MyGenoes 

■  embassy;  J  saved  the  life 

could  save  then.  an< 

Venice  a 

All  theae  ni 

n,  or  thar  fathers,  we 

Till  they  be. 

ante  my  subjects;  th 

n  mi  fron 

oaves  dro|>  Irom  the 

■erblown 

And  left  me 

a  lono  blighted  thorny 

Which,  in  i 

a  solitude,  can  ahellar 

nothing; 

on  to  Ihe  s|)rmgs  of  life, 
and  aU  that  ^s  good  and  dear, 
esent  insiiiules  of  Venice, 
vere  my  friends ;  1  loved  them, 
irably  my  regards ; 

we  sorrow'd  »de  by  side ; 


Not  only,  unredreaa'd,  but  sanolion'd ;  then 
:hus,  I  cast  all  further  feelings  from  me 
eelings  which  they  crusli'd  ibr  me,  lon^,  loi> 

in  that  very  hour  tmd  vow,  they  abjured 
■  friend,  and  made  a  sovereign,  as  boys  mati 
Playlhuigs,  lo  do  Ih«r  pleasure  and  be  broken  ' 

In  dark  suspicious  conflict  with  the  Doge, 
Brooding  with  him  in  mutual  hale  and  fear ; 
;  They  dreading  he  should  snatch  the  tj-rannv 
liVom  out  iheir  grasp,  and  be  abhorring  rycanu>. 
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Walcli  for  the  signal,  and  tlien  march :  I  go 
To  join  my  band ;  l«I  each  be  proinpi  w  mairfiil 
Hia  aeparalB  chargfl :  ihc  Doge  will  now  reUKn 


the  tlioughl  or  our  great  putpose. 
me — I  require  his  punishment 

if  he  refuse  ii. 


Tlie  oSenee  grows  hi 
Yet,  93  Ihe  immediat 


Sou  would  buiisp  die  liand,  and  I  the  head; 

You  would  but  punlah  Steno,  I  the  senate. 

in  the  absor^ng,  aweepngi  nhole  revenge, 
Wluch,  like  Ihe  sheeted  Hre  Irom  Leaven,  mui 
Without  distinction,  as  it  fell  of  yore, 
Where  the  Dead  Sea  hath  ouencli'd  two  cilii 


Away,  then,  to  your  posla  I  I  but  rem 
■  A  mgiuent  to'socompany  the  Doge 
To  iiur  latt,  place  of  Irysl,  to  see  no  f 

To  H  liere  my  aJlotted  band  is  under  a 

Parfvell,  then,  until  dawn. 


H'i  wiil  not  ftil— away !  My  lord,  far 

i'/Vif  vjRSpiraton  salute  theJiOGE  or 

r"7ct  I',,  litiit  retire,  iaaded  bff  Phil 


Free  eiiiicna  have  struck  a  kings  ere  now ; 

Have  crush'd  dictators,  as  the  popular  steel 

What  prince  has  plotted  for  his  people's  free 

For  ever,  and  for  aver,  thej  conspire 
Against  the  people,  to  abuse  their  hands 

Against  the  fellow  nations,  so  that  joke 

Not  gtul,  Ihe  never-gorged  Leviathan ! 
Now,  my  lord,  to  our  enterprise ;  't  is  great. 


My  own  friends  by  blood  and  courle 


The  lehel's  oracle— the  people's  tribune— 
Tliej  sniote  you,  and  oppress'd  you,  and  dcsf 


letheu'  bread,  norriiared  iheir  salt; 
ip  with  them,  nor  laugh'd,  nor  wept. 


m  win  seem  my  suidde. 


Doge  1  Doge !  this  tauUation  is  unworthy 

A  child ;  if  you  are  not  in  second  childhood 

Call  back  your  nerves  ID  your  own  purpose,  nor 

Thus  shame  yourself  and  me.  Byheavens!  l'dralb> 

Forego  even  now,  or  fail  in  oiff  inlenl, 

Tlian  see  the  man  I  venerate  subade 

From  high  resolves  into  such  shallow  weakness ! 

You  have  <een  blood  in  banle,  shed  it,  both 

Your  own  and  that  of  others :  can  you  shnnk  then 

Prom  a  few  drops  from  veins  of  hoary  vamiiires, 

Who  but  give  back  what  they  liava  drain'd  D-omnuBions  J 

)nbiow 
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Tn  whkh  you  only  and  the  night  are  conscious, 

And  both  ri^gardless :  tvlicn  the  hour  arrives, 

'T  is  mine  to  Bound  the  knell,,  and  sU'ike  the  blow, 

Which  shall  unpeople  many  palaces, 

And  hew  the  highest  geneidogic  Irc^s 

Down  to  the  earth,  strew'd  with  Iheir  hlocding  fruit. 


IWs  ioai  1— must  I— hare  1  eworn  to  do. 

There  csme  a  heaviness  across  my  heart, 

Nor  ttughl  can  lum  me  from  my  destiny ; 

Biit  still  I  quiver  to  behold  what  I 

Moat  be,  and  think  what  I  have  been  1  Bear  voA  mo. 

Which  m  the  Ughtest  movement  of  the  draoc. 
Though  eye  to  eye  nnd  hand  in  hand  united, 
Even  with  the  lady  of  my  love,  opFsss'd  mc. 

And  through  my  sforit  chill'd  my  blood,  until 

Re-™uyouc  breast;  I  fed  no  such  remorse. 

A  damp  like  death  rose  o'er  my  brow ;  I  strove 

To  laugh  the  thought  away,  but  '1  would  not  be ; 

You  acted,  and  you  set  on  joui  fiee  will. 

Through  all  the  music  ringing  in  my  eats 

A  knell  was  sounding  as  distinct  and  clear. 

Ay,  there  it  is— you  feel  not,  nor  do  I, 

Though  low  and  far,  as  e'er  the  Adrian  wave 

Else  1  should  sfab  thee  on  the  spot,  to  save 

Rose  o'er  the  dly'a  murmur  in  the  nijht. 

Dashing  agonal  the  outward  Lido's  bulwark; 

So  that  t  leit  the  festival  before 

Ab  if  tltese  high-born  men  werasteers  for  shsmbles  1 

It  reach'd  its  zenith,  and  win  woo  my  pillow 

When  all  is  over,  you'll  be  free  and  merry. 

And  eabnly  wash  those  han.ls  incarnadine ; 

Antonio,  take  my  mask  and  cicak,  and  light 

But  I,  outgoing  thee  and  all  Ihy  fellows 

In  this  surpassing  tnaEsacre,  shall  be. 

Shall  see,  and  feel-oh  God  1  oh  God!  'tis  true, 

Yes,  my  lord; 

And  thou  dost  well  to  ansiver  that  it  was 

Cnnimaiid  you  no  refreshment! 

"My  own  free  will  and  act  i"  andyet  vou  err, 

For  I  HjiH  do  tbla  1  Doubt  not-fcar  not ;  I 

Nojght,  save  sle 

Will  be  your  most  unmerciful  accomplice ! 

And  yet  I  ad  no  more  on  my  free  will, 

[E^l  Abt 

Though  my  breast  feels  too  amicus ;  I  will  try 

But  there  is  Ml  within  me  and  around, 

Whether  the  an-  will  calm  my  spirits ;  't  is 

And,  like  the  demon  who  believes  and  trembles. 

A  goodly  night;  the  cloudy  wind  whidi  blew 

Wusllabhoranddo.    Away!  away! 

From  the  Levant  hath  crept  into  its  cave. 

Get  thee  unto  ihy  fellows,  I  wLI  hie  me 

And  the  broad  moon  has  biightcn'd.  What  a  sill 

To  gather  the  retainers  of  our  house. 

r.,.,X..  .,.   o,i„.  TU..1.-.  „=,.  l,„ll  .li.u^nl,^  =11  V=„!-.o 

[G<.«to™<5™ 

Doubt  not.  Sunt  Mark's  great  bell  shall  wake  all  Venice, 

Except  her  slaughtcr'd  senate :  ere  the  sun 

Be  broad  upon  the  Adriatic,  there 

Shall  be  a  voice  of  "peeping,  which  shall  drown 


Uemem 


crifice  will 
lly  ages  of  prasperily  and  freedom 
To  this  unshackled  city :  a  true  tyri 
Would  have  depopulated  empires,  n 
Have  felt  the  strange  compunction  which  hath  vmmg  you 
To  punish  a  few  traitors  to  the  people  I 
Trust  me,  such  were  a  pity  more  misp 
Than  the  late  mercy  of  the  state  to  St 


Man,  thou 


truck  upo. 


.e  chord 


;h]ara 


ACT  IV. 

SCENE  I. 
ofaBBO  of  the  Patricinn  LjOHi.     Liozii  / 
the  mask  and  daak  vitijch  the  Venetian  ^ 
in  pttbliCj  attended  by  a  Domestic, 


th  the  scene  I  left, 
e  the  tail  torches'  glare,  and  silver  lamps' 
pallid  gleam  along  the  tapestried  walls, 
Spread  over  the  rehiciant  gloom  which  haunts 
Those  vast  and  dimly-latticed  galleries 
A  dazzling  mass  of  artiiiclal  light. 
Which  show'd  all  things,  but  nothing  as  they  were 
There  Age  essaying  to  recall  the  past. 

At  the 

Fullm 

Prankt  forth  in  aU  the  pride  of  ornament. 

Forgot  itself,  imd  trusting  to  the  felsehood 

Of  the  indulgent  beams,  which  show,  yet  hide. 

Believed  itself  forgotten,  and  was  fool'a. 

There  Youth,  which  needed  not,  nor  thought  (^  su 

Vain  adjuncts,  laviah'd  its  true  bloom,  and  healtii, 

And  bridal  beauty,  in  the  unwholesome  press 

Of  flush'd  and  crowded  wassMlera,  and  wasted 


Andsosh 
On  sallow 


II  waste  them  till  the  su 
jheeka  and  sunken  eyes,  which  shi 
this  aspect  yet  for  many  a  year, 
,  and  the  banquet,  and  the  wine- 
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ling  eye 


and  flnahing 


The  I 


sandth 
ce\els ;  Evranlike  bosoms,  and  the  necklace, 

'.  like  what  il  circled ;  t'le  Ihin  robes 

nr  Itvinkling  fe«t  ao  maH  and  Eylphllke, 


Of  Iha  fair  form 

All  the  delusion  of  the  dizzy  scane, 

lis  &Ue  end  (rue  snchanlmenls— art  an^l  mlm 

Which  sivam  before  my  ^ddy  eyes,  that  dranli 

The  sight  of  beauty  aa  Uie  parch'd  piigrim'a 


uud  lake  I 
re  gone. 


is  eluded  thirst, 
re  the  i 


Worlds  mirror'd  in  the  oc 

Than  torehcs  glared  back  by'a'gaudy  gla'ssj 

What  ocean  is  la  eartb,  spreads  its  blue  depths, 
Soften'd  with  the  first  breathings  of  the  spring ; 

oolhing  o'er  the  btly  "alts 


orth 


jorphyry  pillars,  and  whose  costly  fronts, 

'  Xiike  altars  r^ged  along  Ihe  broad  canal. 
Seem  each  a  trophy  of  some  mighty  deed 
Rear'd  up  fi™n  out  the  waters,  scarce  less  strangely 
Than  those  more  massy  and  mysterious  giants 
Of  architecture,  those  Titanian  fabrics. 
Which  point  in  Egypt's  plains  to  times  that  hare 
No  other  record.     All  is  gentle :  nought 

Whatever  walks  is  g^i^i^g  like  a  spirit. 
The  tinklingB  i^  some  rigUant  guitars 

And  cautious  opeiung  of  the  casement,  showing 
That  be  is  not  unheard ;  while  her  young  hand, 
F^  as  the  moonlight  of  which  it  seems  part, 
So  delicalrfy  white,  it  trembles  in 
The  act  of  opening  the  forbidden  lattice. 
To  let  hi  love  through  mudc,  makes  lus  heart 
rhrill  like  hb  lyre-strings  at  (he  sight ;— ihe  dash 
Phosphoric  of  the  oar,  or  .rapid  twinkle 
nf  the  tar  lights  of  skimming  gondolas. 
And  the  responsive  loices  of  (he  choir 

Some  dusky  shadow  chequering  the  Bialto ; 

Are  all  Ihe  sights  and  sounds  which  here 
Theoc        '  ■        ■ 


How  sweet  and  soothing  is  this  hour  of  calm  < 

I  thank  thee,  night  I  for  thou  oast  chased  away 
TInise  horrid  hodements  which,  amidst  the  throng, 

I I  imld  not  dissipate :  and,  with  the  blessing  . 
Oj  Uiy  benign  and  quiet  infloence, 

iV'.iy  will  1 10  my  couch,  although  to  real 

[A  knocHng  is  hsard  Jrom  imlhout. 


Hart 


Enter  As-! 


His  face  is  muffled  in  Ids  cloak,  but  both 
His  voice  and  gestures  seem  familiar  to  me ; 
f  craved  his  name,  but  this  he  seeniM  reluolar 
To  trust,  save  to  yourself;  most  earntetly 
He  sues  to  be  permitted  to  approach  you. 


Aiidyetlh 

Although  I  know  not  that  t  have  a  foe 

In  Venice,  't  will  be  wise  to  use  some  caulioii 

Admit  him,  and  retire ;  but  call  up  quickly 

Some  of  thy  fellows,  who  mav  wait  withoul.- 

Who( 


bol 


Exit  Ahtobio,  and  retimut  loiift  Bebtkah  muMed, 

My  good  lord  Lioni, 
1  have  no  time  to  lose,  nor  thou— dismiss 
This  menial  hence ;  I  would  be  private  with  you. 

It  seems  the  v<ace  of  Bertram— go,  Antonio. 

[E^l  Anton,^. 
Now,  stranger,  what  would  you  at  such  an  hour? 

Bt;£TBAM  {diivyotriftgiamadf). 
A  boon,  my  noble  patron  \  you  have  granted 
Manyloyourpoor.elient,  Bertram;  add 
This  one,  and  make  him  happy. 

Thou  hast  known  ms 
Prom  boyhood,  ever  reidy  to  assist  thee 


What 


me  mysterious  import — but 
10  mudi,  a  scuffle,  and  a 


fery  day ;  so  that  thou  hast  oi 
SpiU  noble  blood,  I  guaranty  thy  safety ; 
But  th»t  thou  must  withdraw,  for  angry  friends 
And  relatives,  in  the  first  burst  of  vengeance, 
Are  things  in  Venice  deadUer  than  the  laws. 

My  lord,  1  thank  you ;  but 


Has  changed  bis  sfow  scythe  for  the  two-edged  stv- 

And  is  about  to  Uke,  instead  of  sand. 

The  dust  from  aepulchres  to  till  his  hour-glass !— 
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■  Do  iiul  seek  lis  tneoning, 

WhBte'a  >.B  alirring ;  though  the  roar  of  crowds— 
The  cry  of  woman,  and  tbe  Ehrieks  of  babes~ 
The  groans  of  ine[t-<-t]ie  dash  of  arms — ^rha  Bound 
Of  rollLng  dnim,  shrill  trump,  and  hollow  bell. 


Until  the  tocsin 's  sjleni,  nor  even  then 

Who  oil-times  rescued  and  supported  me 

Tililratumr 

When  struggling  with  the  Sdes  of  drcurasta 

Which  bear  away  the  weaker  r  noble  blood 

Again, -what  does  this  mean? 

Ne'er  manlled  in  a  nobler  heart  than  thine 

Again,  1  tell  thee,  ask  not ;  but  by  all 
Thou  boldest  dear  on  earth  or  hearan — by  all 
The  souls  of  Uiy  great  fathers,  and  thy  hope 
To  emulate  thour,  and  to  leave  behind 
Duscendants  worthy  both  of  them  and  thee — 

Has  proved  to  me,  the  poor  plebeian  Bertra 
Would  that  thy  fellow  senator  v-ere  like  the 

Why,  what  hast  thou  to  say  against  the  sen 

Nothing. 

— Inial  to  (hy  hoosehoU 
rd  for  safety,  if  thou  dost 
sel— but  if  not,  thou  art  I 


indeed  al 


Sorely  thou  ravestl  what  have  /  to  droad  J 

Who  are  my  foea  7  or,  if  there  be  such,  vjh^ 

AA  lAou  leagued  with  them? — llwu!  or,  if  (« leagued. 

Why  contest  thou  to  tell  me  at  this  hour. 

And  not  before? 


I  was  not  born  to  shrink  from  idle  threi 
The  cause  of  which  I  know  not:  at  th 
or  council,  ba  it  soon  or  late,  I  shall  ni 
Be  found  among  the  ahaent. 


Then  Hsaven  have  mercy  or 

Which  makes  me  call  thee  hi 
I-erlram,!  have  known  thee 


Vouh9veb< 


imyp 


EVom  childhood,  signer, 
'hen  rank  ibi^ls. 


reckle^  infa 
Or,  lather,  is  not  y 
its  cotd  prerogative,  we  play'd  together 
Our  BporlB,  our  smiles,  our  tears,  were  n 
My  father  was  your  father's  client,  I 
[Its  son's  scarce  less  than  roslar-brolher 
Saw  us  togetller — happy,  heart-full  hour 
Oh  God:  the  dtOerence  'twist  those  hoi 


I  would  have  saved  _ 

We  sprung,  and  you,  devoted  to  the  slalo. 

Was  left  unto  Che  laboors  of  the  humble. 

Slid  you  forsook  me  not :  and  if  my  fortitnes 

Have  not  been  lowering,  't  was  no  fault  of  h 


Muffled 

to  whisper  curses  to 

the 

ed  soldiers,  discont 

nted  ruffians. 

Andde 

brawl  in  tav 

lfto«h 

rdest  not  with  such 

Ihaic 

ost  sight  of  thee,  bu 

Iho, 

To  leai 

a  temperate  hfe.  an 

kthybr 

Withh 

nest  mates,  and  hei 

cerful  a 

What  : 

ath  come  to  thee  T  i 

lollow  e 

And  hi 

less  cheek,  and  thin 

euo 

ulel  nioti 

On  the  accursed  tyranny  which  rides 
Tbe  very  air  in  Venice,  and  makes  men 
Madden  as  in  the  last  hours  cC  the  plague 
Wluch  sweeps  the  soul  deliriously  from  life .' 

Some  villains  have  been  tampering  with  thee,  Bortr 

This  is  not  thy  old  language,  nor  own  thoughts ; 

Some  wretch  has  made  tboe  drunk  with  disa3ectJoo 

But  thou  must  not  be  lost  so,'  thou  iwrf  good 

And  kind,  and  art  not  lit  for  such  base  acts 

As  vice  and  villaiiy  would  put  thee  to : 

Confess— confide  in  me— thou  know'st  my  na  ui3- 

What  is  it  thou  and  thine  are  bound  to  do. 

Which  should  prevent  thy  friend,  the  only  son 

Of  him  who  was  a  friend  unto  thy  father, 

So  that  our  good-will  b  a  heritage 

We  should  bequeath  to  our  posterity 

Such  as  ourselves  received  it,  or  augmented , 

I  say,  what  is  it  thou  must  do,  that  I 

Should  doom  thee  dangerous,  and  keep  the  house 

Like  a  sick  girl  J 
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ITiou  didst  not ;  but  from  out  thy  wolfish  eye, 

So  changed  from  what  I  knew  il,  there  glatea  fotth 

The  glaiiiator.    Ifrny  life's  thine  object^ 

Take  it— I  am  unarni'd,— and  then  away  I 

]  would  not  hdd  my  bteatli  on  such  a  tenure 

As  the  capiiuoua  metcy  of  such  tbinga 

As  fJiDu  and  those  who  have  set  thee  to  thy  task-wofk- 

Socner  than  spill  thy  Hood,  t  peril  mine  ; 


and  all  that  she  inbetiii 


And  so  wiU  perish  ere  lo-mor] 

Morempteries,  andawliilonesi  But  now, 
Ot  Ihou,  or  I,  or  botb,  it  may  be,  are 
Upon  the  verge  of  riun ;  speak  once  out, 
And  thou  art  safe  end  glorious ;  for  'I  is  more 
Glorious  to  save  than  slay,  and  slay  i'  the  dark 


How 


perish  Venice  ralher  than  my  friend '. 

Ob,  what  a  villaia  I  become  fur  thee  I 

Say  rather,  (by  friend's  saviour  and  [ho  state's ,' 
Spoak — pause  not — all  rewards,  all  pledges  for 
Thy  safety  and  diy  welfare ;  waallb  such  as 


I  have  thought  again  i  it  must  not  be — 1  lose  thee- 
Tbou  knowest  it — that  I  stand  here  is  the  proof. 

By  thee,  I  now  must  do  it  by  my  country  1 


We  will  unto  Giovaniu  Gradenigo's, 

And  send  for  Marc  Cornaro ;— Fear  not,  Berlran. ; 

I'his  needful  violence  is  for  thy  safety, 

No  less  than  for  the  general  weal. 


And  thou  art  lost!  thou!  my  sole  benefacl 
The  only  being  who  was  constant  to  me 
Through  every  change.    Yet,  make  me  no 


Wilhui  the  breast  which  trusted  to  his  truth. 
And  uAd  will  strike  the  sSeel  to  tninel 

BEHTRiM.  ^^^_ 

I  rauHt  have  wound  my  soul  up  to  all  things 
Save  this.    Thau  must  not  die !  and  think  how 
Thy  life  is,  when  I  risk  so  many  liveB, 
Nay,  more,  Ibe  life  of  lives,  the  liberty 


',  pass  not  o'er  thy  tbresbold  [ 
.0  moiaeiit  I  go  <brth. 


Bear  me  a  prisoner  ? 


Where  wouldsti 


Neit,  to  the  Dog> 


To  the  Doge? 


Assuredly; 
Is  ho  not  chief  of  the  state? 

Perhaps  at  sunnse 

What  mean  j  ou  7— but  we  'II  know  anon. 


Sure  as  all  gentle  meons  can  make ;  and  if 

They  fail,  you  know  "  The  Ton  "  and  dieir  Iribimal, 

And  that  Saint  Mark's  has  dungeons,  and  the  dungeoni 


Apply  to  it  before  the  dawn 
'ow  hastening  into  heaven. — One  moio  s 
nd  you  shall  perish  piecemeal,  by  the  de 
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SCENE  II. 

Tlis  Ducat  Patoce—lhe  Oogt's  Apa'lmcnl. 

The  Doge  onii  Ids  anphea  Bektdccio  Faliei 

Ajb  all  Die  people  of  our  house  in  muster? 

They  are  array'd,  and  eoget  for  the  signal, 
Within  our  palace  prednoU  at  San  Polo,' 
I  coma  for  jour  last  orders. 

It  had  been 
A3  well  had  there  been  lime  to  have  got  together 
From  my  own  fie^  Val  di  Marino,  more 


Methinli^  my  lord,  ^t  js  better  as  it  is  j 
A  sudden  sweiling  of  our  tetimie 
Had  waked  suspicion ;  and,  though  lit 
The  vassals  of  that  district  are  too  rue 


le  Israel  and  Philip  Calendaro, 

lew  not  well  the  courage  or  the  fiiith ; 

As  yesterday  a  thousand  to  Die  senate ; 
But  once  in,  with  their  hilts  hot  in  their  hands, 
They  must  an  for  then-  oi<n  siies ;  one  strolie  s!i 
And  the  mere  instinct  of  (he  firat-bom  Ciun, 


Of  blood  to  crowds  begets  the  thirst  of  more, 
the  lirst  nine-cup  leads  to  the  long  revel  ^ 
1  you  will  find  a  harder  task  to  quell 
ji  urge  lliem  when  they  iaue  commenced  ,■  but  rifl 


Almost  upon  the  dan 
iirike  upon  Che  bell. 


T^e ;  hut  when  once  the  signal  has  been  given, 
Thtae  are  the  men  for  such  an  enterprise : 
These  oily  slaves  have  all  thtjr  private  bias. 
Their  prejudice  agtatist  or  for  this  noble, 
Which  may  induce  them  to  o'erdo,  or  spare 
Where  mercy  may  be  madness ;  the  fierco  peasants. 
Serfs  of  my  country  of  7al  di  Marino, 
Would  do  the  bidding  of  their  lord  without 

Alike  to  them  Marcello  or  Comaro, 
A  Gradci 


They 


atthosi 


Done  in  the  Reld,  commend  ma  to  my  peasant 
They  made  the  sun  sliine  Ihrough  the  host  of  . 
When  salluiv  burghers  slunk  back  to  their  tent 
And  cower'd  to  hear  their  own  victorious  tnMn 
If  [here  be  small  resistance,  you  will  find 
These  citizens  all  lions,  like  th«r  stimdard ; 
But  if  there 's  much  to  do,  you  '11  wish  with  m 


By  this  time  tliey  are ; 

rhoy  have  command  from  you  through  me  in  person. 

'T  is  weU— Will  the  morn  never  put  to  rest 
These  stars  which  twinkle  yet  o'er  all  the  heavens  7 
1  am  settled  and  bound  up,  and  being  so 
The  very  effort  which  it  co 


!e  this  I 


with  iire 


re  steady.    I  have  wept. 
And  trembled  at  the  thought  of  this  dread  duty  j 

And  look  the  growing  tempest  in  the  face, 
As  doth  the  pilot  of  an  admiral  galley ; 

Beheld  their  fate  met^  in  the  approaching  fight. 
Where  1  was  leader  of  a  phalani,  where 
Thousands  were  sure  to  perish— Yes,  to  spill 
The  rank  polluted  current  from  the  veins 
Of  a  few  bloated  despots  needed  more 
~  lurpose  suoh  as  made 

1,  than  to  fiicB 
The  tdls  and  dangera  of  a  Kfe  of  war. 

It  gladdens  me  to  see  your  former  wisdom 
Subdue  the  fiiries  which  so  wrung  you  ere 
You  wero  dedded. 


Such  blows 
Must  he  struck  suddenly  or  never.    When 
I  had  o'emiaster'd  the  weak  false  remorse 
Which  yeam'd  about  my  heart,  too  fondly  yielding 
A  moment  to  the  feelings  of  old  days, 
I  was  most  fain  to  strike  ;  and,  firstly,  that 

And,  secondly  because  of  all  these  men. 


The  hour  of  action  I  have  stood  as  calm 
TTiey  knew  who  made  ma  what  I  am,  and 


Oft  do  a  public  ri^t  with  priv 
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10  themselves.— 


Away,  then! 
See  that  dio;  slriko  nithout  delay,  and  with 
The  fiist  toll  from  St.  Mark's,  match  on  the  pa 
With  all  our  house's  strength ;  here  I  will  mee 
The  Sixteen  and  iheu  companies  will  move 

Be  sure  jou  post  yourself  by  the  great  gate, 
I  would  not  trust  "  The  Ten  "  except  to  us— 
Therestj  the  rabble  of  patricims,  may 
Glut  the  more  careless  swotds  of  those  leagued 
Remember  that  the  cry  is  s^l  "  Soint  Mark ! 
The  Gen 
Saint  Mark  ei 


When  a  fbtv  years  would  make  t 
I,  upon  the  verge  of  the  unl 
»[id  fio  many  heralds  on  bet 
St  not  ponder  tbb. 

Hark!  11 


Verace,  and  paua 

Even  as  the  eagle  overlooks  his  ptey. 

And  for  a  moment  poised  in  middle  air. 

Suspends  the  motion  of  his  mighty  virhigB, 

Then  swoops  vndi  lus  uneiiing  beak. — Thou  day ! 

That  slowly  walk'st  the  waters !  march— march  on- 

I  would  not  sndle  i'  the  dark,  but  rather  see 

rhat  no  stroke  etrs.    And  you,  ye  Mue  sea-waves 

I  have  seen  you  dyed  ere  now,  and  deeply  too. 

With  Genoese,  Saracen,  and  Hunnlsh  gore, 

While  that  of  Yenice  flow'd  loo,  but  iriciorious : 

Barbatie  blood  can  reconcile  us  now 
Unto  that  honible  incamadme. 
But  fiiend  or  foe  will  toll  in  civic  slaughter. 
And  have  I  hved  to  fourscore  years  for  this  T 
I,  who  was  named  preserver  of  the  city  7 
le  million's  c 


i  up,  imploring  Heave 
And  fame  and  length  of  days — to  see  this  day  7 
Bnt  this  day,  black  wilbui  the  calendar. 
Shall  be  succeeded  by  a  bright  millennium. 
Doge  Dandolo  survived  to  mnely  sumniera 

will  lEsign  a  crown,  and  make  the  stats 


LS  then 


-  A  murmur  as  of  diat 
The  tramp  of  feet  ui  martial  unison  7 

not  be — the  signal  hath  not  rung- 
Why  pauses  it?  My  nephew's  messenger 

LOuld  be  upon  his  way  to  me,  and  he 
Himself  perhaps  even  now  draws  grating  back 

Where  swings  tha  sullen  huge  oracular  bell, 
Wluch  never  knells  but  for  a  princely  death. 
Or  for  a  state  in  peril,  pealing  forth 

And  he  this  peal  Its  awfullest  and  lost. 

i  till  the  strong  tower  roek!— What,  silent  still  7 
lid  go  tbrth,  but  that  my  post  is  here. 

The  ofl-discordant  elements  which  form 

The  wavering  or  the  weak,  in  case  of  conHict; 
?'or  if  they  should  do  battle,  t  wtL  be  here, 
rYithin  the  palace,  that  the  strife  will  thicken ; 


My  nephew,  brave  Berluc&o's  messenger. — 
What  tidings?  Is  he  marching  ?  Hath  ho  spod?— 
3^131  here !— all's  lost— jet  will  I  make  an  effort, 
finler  a  Siosoa  of  the  Night,'  mtk  Guardt,  lU 


And  iuhere  are  they,  and  w%  assembled  7  no 

council  can  be  lawful,  ull  the  prince 
Preside  there,  and  that  duty 's  mine ;  on  thine 


Nor  are  they  in  the  wonted  Hall  of  Council, 
tare  to  disobey  me  then? 
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R^ULoua-Hasl  (h™  weigh'd  well  %  Ufa's  worth. 

KOBE  {aade). 

That  Ihus  you  dare  asaume  a  lawless  funtdon? 

There  now  is  nothmg  left  me  save  to  die ; 

And  yet  how  near  success !  I  would  have  fallen. 

And  proudly,  in  the  hour  of  triumph,  but 

(  am  placod  here  aa  guard  upon  thy  person. 

To  miss  it  thus  ! 

And  not  as  judge  lo  hear  or  lo  decide. 

finicr  QlhlT  SlQBOEB  or  THE  NiGHT  bM  BeKTIFCC.  . 

DOBK  (=.idO- 

Palieho  pris^er. 

All  may  be  well  yet Kinsman,  speed — speed — speed ! 

We  took  him  in  the  act 

or  issuing  from  the  tower,  where,  at  bis  order. 

Woe  to  the  vanquish'd  1  bo  they  prince  and  people, 

As  delegated  from  Ihe  Doge,  the  signal 

Or  slaves  and  senate— 

[The  g-«rf  beU  of  St.  Mm-h'a  tolb. 

Lo!  it  sounds — it  lolls! 

Are  all  the  passes 

COGE  (al=«d). 

Winch  lead  up  to  the  palace  well  secured  ? 

Who  wield  your  mercenary  slaves  in  fear. 

They  are— besides,  it  mailers  not ;  the  chiefs 

It  is  your  knell— Smell  on,  thou  lusty  peal  1 

Now,  kiia.es,  what  ransom  for  you.  livesj 

Confusion! 

UncJe! 

Stand  ID  your  arms,  and  guard  the  door — all 's  lost. 

Unless  that  fearful  beU  be  alenced  soon. 

The  officer  hath  miss'd  his  path  or  purpose. 

Anaelmo,  with  thy  company  proceed 

Who  would  have  deem'd  it  7-Ah !  one  moment  soono- 

Straight  lo  the  tower ;  the  rest  remain  mth  me. 

[Eiit  a  port  of  the  Guard. 

That  moment  would  have  changed  Ihe  fane  of  agei ; 

Thia  gives  us  lo  eternity— W«  '11  meet  it 

Wretch !  if  thou  wouldsl  have  thy  vile  Ufe,  implore  it ; 

As  men  whose  triumph  is  not  in  success. 

It  is  not  now  a  lease  of  uity  seconds. 

But  who  can  make  their  own  mmds  all  in  all 

Ay,  send  Ihy  roiserahla  ruffians  forth ; 

Equal  to  every  fortune.     Droop  not,  'tis 

They  never  shall  return. 

Yet  if  they  send  us,  as 't  is  like,  together, 

So  let  it  be! 

Let  us  go  worthy  of  our  sires  and  selves. 

They  die  then  in  Iheir  duly,  aa  will  I. 

I  shall  not  shame  you,  uncle. 

Foul  1  the  high  eagle  flies  at  nobler  game    . 

So  thou  provok'st  not  peril  by  resistance. 

And  learn  (if  souls  so  much  obscured  ciui  bear 

Until  Ihe  Council  call  ye  to  your  trial. 

To  gaie  upon  the  sunbeatna)  lo  be  free. 

Ourlrial!  willlhey keep  Ihoir  mockery  up 

And  learn  thou  to  be  captive— It  hath  ceased, 

Even  lo  the  last?  hut  let  them  deal  upon  us 

irActeHesosMtoloH. 

As  we  had  dealt  on  them,  bo!  with  less  pomp. 

The  ttiiitorOHS  signal,  which  was  to  have  set 

'Tis  but  a  game  of  mutual  homicides. 

The  bloodhound  mob  on  Ihrir  patrician  prey— 

Who  have  cast  lota  for  the  first  death,  ajid  they 

■nis  kneU  hath  runs,  but  it  is  not  the  senate's ! 

Have  won  with  false  dice  7- Who  hath  been  our  Judas  ] 

EOOEtofiB-apOKSO- 

All's  silent,  and  all's  lost! 

Now,  Doge,  denounce  ma 

As  rebel  slave  of  a  revolted  counial ! 

Even  now  deposing  to  the  secret  giunta. 

Have  I  not  done  my  duly? 

Bertram,  the  Bergamaskl  With  what  vile  toora 

Peace,  thou  thing ! 

We  operate  lo  slay  or  save !  This  creature. 

Thou  httBt  done  a  wMthy  deed,  and  earn'd  the  price 

Of  blood,  and  they  who  use  thee  will  reward  thee. 

Rewards  and  honours,  and  he  slampt  in  story 

But  Ihou  werl  sent  to  watch,  and  not  lo  prate. 

With  the  geese  in  the  Capitol,  which  gabbled 

As  thou  said'at  even  noiv— then  do  thine  office. 

T3}  Rome  awoke,  and  had  an  annual  triumph, 

Hot  let  it  be  in  syence,  as  behoves  thee. 

While  Manlius,  who  huri'd  down  the  Gauls,  wa?  sa- 

Since,  though  thy  prisoner,  I  am  thy  prince. 

From  the  Tarpeian. 

He  aspired  to  treason 

Due  lo  your  rsjik :  in  this  I  shall  obey  you. 

And  sought  lo  rule  tlie  slate. 
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FaroKoll,  uncle ! 
If  wo  shall  meet  again  in  life  I  know  not, 

Yea,  and  our  aiHiits,  which  shall  yet  go  forth, 

And  do  what  oiir  frail  day,  thus  clogg'd,  halh  fiiil'd  ii 

They  canno!  fjuencb  the  memory  o(  thoee 

Who  would  have  hurl'd  them  from  Iheir  gnilly  Ihrone 


Was  bred  a  soldier,  n 


■iSs  ffafi  of  Ihe  Counoii  0/  Ten  atseoAIcd  uiilli  I. 
addiliimal  Senators,  viia,  m  the  Triais  of  the  Cm 
^/iralornfar  lAe  IVmsob  o/Makiho  Fslisbo,  am 
fined  \diat  iDDS  called  Ihe  Gin'aa.—OuanU,  QJ 
ceri,  etc.,  «o.— Israki.  Bertuccio  laut  PiiiLi 
CAtEdDARO  OS  Prisoners,— BeB,THAM,Liom,(a 
H'imss™,  etc. 

The  Chief  of  the  Ten,  Bebibtehue. 


Thori 


,  after  so 


t  ofibnci 


But  to  prmiounce  on  these  ohdurate  men 

To  thoafl  who  hear  sod  those  who  speak.    Alas  1 

Of  office  should  he  siigmaiizcd  through  all 
The  J  -        •       ■  -       ■ 


at  foul 


elajuel 


id  free  sL 


k  'gainsi 


The  Saracen  and  the  sohismaUc  Greek, 

A  city  wbiiA  has  open'd  India's  wealth 
To  Europe;  the  last  Soman  refuge  from 
( I'erwhelming  Attila  ;  the  ocean's  queen ; 
I'roud  Genoa's  prouder  rival !  T  is  to  sap 
The  throne  of  such  a  city,  these  lost  men 
llarerisk'dand  forfeited  their  worthless  lives— 
So  let  them  die  the  death. 

We  are  prepared; 
\  uur  tacks  have  done  that  for  ua.    Let  us  die. 

[|  yo  have  that  to  say  which  would  obtain 

Will  hear  you  ;  i.  you  have  aught  to  confess, 


Are  fully  proved  hy  jour  accomplices, 
And  all  which  circumstance  can  add  10  a 


Go,  aak  yoin'  racks  what  Ihey  have  wrung  from  us. 
Or  place  us  Ihero  agam;  we  have  stJl  some  hlood  left, 

But  this  re  dare  not  do ;  for  if  vie  die  there— 

And  you  have  leil  m  little  life  to  spend 

Upon  your  engmes,  gorged  with  pangs  already — - 

Ye  lose  the  public  spectacle  with  which 

You  would  appal  your  slaves  to  further  slavery  1 

Groans  are  not  words,  nor  agony  assent. 

Nor  alfirmalion  truth,  if  nature's  sense 

Should  overcome  the  soul  into  a  he, 

For  a  short  respite— Must  we  bear  or  die  7 


Siy,  w' 


implieesT 


)u  know  the  Doge? 

I  served  with  him  at  Zar 
the  tield,  when  </im  were  pleading  here  your  v 
To  present  ofEce ;  we  exposed  our  lives, 
WhUe  you  but  hazarded  the  lives  of  others, 
Alike  by  accusation  or  defence ; 
And,  for  Ihe  rest,  all  Venice  knows  her  Doge, 
Through  bis  great  acLons,  and  the  senate's  insul 


You  have 


with  him  T 
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Most  true,  it  uifl  do  go; 
A  former  application  did  bo  ;  but 


iviioe'cr 
TTie  cidprii  be  whom  I  aocuse  of  treaaon  1 

Without  doubl,  he  will  be  brought  up  to  tri 

And  on  this  testimony  would  he  perish  1 


Then  took  well  to  thy  proud  self,  President  1 
For  by  the  etermty  which  yawns  before  me, 
1  swear  that  Ihmi,  and  only  thou,  ehalt  be 
The  Irmtor  I  denounce  upon  that  ratk, 
If  I  be  stretch'd  there  for  the  second  time. 


Onna^ipy  men !  prepare  for  instant  death. 
The  nature  of  your  crime— our  law— and  peril 
The  state  new  stands  in,  leave  not  an  hour's  respite 
Guarila !  lead  them  fonJi,  ajid  upon  the  balcony 
ur  the  red  columns,  where,  on  festal  Thursday,* 
Tlic  Uoge  stands  to  behold  the  chase  of  bulls, 

Their  wavering  relics,  in  the  place  of  judgmei^ 
To  the  full  view  of  the  asfembled  people  I 
And  Heaven  have  mercy  on  their  souls  1 


To  ait  up  the  distracted  multitude— 
Guardsl  let  thdr  mouths  be  gagg'd,'  oven 


But,  for  your  liieods,  «uch  interviews  would  be 
Paiidul  lo  them,  and  useless  all  to  you. 


Ufe ;  at  least. 
All  those  who  had  not  hiart  to  nsk  their  lives 
Upon  their  open  thoughts ;  but  still  I  deem'd 
That,  in  the  last  few  moments,  the  same  idlu 

idom  of  speech  accorded  to  the  dying, 
Would  not  now  be  denied  to  us ;  but  since 

it  them  hava  their  way,  brave  Calendar! 

iiatterafew  syllables?  let's  die 

It  the  slightest  show  of  favour  from  then 

1  our  blood  tnore  readily  ap"" 

To  Heaven  against  them,  and  mo 
■  3,  than       ■  ■ 


They  tremble  at  our  voices— nay,  they  dre.ul 
Our  very  silence — let  them  live  in  fear  1 — 

I  them  unto  their  thoughts,  and  let  us  now 
:s3  our  own  above  I — London;  we  are  reaily. 


m  thus ;  and  you  pale  villain, 


testify 


or  written  of  our  dying  w 


ik  this  task ;  'I  was  forced  upon  > 


[E«, 


1 ISRAE 


DAHO,  Guards,  «=. 

Now  that  these  criminals  have  been  diEpose. 

Upon  the  greatest  traitor  upon  record 
In  any  annals,  the  Doge  Pahero  < 
The  proofs  and  prorjGs  are  complete;  the  L 
And  crime  require  a  quick  procedure :  shall 
He  now  he  call'd  in  to  receive  the  award  ? 


vill  escai 


His  libellous  tale  of  tri 


ion  'gain 


Prisoner,  irilJi  Guaras,  ti 

Doge— for  such  still  you  are,  and  by  the  law 
Must  be  considet'd,  till  the  hour  shall  come 
When  f  ou  must  doff  the  duct^  bonnet  frow 
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Whom 


eyouw 


A  aly's  glory— we  bive  laid  already 
Ss&ffe  you  Id  your  chamber  at  fiill  ]eaglh, 
By  UiB  Avogadori,  all  Ihe  proofs 
Whicb  havo  i^ppeuM  a^ain&t  you ;  and  m 
Ne'er  ttat'd  theit  sanguinary  shadows  to 
Confront  a  traitor.  What  have  you  u>  say 
In  your  defence  1 

What  shall  1  say  to  ye. 

You  are  at  ones  olTenders  and  accusets, 


Having  confess'd,  tl 
Anil  who  be  they? 


Iheir  fellow 
And  where  1 


■e  they? 


Ah  I  the  plebeian  Bi 
And  the  qiilcK  Cossi 
How  did  they  meet 


It  is  approaching.     Yon  c 


The  signory  of  Venice  1  You 
Yoa-^au,  who  eit  there,  tmt 


Stand  crawn'd,  but  bound  and  helpless,  at  Ihe  altai 
Where  yru  alone  could  muiister.    I  Ime™  noi— 

Which  reach'd  me  first  at  Rome,  and  1  obey'd; 

The  jealous  ri^lance  which  always  led  you 
To  mock  and  mat  your  sovereign's  best  intents, 
You  had,  even  in  the  interregnum  of 
My  journey  to  the  capital,  euriail'd 

Yet  left  the  duke :  all  this  I  bore,  and  would 
Hate  borne,  until  my  very  hearth  was  stain'd 
By  the  pollution  of  your  ribaldiy, 
Andhf 


Of  such  a  crime,  as  on  the  oU  Boman  table. 

Already:  you  oppress'd  the  prince  and  people 

'rlie  eentenoo  against  parriode  was  left 

I  would  have  freed  both,  and  have  fail'd  in  bo 

Inpureforgclfubieas;  they  oould  not  render 

The  price  of  such  success  would  have  been  g 

That  penal,  which  ha  J  ndther  name  nor  thought 

Vengeance,  and  violory,  and  such  a  name 

In  their  peat  bosomai  who  would  have  foreseen 

As  would  have  made  Venetian  history 

That  nature  could  be  filed  to  such  a  crime 

Rival  10  that  of  Greece  and  Syracuse, 

As  sons  'gainst  sires,  and  princes  'gainst  their  re 

alms? 

When  they  were  freed,  and  flourish'd  ages  all 

Y«ur  sin  hath  made  us  moke  a  law  which  will 

And  mute  to  Gelon  and  to  Thrasyhulus ; 

Become  «.  piecedenl  'gainst  such  naught  traitors 

Filing,  I  know  the  penalty  of  failure 

A«  would  with  treason  maunl  to  tyranny ; 

Will  judge,  when  Venice  is  no  more,  or  tree ; 

They  can  convert  -t  W  a  two-edged  sword ! 

Till  then,  the  truth  is  m  abeyance.     Pause  not 

Was  not  the  place  of  Doge  sufficient  for  ye  1 

What 's  nobler  tnaB  the  signory  of  V«uce  i 

My  life  was  staked  upon  a  mighty  hazard, 

)ne  of  the  Forty ;  «  The  Ten  "  ha- 
^  Giunta  of  patridans  from  Ihe  senj 
['o  aid  our  judgment  in  a  trial  arduoi 
Ind  novel  as  the  present,  he  was  se 


Because  the  Doge,  who  should  protect  the  law 
Seeking  to  abrogate  all  law,  can  claim 
No  punishment  of  others  by  the  slatules 
Which  he  himself  denies  and  violates  I 

Where  he  now  nis,  to  glut  bun  with  my  death, 

Which  your  foul,  outward,  jugglmg  show  of  jUS 

'Twas  purUy  compared  with  your  protection. 

And  can  it  be,  that  the  groat  Doge  of  Vtniei, 
With  three  parts  of  a  century  of  years 
And  honours  on  his  head,  could  thus  albw 


All  feel 


i-uch 


by  Google 


MARINO  FALIERO. 


And  being  lost,  Iskb  whal  I  would  have  taken ! 
I  would  have  etood  alone  amidst  yuut  tanibe ; 


Fortime  ia  femaJe ;  from  my  youth  her  favours 
Wore  not  withhcU ;  the  fault  was  mine  to  hope 
!!«■  former  smiles  again  at  this  lale  hour. 

You  do  not  ibeii  in  aught  arraign  our  equilj'  ? 

Noble  TenetiajiB!  stir  me  not  with  questions. 

Have  sometlung  of  the  blood  of  brighter  daya. 
And  am  not  over-patianl.  Pray  you,  spare  me 
Further  interrogation,  which  boots  nolhmg, 

1  shall  but  answer  that  which  will  offend  you, 

'T  is  true,  these  sullon  walls  should  yield  no  echo ; 

more,  they  have  tongues; 


way  for  truth  to  o'orleap  them. 


There  were  no 

You  who  conde 

Yet  could  not  bear  m  silencB  to  your  graves 

What  you  would  hear  frOTi  me  of  good  or  evil ; 

The  secret  were  too  mighty  for  jour  soob : 

A  danger  which  would  double  that  you  escape- 
Such  my  defence  would  be,  had  I  full  scopo 

words  are  M«igj, 


i  oflenti 


hiohlongo 


je  them ;  bury  m: 


And  though  too  oil  ye  made  me 

Let  me  die  cahnly ;  you  rlay  grunt  me  this ; — 

I  deny  nothing — defend  nothing — nothing 

I  ask  of  you,  but  silence  for  myself, 

And  sentence  from  the  conn 

This  full  admission 
Spares  us  the  harsh  necessity  of  ordering 
The  torture  to  elieil  the  whole  tnith. 

The  torture !  you  have  put  me  there  already 

Add  the  corporeal  racit,  you  may ;  these  limbs 
Win  yield  with  age  to  crushing  iron ;  but 
rhere  's  thai  vtithin  my  heart  shall  strain  your  engines. 
Enler  on  Of ficEB. 


hall  she  be  admitted? 


Oh,  admirable  laivs  of  Venice  I 
Which  would  admil  the  wife,  m  the  full  hoj 
That  she  might  testify  against  the  husband. 
What  glory  to  the  chaste  Venetian  dames  T 

Sit  here,  do  well  to  act  in  their  vocation. 
Now,  villain  Stenol  if  this  woman  fail, 
1  ^11  pardon  thee  thy  lie,  and  thy  escape. 
The  DircHESs  altera. 


Lady  J  this  just  tribunal  has  resolved. 
Though  the  request  be  strange,  to  grant  it,  and, 
Whatever  be  its  purport,  to  accord 
A  patient  hearing  with  the  duo  respect 
Which  fits  your  ancestry,  your  rank,  and  tirtues 
But  you  turn  pale— ho  J  there,  look  to  the  lady  1 
Place  a  chair  instantly. 


Your  pleasure,  lady? 


Andee 


itb,  havi 


at  the  ^ 


The  ahmptness  of  my  ci 

Is  it 1  cannot  speak — I  eannol  shape 

The  question — but  you  answer  it  ere  spoken. 
With  eyes  averted,  and  with  gloomy  brows — 
Oh  God  1  this  is  the  silence  of  the  grave ! 

Spare  us,  and  spare  thyself  the  repetition 
Of  our  most  awful,  but  ineiorable 


And  was  he  guilty  ? 

Lady !  the  natural  distraclion  of 

Thy  thoughts  at  such  a  moment  makes  the  question 

Merit  forgiieness  ;  else  a  doubt  like  this 

Against  a  just  and  paramount  Iiihunal 

Were  deep  offence.     But  question  even  the  Doge ; 
I  And  if  he  can  deny  the  proofs,  believe  h^nl 
I  Guiltless  as  thy  own  bosom. 


My  lord-.-my  sovereign— my  poor  ^ither^s  Inena- 
The  mighty  in  the  field,  the  sage  In  council ; 
Unsay  the  words  of  this  msri<— Thou  art  silent , 

He  hath  alieady  own'd  to  his  own  guilt. 
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Ay,  but  hn  niiiBt  not  die !  Spare  his  Few  yeara, 
Whicb  pier  and  shame  will  soon  cut  down  to  daJBl 

Near  sisieen  lualres  crowded  with  hrave  aets. 


His. 


le  l\ilfill'd  witliout  re 


or  lime  ot  ]>enaUy — 't  is  a  decree. 

He  hath  been  guilty,  but  tliero  may  be  mercy. 

Not  in  this  caae  wiih  juBtice, 

Alasl  signor, 


He  was  a  subject,  and  halh  aerveH  the  sta 
He  VBS  your  gensr&l,  and  hath  saved  Ihe 
He  is.your  sovereign,  and  hath  rulsd  the  ; 

He  is  a  traitor,  and  bettay'd  the  slate. 

And,  but  for  him,  there  now  had  been  no 

There  lo  pronouuee  the  death  of  your  deli 
Had  now  been  groaning  at  a  Moslem  oar, 
Or  dig^ng  in  the  Hunnlsh  mines  in  fetters 

No,  lody,  there  are  oihers  who  would  die 


But  with  the  spirit  of  my  father's  friend. 
Thou  hast  been  guilty  o{  a  great  ofTence, 
Half-canceU'd  by  the  barsliness  of  these  men. 

Have  begg'd  as  famish'd  mendicants  for  bread- 
Have  wept  as  they  will  cry  tmia  Iheir  God 

Had  it  been  titlmg  for  thy  name  or  mine, 
Aiul  if  the  cruelty  in  their  cold  eyes 
Hail  not  announced  Ihe  heartless  wralli  within. 
Then,  as  a  prince,  address  thee  to  thy  doom ! 


Thy  suir.g  to  these  r 


ty  wretches,  fioo 


noge, 
A  wmd  with  Ihee,  and  with  tJiia  noble  lady. 
Whom  1  liBi«  grisTonsly  oSended.    Would 


Cotild  cancel  the  inexorable  past! 

nee  that  eannot  be,  as  Christians  let  w 
Say  iarewell,  and  in  peace ;  with  full  contriti 

And  give,  however  weak,  my  prayers  for  botJ 

age  Benintende,  now  chief  judge  nf  Venitf 


ich  as  he  is ;  would  that  ethers  had 
Deepiaod  him  as  1  pity !  I  prefer 
My  honour  to  a  thousand  lives,  could  such 

Hngle  life  of  others' lost  for  that 
Winch  nothing  human  can  inipugn^.^the  si 
Of  nrlue,  looking  not  to  what  is  called 
A  good  name  for  reward,  but  to  itselC 


To  whmi  dishonour's  shadi 


Ofberhighaiery;  letw 
Behold,  and  feel,  and  euF 
To  wretches  how  they  ta 
■  lings  ofa--- 


r  Ihel 


^e  made  the  lion  m 


IE  Ihe  h 
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A  wife's  dishonour  unlong'd  Ron 

An  injured  husband  brought  Ihe  Gauls  to  ( 

And  thence  to  Bome,  which  perish'd  for  a 

An  obscene  gesture  cost  CaUgula 

ffis  life,  while  earth  yet  bora  his  cruelties ; 

■     ■       ■  ■    -     ■     I  Moorish  pi 


AndSl 


'slie,e( 


ith  dedmated  Venice,  put  in  peril 

senate  which  hath  stood  eight  hundred  years, 

id  Cirged  new  fetters  for  a  groanbig  people ! 
Let  the  poor  wretch,  Uke  to  the  courtesan 
Who  fired  Persopolis,  he  proud  of  this, 
If  it  so  please  him— 't  were  a  pride  fit  for  him ! 
Bui  let  him  no(  insult  the  last  honrs  of 
Him,  who,  wl 


Nothing  of  good  ca 


I  of  his 


lo  himself,  that  lowest  depth 


And  higher  bangs  suffer 

'tis  the  cha 

OrUfe.    The  man  who 

les  by  the  ad 

May  have  the  crawler  c 

ueh'd,  hutfee 

;  and  some 

In  soul,  mitfo  than  the  li 

nng  things  of 
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t  know  ii  will,  and  yet  I  muBi  i 
Fur  '1  is  a  part  of  mine — I  will 

Naj,  fear  not  either  ahriek,  or  i 


0,  DogB  of  Ven 


f  Val  di  Mali 


I,  Sena; 


■al  of  the  Fleet  and  Army, 
Noble  Venetian,  many  times  and  oil 
£nu-u9.^d  by  the  state  with  high  employ menls, 
Even  to  the  highest,  listen  to  the  Bentenee. 
CtBivicl  by  many  witneaaaa  ajid  proofs. 


Of  Iri 


Unia  IbLa  trial— t 
Thyna 


idfron 


is  death, 
into  the  I 


)ard  of 


lords,  BS 


day  of  Ihanksgivin. 
For  this  mr  most  miraculous  deli 
PThen  thou  art  noted  in  our  ealent 
With  earDiquakes,  pestilence,  an: 
And  the  great  enemy  of  man,  as  i 
Of  grateful  massea  fw  Heaven's  ( 
Our  lives  and  country  from  thy  wiiMeuiiiwj. 
Tho  place  wherein  as  Doge  thou  shouldei;  be  painted, 
With  thins  ilhistrinus  predecessors,  ia 
To  be  left  vacant,  with  a  death-hlaeli  veil 

ig  ova  IhesB  dim  words  engraved  bsnealh,— 


Hatching 


iTMaj 


lo  Fahen 


itler  10  record  the  facts, 
itemplator  nughl  approve. 


When  the  bchdder 


Where  thou 
And  liiere,  I 
Upon  the  sp' 


im  alreaJy ;  and  ray  blood  will 

To  Heaven  before  the  s oub  of  ll 

Imy  lands  confiscated? 


ftin  reserved  tl 
Sear  to  Treviao,  which  I  hoU  by  investmenl 
From  Laurence,  the  Count-bishop  of  Cenec 
In  fief  perpetual  to  myself  and  heirs, 
To  portion  them  {leaving  my  city  spoil, 
-       '  suraa,  to  your  forfeit; 


Wust  be  inunodi 


ire  it.— And  the  lime? 

Ble.— Make  tliy  peace  with  God ; 


nd  goods,  and 
jcepllwolho, 

hat 's  harsh — ' 


They  are: 
and  all  kind  of  Ire 
cats — theae  dispoa 


ould  ha 


,w  by  ti 

The  Giunta,  i 
Alone  will  be 
And  they  are 

The  Doge  1 

Yes,  DoM,  ti 


to  speak  unto  the  people ;  they 

inds  Bwatming  al  Ihe  gates, 
led:  the  Ten,  the  Avogadori, 
the  chief  men  of  the  Forty, 
ilders  of  thy  doom, 


!ven  Ihe  Inesiiable  dea 


Thy  guides  to  the  place  where  first  we  i 
'Tnited  to  thee  as  thy  subjects,  and 
Thy  senate  (  and  must  now  be  parted  fr 
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SCENE  II. 
3^  Ihge't  Ap&rlmsnt. 


Aiid  I  will  leave  the  few  last  grains  d 
Which  yet  remain  of  Iho  accorded  he 
Slill  ^ling— I  bave  done  with  Time. 


this  black  union, 
lyfalher-awiah, 
lu  haet  aeal'd  Ihioe  own. 


outh,  and  eerved  the  i 


(Jonvey'd  the  Host  aroused  my  rash  young  anger. 

And  this  prou 

By  Btranga  delay,  and  arrogant  reply 

And  all  which 

To  my  reproof;  1  raised  my  band  bM  smote  bin.. 

Shall  be  a  de 

UnlLI  be  reel'd  beneath  his  holy  burtlien ; 

A  hissmg  and 

.\nd,  as  be  rose  from  earib  again,  be  raised 

A  Carthage, 

His  tremulous  hands  bi  pious  wrath  towards  Heaven. 

Speak  not  thu 

He  lum'd  to  me,  and  said,  "The  hour  will  come 

Sweeps  o'er 

When  He  tliou  haat  o'erlbrown  shall  overthtow  thee ; 

Thyself  and 

The  glory  shall  depart  from  out  thy  house. 

ThB  wisdom  shall  be  shaken  from  thy  soul. 

I  stand  within 

And  ui  thy  bast  maturity  of  mind. 

Into  eternity. 

A  madness  of  the  heart  shall  seize  upon  Ihee ; 

Passion  EhaU  tear  thee  when  aU  pas^ons  coasa 

For  the  last  ti 

in  other  men,  or  mtJIow  into  virtues ; 

Unto  all  time 

And  majesty,  which  decks  all  other  heads. 

And  they  who 

But  prove  to  thee  the  heralds  of  destruction, 

And  hoary  hairs  of  shame,  and  both  of  death. 

But  not  such  death  as  (its  an  aged  man." 

Thus  saying,  be  pasa'd  on. — That  hour  is  come. 

Then  farewell 

Which  usher'd 
The  pilot  was  n 
Between  the  pi 


■ael  out  of  Egypt,  li 
rscl  Sauit  Mark's, 


And  yet  t  And  a  comfort 
The  thought  that  these  thbiga  are  the  i 
"     '  wouM  rather  yield  to  gods  than  i 


.pable— they  could  not  bo 


wretches  take  thy  flight  to  hea' 


But  thou  OB 
ibig  my  ei 


ides,  of  all  the  fruit  of  these  long  year 

Glory,  and  weollh,  and  power,  and  fame. 

Which  generally  leave  some  flowers  U  bic 

o'er  the  grave,  I  have  nothing  M,  1 


And  outlived  evRry  thing,  except  thy  hean. 
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The  pure,  the  ^eod,  the  genrle^  nhieh  ™l11  oft 
Wilh  uniiDpair^d  but  not  a  clamorous  grief 

She  h3.1h  no  breath,  no  pulse  1  Guards !  lend  your  i 

When  she  shakes  olT  this  temporary  death, 
1  shaU  be  with  the  Etcinal— Call  her  women- 
One  look!— how  cold  her  hand!  as  cold  as  mine 
ShaU  be  era  she  recorers.— Gently  tend  ter, 

[TSe  niiendinfa  of  Aboioliba  eni( 


Of™ 


lYit  Ihe  Dog 


,  Gsarils,  e. 


SCENE  in. 

The  CioTliiflTK  Ducal  Pdare:  ihe  OMter  galei  a 
shut  agaaisl  tlie  paiple-—''l'fte  Doge  enfers  in  A 
dacal  robes,  in  proceaioa  vnth  /he  Coundt  of  1\ 
and  ither  PafndanSj  attended  bif  the  GJJOa'ds,'' till 
fheif  a/rive  at  ^  fop  of  the  "  Giant^e  StaiFcaf 
{wfiere  the  Doges  took  the  DaJhs)j  the  Esrecjititrner 
!la£!imrd  there  viith  hit  sword.  On  arriving,  a  Chief 
of  Me  Ten  taies  qff"  the  ducal  cap  from  the  Dogi' 


,mA 

[arkio  Paliero 

le  so,  though 

utl'or 

rown'd,  BJid ! 

nn\  1 

ved  the  fatal  or 

namcn 

Ye  winds !  which  llutler'd  o'er  as  if  you  loved  il. 
And  fiird  my  swelling  sails  as  Ihey  were  wafted 
To  maji;  a  triumph  I  Thou,  my  naUvo  earth. 
Which  I  have  bled  for,  and  thou  foreign  earth. 
Which  dtanb  this  willing  blood  from  many  a  wound  I 

Reek  up  R>  Heaven!  Ye  skies,  which  wiM  receive  it! 
Thou  sun !  which  slunest  on  these  Ihmgs,  and  Thou 
Who  kindlest  uid  who  quenchest  suns  '—Attest ! 
I  am  not  innocent— but  are  llieee  gtultlees  t 
I  perish,  but  not  miavengod ;  lar  ages 
Float  up  from  the  abps  of  thne  to  be, 
And  show  these  eyes,  before  they  close,  the  doom 
Of  this  proud  city,  and  I  leave  my  curse 

Are  silently  engendering  of  the  day. 
When  she  who  built  'gainst  Attila  a  bulwark, 
Shall  yield,  and  Moodlessly  and  basely  yield 
Unto  a  bastard  Attila,  wilhout 
Sheddbg  BO  much  blood  lo  her  last  defence 
As  these  old  veins,  oft  drain'd  in  shieldmg  her, 
rifice.- She  sf 


tend  my  nephew  to  Ibeir 


EENINTEKDE. 

Proud  of  some  name  Ihey  have  disgraced,  or  sp 

They  shall  be  cared  for ; 

From  an  aitultress  boaslfnl  of  her  guilt 

Wilh  some  krgo  gondolier  or  foreign  soldier. 

Unheard-of!  ay,  there 's  not  a  histwy 

Thy  sons  are  in  the  lowest  scale  of  being. 

Agaijat  Ihe  people ;  but  to  sot  them. free 

Slaves  turn'd  o'er  to  the  vanquish'd  by  the  yicto 

One  Bovereisjn  only  died,  and  one  is  dying. 

Despised  by  cowards  for  greater  cowardice, 

And  who  are  Ihcy  who  fell  in  such  a  cause  ? 

Defy  aU  codes  to  image-or  to  name  them ; 

The  Elng  of  Sparla,  and  Ihe  Doge  of  Venice — 

Then,  when  of  Cyprus,  now  ihy  subject  king.lo 

AgisandFaliero! 

All  thine  inheritance  shall  be  her  shame 

EESISTEHDE. 

EntaiI'd  on  thy  leas  virtuous  daughters,  grown 

Hast  thou  mora 

To  utter  or  to  do? 

When  all  Ihe  ills  of  eonquer'd  states  shall  cfinE 

Vice  wilhout  splendour,  shi  without  relief 

May  I  speak? 

Even  from  the  gloss  of  love  to  smooth  it  o'er, 

Bnt  in  its  stead  coarse  lusts  of  habitude, 

Thoumay'st; 

I  grow  a  portion 


nd  sold,  and  bi 
fho  shall  despise  he 


1  appaoi 


lo  thosi 


Beggars  tor  n<^leB,  panders  for  a  people!'^ 
Then,  when  the  Hebrew's  m  thy  palaces," 
The  Hun  in  thy  high  places,  and  the  Greek 
Walks  o'er  thy  marl,  and  smiles  on  it  for  hia ! 
When  thy  patricians  beg  their  hitter  bread 
In  narrow  streels,  and  in  their  shameful  need 


10  still  re 


Of  their  great  fathers'  heritage  shall  fawi 
Roimd  a  barbarian  Vice  of  Kings'  Tice-gere 
Even  in  the  palace  where  they  sway'd  as  so 
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Meanness  and  weirlineEE. 
•Gainsl  which  thou  wilt  no 
Ilava  niada  ihee  last  en  J 
Then,  m  the  last  gasp  of 

Thou  den  of  drunkatds  \ 


lastimes  without  pit 


[Enfer  on  tfie  Ealamy  of  i/w  Palure  luAWi/rontt  Soin 
it  thrice  before  the  peoplBf  ant 


Mark's  Place 
saard.    J 


iealt  upon  the  mighlj  Iraitor !" 
\The  gates  are  opened;  the  ]>opulQee  rush  in  lotimrdM 
the  "  GiiuWa  Staircase,"  where  the  e^recution  hm 
taken  place.     Tiie  forcmosl  of  them  exdidins  to 


IE  tiiTiiBf  and  addresses  the  Eje-* 
Slaie,  do  thine  office ; 


SCENE  IV. 
The  PimiU  and  Piaz^etta  of  Saml  Mark's.~'J7ie  Pea 
pis  in  crowds  gatfiet^  round  the  grated  gajee  of  the 
Ducat  Pdoce,  aAicA  are  shot. 


Note  1.  Pago  348,  lino  G3. 

A  historical  fact.     See  Marin  SanuW's  Lives  of  tire 

Nota2.  Page  SSI,  line  69. 
A  uoniloli  with  one  osr  onlr. 

iswiill^),  and  Di\en  is  so  from  niotivca  of  privacy,  and 
iinoe  the  decay  of  Venice)  of  economy. 


Eiacpt  the  oc 


a  of  (hoai 


Ona  has  approach^  the  Oo^,  and  now  the;  strip 
The  ducal  bonnet  from  his  bead— and  now 

TheingUtter,  and  his  lips  move— Hush!  hush!  No, 
*T  was  but  a  mumiur^Cufse  upon  the  distance ! 
~  "      iioulale,  but  the  v 


Swells  up  Uke  m 
R-V.  gather  a  sole  s 


Mtbun 


would  wi 


loar  him.^.'How  his  hoary  hair 

in  the  wind  bke  foam  upon  the  wave ! 

w — he  kneels — and  now  they  form  a  circle 


Koto  6.  Page  273,  line  43. 

"  Giovedi  Grasso,"  "fat  or  greasy  Tliursday,"  whit 

cannot  literally  translate  in  the  tezt,  was  the  day. 

Note  7.  Page  £73,  line  57. 


Historical  fac 
agedy. 

No 

Sec  Sanuto,  in  the  app 
e  3.  Page  275,  line  59. 

ndii  to  thU 

PlfQibera,  iWlahoboadra: 

The  Venetian 
an,  of  "Cons 

senate  took  the  same  lilte 
ript  Fathers." 

as  the  Ro- 

No 

e  9.  Pago  279,  line  36. 

This  was  the 
Frenchman  w 

■Ti»wihajo,it»T,. 
Lctual  reply  of  Bailli,niaire 
o  made  taim  ihe  same  rep 

of  Paris,  to 
each  on  bis 

T  isplr  iney  did  lo  keep  thoir  portals  batr'd. 
Viriild  we  bad  known  the  work  tbey  were  preparing 
]i  D  wi.  were  sununon'd  here ;  we  would  bate  brought 
f  eoDons,  obA  forced  tbeni  1 


jecu    1  need  hardly  remuid  the  gentle 
fiiulity  of  their  delectinn  by  reference  ic 
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Nole  10.  Page  279,  lina  35. 
BoRgara  for  noblea,  paodeia  for  a  people 
Should  Ihe  dramatii  picture  eeeni  hitrsh,  let  the 
readsr  look  lo  ihe  hiatorical,  of  Iho  period  prophesiedf 
or  rather  of  the  few  years  preceding  that  period.  Vol- 
lajre  csleulatad  Ihar  "  noalre  benemerite  Metetrid," 
al  twelve  ihouaand  or  regulars,  without  including  vol- 
unteers and  local  nulitui,  on  what  authority  I  know  not ; 
but  it  ia  perhaps  the  only  {>art  of  the  population  not 
decreased.  Venice  once  contained  two  hundred  thou- 
sand inhaiHiant}! ;  there  are  now  about  ninety  thou- 
sand, and  THESE ! !  Fsw  indi?idual3  can  conceive,  and 
none  eotiM  describe  the  actual  stale  into  which  the 
n  infernal  tyranny  of  Austria  haa  plunged  this 


hapiiy  c. 


Notel 


Pages? 


ie3li. 


In  Doge,  quando  i  giudld  raranno 


Of  the  first  fifty  Doges,  jW  ahdicated— Jfus  wi 
banisheJ  with  their  eyes  put  out— ;/iiis  were  msssacbj 
— and  aim  daposed  i  so  thai  ninelfen  out  of  fifty  lost 

thiT  oceurr^  long  .previous^  to  the  reign  of  Marino 
Faliero.  One  of  lus  more  immediate  predecessors,  An- 
drea Dandolo,  ^d  of  veiation.  Marino  Faliero  hira- 
Belf  penahod  as  related.  Amongst  his  successors,  Jb«' 
Gori,  after  seeing  his  siHi  repeatedly  tortured  and  ban- 
]»hed,  was  deposed,  and  died  of  breaking  a  blood' 

dcdion  of  his  succesaor.  Morosini  was  impeached  for 


lords  of  SanutrfB 


APPENDIX. 


MCCCLIV. 
.MAEINO  FALIERO,  DOGE  XLIX. 

"  Pu  eletlo  da  quarantuno  Elallori,  il  <)uale  era  C 
aliere  e  conte  di  Vsldemarino  ia  Triyiglana,  ed 
ncco,  a  si  trovava  ambasriadore  a  Roma.  E  a  dl  1 
Setiambro,  dope  s^iolto  il  suo  predecessore,  fu  chian 
il  gran  Consiglio,  e  fu  preio  di  fare  11  Doge  giusta  il 
hto.  E  furono  fatti  i  dnque  Corretlori,  9er  Bemi 
GiuBluiiani  Procuralore,  Ser  Paolo  LotedanD,  Sar 
bppo  Aurio,  S 


10  del  Dogi 


il  10,  n 


la  del  suo  Cnpitolare.  E  che  Measer  lo  Dogn 
a  naila  luiglior  parte,  quando  i  giudici  tra  loto 
fsero  d^aecordo-    E  ch'  egli  non  possa  far  ven- 

i  cinque  ConsigUeri,  di  due  Capi  da'  Qnaranta, 
due  parti  del  Con»glio  de*  Pregati.  Item,  che 
o  di  Ire  mila  pelli  di  Conigli,  che  debbon  dare  i 

10  Dacaii  otianta  Panno.     E  pm  s  dl  11,  detto, 

fosse  fuori  di  Venezia,  i  aaij  possano  provvedere 
)  ritomo.    E  quando  fosse  il  Doge  animalato,  sla 
nsiglieri,  da  essere  etetto  tra  loio. 


Ducato  Sncht  sarh  eletto  I'  altro  Doge.  E  co^  a  di 
di  Settcmbre  fu  creato  il  prefato  Marino  Faliaro  Dt 
E  fu  preso,  che  il  go?ema  del  Ducato  sia  commesE 
Conaiglieri  e  a'  Capi  de'  Quaranta.    I  quali  slianf 

continuo  sliano  in  Palazzo  due  Con^gUeri  e  un  C 

&ige,  il  quale  era  a  Boma  Otatore  al  Legato  di  P 
lnnocd7zo  Tl.  ch^  era  in  Avignone.  Fu  pteso  nel  | 
Consiglio  d'eleggere  dodici  ambasraadori  incontn 
Marino  FaUero  Doge,  il  quale  veniva  da  Roma.  B 
unto  a  Chioggia,  il  Podeaia  mandb  Taddeo  Giu! 


enuto  a  S.  Clemeni 
aligo,  adeo  cbo  il  Buc 
Doge  co'  gentjluom 


0,  Set  Giov 


ro  di  luDgo 


i,  Set- A 


^hde  Morossiiu,  Ser  Simone  Dan- 
dolo, Ser  Pietra  Lands,  Ser  Marmo  Gradenigo,  Ser 
Mateo  Dolfino,  Ser  Nicoli)  Faliero,  Ser  Giovanni  Qm- 
rini.  Ser  Lorenio  Soranzo,  Ser  Marco  Bemho,  Sere 
igno,  Ser  Francesco  Loredano,  Ser  Ma- 


>,  Set  Gioi 


enigo,  Ser  Andrea 


:t' Andrea  Arizzo 


Ser  Paolo  Douato,  Ser  Bertucd  Giimani,  Ser  'Pietra 
Steno,  Ser  Luca  Duodo,  Set"  Andrea  Pisanl,  Ser  Fran- 
cesco CaraveHo,  Ser  Jacopo  Tririsano,  Sere  Schiavo 
Marcollo,  Ser  MaiTeo  Anno,  Ser  Marco  Capello,  Sei 
Pancraiio  Giorgio,  Ser  Giovanni  Foscarini,  Ser  Tom- 
maso  Viadro,  Sere  ScMava  Polani,  Ser  Marco  Polo, 
Ser  Marmo  Sagredo,  Sere  Ste&oo  Mariani,  Ser  Fran- 
cesco Sutiano,  Ser  Orio  Pasqualigo,  Ser*  Anoreii 
Grilli,  SerBuonodaMoslo. 
"  TVoHdIo  di  Meiser  Marino  F«K«fl  Doge,  Ii.tH"  dn 

Caccia,  fu  fatta  ginsla  il  solito  la  Caccia.     E  a'  flu«' 
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inPalBra.delDQg 


vsDo  s  Rnsa  sua.  ^opra  la  quid  festa,  pare,  che  Ser  Mi- 

BtdLlo  B  astuto,  il  quals  era  innamorato  in  cerla  doniella 
dsUa  Doguessa,  eEsendo  sul  Solajo  appreeso  le  donne, 
TacesBa  oen'  alio  non  conyeniente,  mi™  che  il  Doge  co- 
inandb  ch'  e'  Tosse  bultato  giii  d&t  Solsjo.  E  cosi  quegU 
BcudieridelDegelDBpidsere  gib  di  quel  Scrlajo.  Laende 
B  Ser  Michele  parve,  che  fossegli  Btata  Jatta  troppo 
gtande  ignominia.  E  non  conjiderando  aluainente  il 
fine,  no.  sopra  quells  passjone  fornita  la  fesla,  e  andali 
tulti  via,  quella  notte  egli  andb,  e  sulta  cadrega,  dove 
Eedova  il  Doge  nella  S^la  dell'  Udienz^  (perch^  allora  i 

Bedev ano  in  una  badrega  di  leguo)  scrisse  alcune  parole 
disoneUe  del  Doge  e  della  Dogarcssa,  do^ :  Marin  For 
Hero  dalla  bella  mcgHe ;  Albi  la.  gmJe,  ed  Fg-li  fa  biob- 
tiem.  E  la  mattina  furono  vedute  lali  parole  scriUe. 
E  parve  una  brulta  cosa.    E  l^er  la  Slgnoria  fii  eom- 


leitera.    E  imidem  si  seppe,  che 
■criUO.    E  fu  per  11  Quarants  pr 

■pinto  gid  dal  Solajo,  presente  la  s 


Do 

e  ne  pieso  grande  sdegno,  paren- 

Blata  fatta  quella  estii 

azione  della 

«a»a 

<.  Edioeva, 

iverlofallo  sppiocaro 

irlagola,o 

0  u 

perpeluo  da  Venena. 

EperchS 

lere  un'  elTettQ  S  nect 

a&retal'eiTettDJerai 

ml 

oge  fosse  lagliaU  la  les 

delto 

Ser  Michele  Steao,  un 

geniiluomo 

i  cose  ai  Padroni,  ed  ei 


miragtioi 


«nde.  n  quale  ii 


rafare 


de'  Signori  1' 

[a  domanda,  diss 

tiluomo  venue  a  parole  c<^P  Aniniiraglio,  e  diedegli  ur 

pngno  EH  un'occhio.    E  perch^  avea  jin'anello  in  ditn, 

call'  anello  gli  ruppe  la  pelle,  e  fece  san^iie.    E  t'Anunt- 

raglio  cosi  battula  e  insan^uinivte  and^  al  Dege  a  lamen- 

lift il deila da C^  Barbaro :  H Doge disse :  Che«aeiela 
ifitoAa  ?  Gwtfda  It  igntrminione  parole  scntte  tU  me^  e 
i!  rnodo  cVi  Uala  pumla  /put  ribalda  ili  lUicAeli  SleiK, 
iJiB  le  acnase^  E  quale  stimn  himno  i  Quwanla  fatte 
•lillaperitinuimatra?  LaMide  i'Ammiraglio  gli  di 
Alesaer  lo  Doge,  se  mi  vetete  fatvi  Signore,  e  fat 
^liare  iHiti  ipaati  btaid  genlihunnijd  a  peedj  nd  Ifala 
^aniifV),  dondomi  wA  ajuto,  di  farm  Sif^wre  di 
Terra^  E  atlara  vsi  patrele  caaligare  tvUi  cotiort 
f*i&qufa,j,  ilDogedisse,  Come  ui  pub  fart  ana 

"  II  l)og«  mandi^  achiamereSer  Bcrtuccio  Faliero  mo 


10  per  Filippo  Calendaro,  He 


eUo,  ingegnerc 


are  alcui 


altri. 


ilcuni  giomi  la 
lucerano  uisiemeui  Palaiio  in  CBsa  del  Doge, 
irono  a  parfe  jt  parte  altii,  videlicet  Nice 
joli^GiofannidaCorili,  Stefano  Fagiino, 
Jiondo,  e  Stafano  Trivia. 


,b  di  fare  sedici 


IlaTemi 


irapatati,  non  dicendo  a' 


oBerga« 


;ignor'  Iddio,  che  ha 
A  tiVh,  e  che  per  le 
n  Pha  abbandonata, 
o,  il  quale  fu  messo 


(il  quale  inteae  qualohe  parola,  mcdiS  comprese  I'effeto, 
che  dovsva  succedere,  e  11  qual  era  di  casa  di  Ser  Nie- 
colb  Lioiudi  Santo  Stefano)  di  andate  a  dl  *♦+'  d'Apola 
a  caaa  del  datto  Ser  Niccolft  lioni.  E  gli  disao  ogni 
cosa  dell'  ordin  dato.  11  quale  lotese  le  cose,  rimasa 
come  morlo ;  a  intese  molle  parlicolarit^,  il  dello  Bol- 
iramo  i!  pregij  che  !o  teneaso  segrelo,  e  glielo  disse, 
acciocchi  il  detto  Ser  Niccolji  non  ei  parlisse  di  casa  a 
dl  15,  acciocch^  egli  non  fiisse  morlo.    Ed  egli  lolendo 


t.  Edes 


sadlM.Giov 


nlGradei 


efano ;  e  dissegli  la  cosa.  La  quale  paren- 
n^eta,  d'mia  graitdiasima  importanza,  tulti  e 
rono  a  casa  di  Set  Marco  Comaro,  cite  slava 
lice.  E  dcltogli  il  tulle,  lutli  e  tra  delibera- 
aiire  a  casa  del  oetto  Ser  Ificcolft  Litmi,  ed 
e  il  detio  Beliramo.     E  quelle  esaminato,  in- 

liamare  i  Consiglieti,  gli  Anogadori,  i  Capi 

se.  Iquali  rlmasero  morti.  E  ddiberarMia  di 
pel  detto  Beltranw,  e  fatlolo  venire  caiila- 

itono  pe'  Capi  de'  Quaranla,  pa'  Sienori  di 
notte,  pfe  Cap' 
ordinalo,    ' ' 


eh>  eglino 


ItileMae, 
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MARINO  PALTERO. 


le  il  Doge 

primarj  della.  Terra,  ili  giunta  al  dello  Cons^glio  a  con- 
Kgliare,  non  peril  che  pnlesscro  metlEre  pallotta. 

"  1  Conaiglieri  furono  quead;  Ser  Giovamil  Mooenigo. 
M  SesUero  di  Sao  Marco ;  Ser  AIthdt^  Veiiieroda  Saatt 
Marina,  del  Sesliero  di  CbbIeIIq  ;  Ser  Tommaso  Viadro. 
del  Sestiero  di  CanerF^io;  Ser  Giovanni  Saoudo,  de 
Sealiero  di  Sanla  Grace ;  Ser  Pietro  Trivbano,  del  Sc- 
sliero  di  San  Paolo,  Ser  PaoilaUone  Barbo  il  Graode,  de 
Sestioro  iFOssoduro.  GU  Avvogsdori  del  Cgmune  fu- 
rono Ser  Zufredo  Morosini,  e  Ser  Orio  Paaqualigo,  i 
quesd  non  ballotlarono.  Qae'  del  ConaglLo  de'  Died 
rurono :  S»  Giaianni  MarceUo,  Ser  Tommaso  Saoudo 
e  Ser  Micbeletto  Dollina,  Capi  del  dello  Conslglut  de* 
Disci ;  Ser  Luea  da  Legge,  e  Ser  Pieiroda  Moslo,  Inqui- 
eilorideldettoConsiglio:  Ser  Marco  Polani,  Ser  Marino 
Veniero,  Ser  Lando  Lombardo,  Ser  Nioolelio  Trivisano 
da  Sant'  Angiolo.  Queeti  elessent  Ira  loro  una  Oiunia, 
nella  noUe  ridolli  quiEi  sul  romper  del  gioino,  di  vectj 
nobili  di  Veneua  de'  migliori,  de*  pi!)  savj,  e  de*  piti  an- 

(ota.  E  non  vi  viJIero  alcnno  in.  Ck  Faliero.  E  cac- 
cianxio  ruori  ilel  Conraglia  Niccolt)  Faliero,  e  nn'  allrc 
Niocolft  Faliero  da  San  'fomniaso,  per  eaaere  della  ca- 
saia  del  Df^c.  E  quesla  provigiojw  di  chiamare  i  vcnii 
della  Giunia  fu  moKo  commendala  per  lulta  la  Terra. 
Quesii  Tiuono  i  venii  della  Giunia,  Ser  Marco  GiusU- 
nianl,ProcuraIore,Ser>AndreaGiiz:o,ProcuratorB,Sei 
Lionardo  Giualiniani,  Ptocuralore,  Ser'  Andrea  Coota- 
Hni,  S<^r  Simone  Dandolo,  Ser  Niccol6  Volpe,  Ser  Gi» 
vanni  Lorcdano,  Ser  Marco  Diedo,  Ser  ffiorajini  Gra- 
denigo,  Ser'  Andrea  Cornaro,  CavaUere,  Ser  Marco  So- 
ranzn,  Ser  Rinleri  da  Moslo,  Ser  Gaiano  Marcell 
Marino  Moroeino,  Sere  SteSino  Bel^no,  Ser  Niccolb 
Lioni,  Ser  Filippo  Orio,  Ser  Marco  Trivisano,  Ser  Js 


a  dllB  d'  Aprile,  giorno  di  Venerdl,  fii  aentefliJato 
felto  Consiglio  de'  Dieci,  di  tagllare  la  tesia  a  Mes- 
Marino  Faliero  Doge  sul  pato  della  acala  di  pietra, 
'  i  Dogi  giurano  il  priino  sagramenlo,  quando  mon- 


olta  di  l< 


a  ai  dell 


i'  Aprile.    E  prin 


liidalla 


^ompiula  la  giusliaa,  pare  che  un  Capo  de' 

i  sndasee  alls  Cqlonne  del  Palazzo  sopra  la  Piazza, 

isLraase  la  spada  insanguinala  a  tutii,  dicendo ;  E 

folia  la  grim  giuuisiii  id  2Vo<K(ore.     E  aperta  la 

porla,  lutli  entrarono  dentro  con  gran  furia  a  ledcre  II 

Doge,  di'  eta  stale  giusliziato.    E'  da  sapere,  che  a  &ia 

•  1  detta  giuslizia  non  fu  Ser  Giovanni  Sanudo  il  Consi- 

liere,  perch^  era  andatoacasa  per  diielto  della  pei-sona, 

iuchft  furono  qnattordia  soli,  cba  ballotlarono,  eoA 

mquB  Consiglieri,  s  nois  del  CtHisiglia  de'  Dieci.   E  fu 

resD,  che  luUi  i  beni  del  Doge  fossero  coiifiscali  nel 

;omune,  ecosi  degli  allri  tradilori.     E  fu  conceduto 

1  delto  Doge  pel  dello  Consiglio  de  Died,  ch'  egli  po- 

preso,  che  bjtii  i  Consiglieri,  e  Awoggdori  del  Comunc, 
'  ■     ~      "  ■■    de'  Dieci,  e  della  Giunta,  cli'  erano 

atnie  di  dl  e  di  notio  in  Venezia  e  da 

Grado  lino  a  Gavarzcre,  oh'  k  sotto  il  Dogalo,  con  duo 

ido  i  fanl 


mo.   Ecli 


Bragadim 


el  Consigtb  de>  Died,  lu  mi 
ino  Faliero  Doge,  il  quale  anda' 
in  gente,  genliluoiaini,  e  ^ira  bu< 

qdollo,  preso,  c  legato,  Bertucci 


figliui^  oTveni  ftatelti,  di 
pib.  Eiiandio  fu  data  liceaza  dell'  arme  a  quatiro  Nolsj 
'  Blla  Cancelleria,  cio£  della  Corle  Maggiore,  ohe  furono 
prendere  le  deposiaoni  e  inquisi^oni,  in  perpetuo  a 
iro  soli,  i  quaU  furono  Amadio,  NicoletIO  di  Loreno, 
ififfanello,  e  Pietro  de'  Compoatelli,  Scrivani  de'  Si- 
nori  di  nolle.  Ed  essendo  slali  nnpiccati  i  tradiloii,  c 
igliata.  la  tesIa  al  Doge,  riniase  la  Teira  i 


cotpo  del  Doge  in  una 


o,fu] 
doppier 


a  Gabrie: 


>a.  di  Sania  Marl 


a  San  Giovanni  a  Paolo,  U 
ce,  falta  fare  pel  Vescovo 


to  pel  dclt 


)  appicc 


te  del  PalaMo,  nolle  quah  ata  a  vedi 
il  Dnge  la  festa.  della  Caccia.    E  cosl  furono  appicG 

furono  cnndajinati,  NiccoKi  Zuccuolo,  Nic<^ello  Bloni 
Kicoletto  Doro,  Marco  Geuda,  Jacomello  Dagoluio,  I 
coletio  Pedeld  hghuolo  di  Filippo  Calendaro,  Marco  1 


-Hjojafrf  Donimus  Miaima  Fidelro  Dux.    E 
;rBn  Consiglio  non  gli  i  slalo  faUo  alcun  brieve,  uia 

B  Mariid  Falelro,  deeapilali  pro  erirrdnib^,  E  pare,  che 
1  foBse  data  alia  Chieaa  di  Sant' Aposiolo,  la 
uella  grajide  suE  ponte.  Tomen  vedo  il  con- 
6  pure  di  Ch  Faliero,  o  ohe  i  Fatieri  la  ricu- 
con  danari  dal^  Cbiesa.    Hi  voglio  reslar  di 


,  oho  fo 


rdlo,d. 


ta  MargherilB,  AnU 


io  dalle  Bende.    Furono  tull 
jivMio,  e  dipoi  in  divera  giom 

0  appiccaU  per  la  gola  alio  co 
oiM  del  Palazzo,  seguendo  lii 


asFid^oDia.  Temerttaintecefi^ 
Paiins  Jii  dKopiiohu  pro  taimniibus.  Allri  vi  feceiu 
n  dislicD  aEsai  degno  al  suo  merilo,  il  quale  &  qnesK 


b,  Google 


dfis^  &  Capilajio  t 


BYRON'S  WOE 

that  such  ai 
thB  feaEt  wi 

hoU  of  audi. 


ront  wss  beyond  aU  b< 
ler,  snd  all  oth«r  peri 


MCCCLIV. 
MARINO  PALIEBO,  DOGE  XLIX. 
Ob  the  eleveriTh  day  of  September,  in  ibe  year  ofou 
Lord  13S4,  Marino  Faliero  was  elected  and  chosen  to  b> 
Ihe  Duke  of  the  Commonweallh  of  Venice.  He  wa 
Count  of  Taldemarioo,  in  the  Maj-chea  of  Treviso,  am 
a  Kiught  and  a  weakhy  man  lo  boot.  As  soon  as  Ihi 
election  was  oompletod,  it  was  resolved  iji  tJia  Great 
Counol,  that  a  deputation  of  twelve  should  be  de 
patched  to  Matino  Faliero,  the  Duli6,  who  mas  then  > 


land  in  this  city,  on  tha  fifth  day  of  October,  1354,  a 

enlbreed  to  land  on  the  place  of  Sajnl  Marl^  Ik 
the  two  cohunna,  on  the  spot  where  evil  doers  s 
10  death  i  and  all  thought  iheX  this  was  the  wi 
totens—Nor  must  I  forset  to       '       ' 


1  Duke  and  the  Ducheas,  upon  the  chair  in 
Duke  wafi  used  lo  sit ;  lor  in  thosfl  days  The 
ot  cover  his  chair  with  cloth  of  aendal,  hul 
churofwooil.  Ser  Michdewiole  iheteon; 
fhSer,  (fie  kvabaml  <if  Ihe  foir  wife  ;  Mftert 
idzs  JuTf  but  he  heept  Ao-/*  In  tJie  morning  Ihe  words 
and  the  matter  was  considered  lo  bo  very 
and  the  Senate  commanded  the  Awogadori 
of  Uie  Commonwealth  to  proceed  therein  with  the 
A  largess  of  great  amount  was  im- 
medialely  proffered  by  the  Awogadori,  in  order  to  dis- 
who  had  written  these  words.  And  at  length  it 
:no>m  that  Michele  Steno  had  wr 
was  resolved  in  the  Counwl  of  Forty  th 
'  he  then  confessed,  that  i 
occasioned  by  his  being 


^  them 
he  should  bi 


.  and  tt 


refore  they  adjudged  tl 
3  should  be  banished  Ik 


niMesE 


rMari 


podesta  and  Captain  of  Tc 

f  recession  was  to  take  place.  Now  the  said  Marino 
Sero  was  so  very  proud  and  wrathful,  that  he  bud 
the  Wshop,  and  ainioat  struck  him  to  the  ground, 
Aerefori,  Heaven  allowed  Marino  Faliero  to  go  oi 
Ma  right  senses,  in  order  that  he  might  bring  himse 

When  this  Duke  bad  held  the  dukedom  during 
months  and  mx  days,  he  being  wicked  and  amluti 
sought  10  make  himself  lord  of  Venice,  in  the  tnai 
which  1  have  read  in  an  ancient  chroniclo.  When 
Thursday  arrived  upon  which  they  were  wont  to  I 
(he  bull,  the  bidl-hunt  look  place  as  usual ;  and,  ace 
mg  to  die  usage  of  those  times,  after  the  bull-hunt 
ended^  th'^y  alt  proceeded  unEo  Ihe  palace  of  the  D 
Rnd  assembled  together  in  one  of  his  halis ;  and 
disported  themselves  with  the  women.  And  until 
first  bell  tolled  they  danced,  and  then  a  banquet  was 
served  up.  My  Lord  the  Duke  paid  the  eipenses  there- 
i>f,  prtmded  ho  nad  a  Ducness,  and  aflei 


,t  neck,  or 
Now 

have  his 
s  efleciis 

feet  mil! 

Michele 
d  of  the  hoi 


liould  be  kepi 

hs,  and  that  aRen 

^e  and  the  state  during  dd 

1,  it  appealing  to  bim  that  the  Coundl  had  not 

lo  his  ducal  dignity ;  and  he  said  that  lltey  ought 
londemned  Ser  Michele  lo  be  hanged  by  the 


Sten< 


ntence  had  been  prono 
Bing  the  flrat  dayof  Leni 


?cnal  and  rei 
ters  of  the  galleys, 
admiral  of  the  arsei 
answered,-No,  it  ci 
between  the  gentlen 
tleman  struck  him  wi 
as  ho  happened  to 


in  and  the  admiral,  and  die  gen 

ivo  a  ring  on  his  finger,  the  rini 
Odd.    The  admir^  a] 


it  there  u 


in  Ser  Michele 


bfiiised  and  bloody,  ran  strught  to  the  Duk< 
plun,  and  with  llie  intent  of  praying  him  ta  inflict 
some  beavypunishmentupon  the  gentleman  of  Ca  Bar- 
baro.— "WhV  wouldst  timu  have  ma  do  for  thee)" 
answered  the  Duke ; — "  think  upon  the  shameful  giL>a 
which  hath  been  written  concerning  me ;  and  think  on 
the  manner  in  which  they  have  punished  that  ribald 

of  Forty  respect  our  person."— Upon  this  Ihe  admiral 
answered ;— "My  Lord  Duke,  if  you  would  wish  10  make 
■  ickoldy  gentle- 


of  Ihe  damsels  of 
nongstlhewome 

ould  be  kicked  olf  disr 


to  make  you  f 


ive  the  h< 
I  of  aU  Ihi 


ai  you  T 
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MARINO  FALIERO. 


aboul  his  plo      And  with  ut  teBving  (he  pis 

tenlf    HibpCakdar    a  seaman  of  great  te[ 

"or  B     u         I    a  U      wh    was  esceeiUtigly  ivily  and 

tmini         T    n     akin,,  counsel  amongal  Ihcmselves 

Ihey  agreed  lo  call  in  eome  others  {  and  so  Tor  eerera 

firghts  succefisiveljj  they  met  with  tbe  Duko  at  home  iz 

bispalacB.  And  the  IbUDwingmeawerecaUed  in  singly 

to  mt ;— Niceole  Fagiuolo,  Giovanni  da  Corfu,  Stefew 

Fagiano,  Nicodo  dalle  Bende,  Niccolo  Blondo,  and  Sie- 

fano  Trivisann.—H  was  concerted  that  i 

leen  leaders  should  be  stationed  in  various  pads  of  the 

tilty,  each  being  si  Ihe  head  of  forty  men,  armed  and 

prepared,-  but  Ihe  followers  were  not  10  hr 

tination.    On  the  appointed  day  they  wen 

frays  amongst  themselves  hero  and  there, 

the  Duke  might  have  a  preieuce  for  tolling  the  beils  of 

San  Marco:  these  1 

of  the  Duke.    And 


to  San  Mi 


h  their  followers,  were  to  con 
LhtougH  the  streets  which  open  upon  tl 
And  when  the  noble  and  leejUing  citizens  sliou 
the  KsEia,  to  know  ihe  cause  of  the  riot,  th< 


It  them 


idlbii 


work  being  Imished,  my  Lord  Marmo  Paiiero  the  Duki 
was  to  he  produmed  the  Lord  of  Venice.    Things 
havuig  been  Ihus  settled,  they  agreed  to  filial  their 
tent  on  Wednesday,  the  fifteenth  day  of  April,  in  Ihe 
year  1353.     So  covertly  did  they  plot,  that  no  oi 
dreamt  of  their  machmatinna. 

But  the  Lord,  who  hath  always  helped  llus 
glorious  city,  and  who,  loving  its  righteousne; 
hoiinoss,  hath  neyer  forsaken  it,  mspired  one  Be 
Bergamaacoto  be  the  cause  of  bringing  the  plot  to  light 

to  Ser  Niccolo  LioniofSanto  Srefano,had 
or  two  of  what  was  to  take  place ;  and  so,  in  the  heli^e- 
mentioned  month  of  April,  he  went  to  the  house  of  the 
aforesaid  Ser  Nlccoto  IJoDi,  and  told  him  all  the  partic- 
ulars of  the  plot.    Ser  Niccolo,  when  he  heard  all 

He  heard  all  the  particulars,  and  Bettramo  prayed  him 
to  keep  it  ^1  secret ;  and  if  he  told  Ser  Niccolo,  it  was 
in  order  that  Ser  Niccolo  might  stop  at  home  on  the 
fifteenth  of  April,  and  thus  save  his  life.  Bellramo  was 
going,  hut  Ser  Niccolo  ordered  his  servants  to  lay  hands 
upon  him  and  lock  him  up,  ger  Niccolo  then  went  to 
the  house  of  Messer  Giovanni  Gradenigo  Nasoni,  who 
afterwards  became  Duke, 


;  of'lhe  ver 


m  all.    The  i 


and  ihey  two  went  to  the  house  of  Ser  Marco  Cornaro, 
who  lived  at  San  Felice ;  and,  havmg  spoken  with  him, 
they  all  three  then  detomuncd  to  go  back  to  the  house 

say,  they  Idt  him  in  cmSnement.  And  then  they  all 
three  went  into  the  sacristy  of  San  Salvatore,  and  sent 
their  men  to  summon  the  Councillors,  the  Avmgadori, 


was  brought  in  before  them.    They  examined  him,  and 

they  were  Ksoeedingly  troubled,  yet  they  detemuned 
upon  their  measures.    And  they  sent  for  the  Capi  de' 


Qnaranta,  the  Sgnori  di  Notte,  the  Capi  de'  Seslieri, 
and  the  Cinque  deLa  Pace ;  and  they  were  ordered  to 

conspiracy  and  secure  them.  And  they  secilred  the 
foreman  of  the  arsenal,  in  order  that  the  conspiratota 
might  not  do  mischief.  Towards  nighlfall  they  assem- 
bled in  the  palace.  When  they  wera  assembled  in  the 
palace,  they  caused  the  gates  of  the  quadrangle  o(  tke 
ptJaco  to  be  shut.  And  Ihey  sent  to  the  keeper  of  the 
bell-tower,  and  forbade  (he  tolling  of  the  hells.  All  th  s 


.0  fSet 


The  before-mi 


broiight  to  tha 
palace;  and  as  the  Council  of  Ten  saw  (hat  the  Duks 
was  in  the  plot,  they  resolved  that  twenty  of  the  lead- 
ing men  of  the  state  should  be  associated  to  them,  for 
Ihe  purpose  of  consultation  and  delitwration,  but  that 
they  should  not  he  allowed  to  ballot. 

The  counsellors  were  the  followmg:  Ser  Giovatmi 
Mocenigo,  of  the  Sestiero  of  San  Marco ;  Ser  Almoro 
Veiuero  da  Santa  Marina,  of  tlie  Sestiero  of  Caatello  i 
Ser  Tommaso  Viadro,  of  Ihe  Seslier 
■  "       b,  of  the  Se 


Ketro  Trins 


I,  oftlie 


roof  San 


ilalione  Barhoil  Grande,  of  the  Sestiero  of  Osaodoro, 
The  Avvogadori  of  the  Commonwealth  were  Zufredo 
Moiosinl,  and  S^  Orio  Pasqualigo;  and  these  did  not 
ballot.  ThosGoftheCouncilofTenwereSerGiovanni 
Marcello,  Ser  Tommaso  Sanudo,  and  Ser  MichelettE 
Doliino,  the  heads  of  the  aforesaid  Council  qf  Ten. 
Set  Luca  da  Legge,  and  Set  Pietro  da  Mosto,  Inquisi- 
tors of  the  aforesaid  Uoimcil.  And  Ser  iUarco  Polani, 
Ser  Marino  Yeiuero,  Ser  Lando  Lombardo,  and  Ser 
Nicoleltd  Trivisano,  of  Sant'  Angelo. 

Late  in  the  night,  just  before  the  'da^Tiing,  they 
chose  a  junta  of  twenty  noblemen  of  Venice  from 
amongBt  the  wisest  and  the  worthiest  and  the  oldest. 
They  were  to  give  counsel,  but  not  to  ballot.  And  they 
would  not  admit  any  one  of  Ch  FaUero.  And  Niccolo 
Fallero,  and  another  Niccolo  Faliero,  of  San  Tommaso, 
jipelled  from  the  Council,  because  they  belonged 


.  Ihe 


f  the  Dog. 


d  this 


ing  Ihe  junta  of  twenty  was  much  praised  through- 
out me  state.  The  following  were  Ihe  members  of  tha 
jimta  of  twenty : — Ser  Marco  Giustiniani,  I^curatore, 
Ser'  Andrea  Etizzo,  Procvratore,  Ser  Lionardo  Guis 
liniani,  I^curatore,  Ser'AndreaConlarini,Sere8imon8 
Dandob,  Ser  Niccolo  Voipe,  Set  Gioianni  Loredano, 
Ser  Marco  Diedo,  Ser  Gio™ml  Gradenigo,  Ser  Audita 
Cornaro,  Cavaliere,  Ser  Mareo  Soranzo,  Ser  Rinieri 
"  Mosto,  Ser  Gazano  Marcello,  Ser  Marino  Moroani, 
r  Stefano  Gclejno,  Ser  Niccolo' Lioni,  Set  Filippo 
Irio,  Ser  Moreo  Trivisano,  Ser  Jacopo  Bragadino,  Ser 


nni  Fosi 


enly  wen 


mrdingly  called  hi  to  the 

y  Lord  Marino  was  then 
'ith  people  of  great  estate. 


lood. 
leBertuc 


-aello,  who,  t: 
■B,  was  to  head  the  conspirators  i; 
:rested  and  bound,  and  Drought  ^e 
ConnciU  Zancllo  del  Brin,  Nicoletto  di  Rosa,  B 
Alberto,  and  the  Guardiaga,  were  also  taken  ti 
and  people  of  various 


b,Goog|. 
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I  were  Biamined,  and  the  truth  or  the  plot  was 

lined. 

the  siileenth  of  April,  judgment  was  given  in  Ihi 

oil  of  Ten,  tliat  FUippo  Calendaro  and  Beriuecii 

oshould  be  hanged  upon  the  red  pillars  of  th( 

17  oT  the  palace,  from  which  the  Duke  is  wont  ii 

■■■'"'  and  thej  were  hanged  with  gagE 


looli  at  th< 

m  thar  mouths. 

The  nest  day  the  Mowing  were  condemned  :~Ni 
colo  ZuccuDlo,IficDletto  Blondo,  Micoletio  Doro,  Mar 
Giuda,  Jacouiello  Dagolino,  Nicoletto  E^dele,  the  son 
Phihp  Calendaro,  Marco  Torello,  called  laraello,  Stelajip 
Trivisano,  the  money-changer  of  Santa  Margheriia,  end 
Aatonie 

fi*  they  mere  endeaiouting  10  escape.  Afterwards,  by 
virtue  ai  the  sentence  which  was  passed  upon  ihem  i>i 

days,  some  singly  and  some  in  couples,  upon  the  col- 
umns of  Ine  pidace,  beginning  ftom  the  red  columns, 
uid  so  gomg  onwards  towards  the  canal.  And  othe^ 
prisoners  were  discharged,  because,  ahhough  they  hac 
been  involved  in  the  conspiracy,  yet  they  had  not  assist- 
ed in  it !  for  they  were  given  to  understand  by  some  01 
the  beads  of  the  plot,  that  they  were  to  come  armed 
iind  prepared  for  the  service  of  the  state,  and  in  order 

Nicoletlo  Alberto,  the  Goardiaga,  and  Bartolom] 
Cirioola  and  his  son,  and  several  others,  who  were 
guilty,  were  discharged. 

On  Friday,  tho  aiteentb  day  of  April,  judgment 
also  given,  in  the  aforesaid  Council  of  Ten,  that 
Lord  Marino  FaUero,  the  Duke,  should  have  his  h 
cut  off,  and  that  the  eieeution  should  be  dona  on 
landing-place  of  the  stone  staircase,  where  the  Dt 
take  their  oath  when  they  first  enter  the  palace, 
the  ibllowing  day,  the  seventeenth  of  April,  the  il< 
of  the  palace  being  shut,  the  Duke  had  his  head  cut 
about  the  hour  of  noon.  And  the  cap  of  estate  was 
■alien  from  the  Duke's  head  before  he  came  d( 
When  the  eiecuUon  was  over,  it  is  said  that 
Council  of  Ten  went  10  [he  columns  of  the  p 
Bgiunst  the  place  of  St.  Mark,  and  that  he  s 
Dloody  sword  unto  the  people,  crying  out  w 
voice — "  The  terrible  doom  hath  Men  iipoi 

and  the  doofs  were  opened,  and  the  people  all 


beheaded. 


le  Duke  1 


had  bei 


0  known,  that  Ser  Giovanni  Satuido,  the 

was  pronounced ;  because  ho  was  unwell  and  remained 
at  home.  So  thai  only  fourteen  balloted;  that 
say,  Gve  counulkirs,  and  nine  of  the  Council  of  Ten. 
And  it  was  adjudged,  thai  all  the  lands  and  chattels  of 
the  Duke,  as  well  as  of  the  other  traitors,  should  be 
forfeited  to  the  state.  And,  as  a  grace  to  the  Duke,  il 
was  resolved  in  the  Council  of  Ten,  that  he  should  bt 
allowed  to  dispose  of  two  thousand  ducats  out  of  hu 
own  proper^.  And  it  was  resolved,  that  all  the  coun- 
ciJors  and  all  the  Avvogadori  of  the  commonwealth, 
Uuise  of  the  Council  of  Ten,  and  the  members  of  th( 

and  me  other  traitors,  should  have  the  privilege  of  car- 
lymg  arms  noth  by  day  and  by  night  in  Yenice,  anc 
Iron  Qtaaa  to  Cavaiere.  And  they  were  Also  to  bt 
CTOweil  two  (iiatroeD  caning  amii,~lhe  afoteeaid  fbol- 


■nen  living  and  boarduig  with  [hem  in  their  own  housei. 
And  he  who  did  not  keep  two  footmen  might  transfer 
^he  privilege  to  bis  ^ns  or  his  brothers ;  but  only  to 
[wo.  P^mission  of  carrying  arms  was  also  granted  10 
the  four  Notaries  of  the  Chancery,  that  is  to  say,or  the 


K  Court 


.d  hia  head  ci 


.k  the  : 


iiillity  ai 


off,  ihc  fll 


tho  corpse  of  [he  Duke  was  removed  in  a  batge,  with 
ight  torches,  to  his  tomb  in  the  church  of  San  Giovanni 
Faolo,  where  il  was  buried.  The  lomb  b  now  in 
lat  aisle  in  the  nuddle  of  the  little  church  of  Santa 
Maria  deUa  Face,  which  was  built  by  Bishop  Gabriel  of 
rgamo.  It  is  a  collin  of  stone,  with  these  words  en- 
ved thereon:  ** Heie  jaeel SoadnuB Maraais Paietra 
X." — And  they  did  not  paint  his  porUaM  in  the  hall 
of  the  Great  Counul  .—But  in  the  place  where  it  ought 
been,  you  see  these  words: — *^IIic  ett  iocua 
Ftd^tro  deatpilali  pri*  crimiitibug^' — and  it  is 
thought  that  his  house  was  granted  10  the  church  of 
Sant' Apostolo ;  it  was  that  great  one  near  the  bridge. 
Yet  this  could  not  be  the  ease,  or  else  the  family  bought 
it  back  from  the  church;  for  it  still  belongs  to  C^  Fa- 
la  write  the  Ibllowing  words  in  the  place  where  his 
Ight  to  have  been,  as  aforesaid ; — "  AToHimj 
Faletro  Dux,  l£meritfi9  me  cept,  ptBTUis  fui,  deaFpilahn 
Tonimimtus." — Othhrs,  also.  Indited  a  couplet,  worthy 
if  beuig  inscribed  upon  his  tomb. 


m. 

'^Al  giovaneDoge  Andrea  Dandolo  succedetle  tot 
vecchio,  il  quale  lardi  si  pose  al  limone  della  repubblica, 
ma  sempre  prima  di  quel,  che  facoa  d'  uopo  a  lui,  ed  alia 
patria :  e^i  i  Marino  Faliero  personnaggio  a  me  noto 

a  lui,  giacchft  egli  si  moetrb  fomito  piii  di  coroggia 
che  di  senno.  Non  page  delta  prima  dignith,  enttb  con 
sinistro  piede  nel  pubbhco  Palazzo:  imperciocch6 
questo  Doge  dri  Veneti,  magistralo  sacro  in  tutti  i  sc- 

di  im  tale  evenlo,  se  cosl  vario,  ed  ambiguo  non  no 
fosse  D  grido.  Nesauno  peib  lo  scusa,  tulU  afferniano, 
che  egh  abbia  volute  cangiar  qualche  cosa  nell'  ordine 


entre  adempiva  gli  ufiicj  di  legato  ] 


ice,  che  k 


talodiconchiudere,  glilJt  con- 
del  Ducato,  che  n^  chicdeva,  nk  s'  espet- 
Lto  in  patria,  pensb  a  ijuello,  cui  nessuno 
ite  giemmai,  e  soHrl  quello  che  a  niunn 
e  soffrire;  giaeclift  in  quel  luogo  celeber 
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lie  iiksegne.  ducali, 
m  feslivilk,  o 


;round.  Pelraroh  saj 
-eater  eient  id  hie  timi 
■miri,"  in  Italy.    He  : 


"  that  iheie  had  been  no 


I  differs  rrDQi  Ihe  hislorian  iu 
on  the  banks  of  the  Jikane," 
islead  af  at  Rome,  when  elected ;  the  other  account) 


BUppUcio,  0  lo  -- 
grandeavi 

j|  popolo,  BO  credere  alia  ^Lina,  be 


isigUali  claiaori.    Cairipaiisix>,  d 


-  (oiijours  par  des  coups  d'l 


isurp^>pf 


ente,  e  ■ 


iscD  i  DogI,  i  quali  gIL  succederanno,  che  que! 
6  un  esempio  posto  innanzi  oi  loro  oechi,  qnale  Bpecchio 
ncl  quale  Toggano  dj  csscre  non  Signori,  ina'Duei,  am' 
ueuimcno  Duci,  ma  onorati  servi  deUa  Repubblica 
Tu  sta  eauD ;  e  giacch^  flutluano  to  puUicche  cose,  Elb>  p 


I.™./ 

Viag 

idiPifrw 

of  Pet 

iBlly 

Thi 

IV 

Faliero  wa 

radi 

adly 

'Iha 

Pe 

arqhthou^tthf 

than  conduc 

iidL 

oro^gioc 

SdLy 

Tha 

Petraro 

h;  lb 

he 

saya 

nSme  facililfi  par  dea  magistrats 


important  de  la  soci^t^  oil 


scandale.    Le  c«iseil  dea  dix 
de  mai^ago  serut  oblig^o  d^en 


dlhlj,  Tliat  the  honour  of  the  dukedom  was  ei 

been  granted  to  any  other  in  like  drctjn>stancOfi,  *'i 
che  non  ai  concedettea  nessun  altio;^  ^*  proof  of  I 
high  eateem  in  which  Ite  must  have  heeu  held/^   - 
athly,  That  he  had  a  reputation  Ibr  msdam,  a>% 


y  the  la 
pet  taoti  anni  una  falaa  fania  di  ai  . 
usurped  for  ao  many  years  a  false  fame  of  wisdom 

rally  found  out  betbre  eighty  years  of  age,  al  least  h 
republic. 

From  these,  and  the  other  historical  notes  whicl 
have  colleoled,  it  may  be  uiferred  that  Marino  Falii 
poaaesaed  maoj  of  the  (pialides,  but  not  the  success  otl    3  ibid',  I 


I'aurait  pas  rejei^e.' 

mealiqueB,  determin*<ent  ie 
quUlpernieltait^sesaujets:  < 


e  M.  SFhlioV- .  cbaie«  i 
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loblig* 


Bt  qudqudbis  d'importanla  se 
qu^Dn  pouvait  employer  u^emflnt  k  ruiner  des 
<jue  leur  fbrtune  surait  p"  ra>^re  daugereui. 

eculement  dea  mfires  irafiquer  de  la  ritginite 
fillcs.  Ends  la  vendre  par  un  contral,  doijt  Taul 
itjiii  gajentis  par  la  signabjre  d^un 


'*  Lea^srloirs 


93  \oh.< 


Extract  from  the  Hislary  of  Ihe  RepubUi:  of  Vcai 
P.  Oaru,  Member  of  the  French  Aaatem;/,  i 
b.  'zjac7.  p.  95,  etc     Patls  Edit.  1819. 


enterprises^  carried  oil  hylhe  maaa  of  Ihe  nobles  again 

ration,  which  always  ended  by  a  stroke  of  state  policy,— 
we  must  add  a  cause  not  less  fitted  to  spread  contempt 
(br  aii«ent  docttines  ]  this  was  the  eise^st  qfeomiptiaa^ 
"That  freednm  of  manners,  which  had  been  Ion; 
boasted  of  as  the  principal  charm  of  VeiwUan  society 
had  degenerated  into  scandalous  licsntiousneBS ;  the  tit 
of  marriage  was  less  sacred  in  tiiat  Catholic  country 

adniii  of  lis  being  dissolved.  Because  (bey  could  no 
break  the  eontracl,  they  feigned  that  it  had  not  eiisted 
and  the  ground  of  milliiy,  immodestly  alleged  by  thi 
married  piur,  was  aJmitled  with  equal  lacility  by  priests 
HHU  megislrates,  alike  corrupt.  I^ese  divorces,  vaile  ' 
(dider  another  n^jne,  becairn^  so  frequent,  that  the  ma 
imponant  act  of  civil  tociety  was  discovered  to  b 
amenable  <□  a  tribunal  of  excepUons ;  and  to  reslrai 
ihe  open  scaoi!::  of  such  proceedings  became  the  offic 
uf  tlie  police.   In  17S2  the  Council  of  Ten  decreed,  thi 


TaiUiiitiUl'ltaIie.lB 


ent,  to  be  named  by  Ihe  feourt.' 

of  that  nature  before  itselH*    "Pas  infringement  on 
lical  jurisdiction  having  occasioned  some  re- 
right  of  rejecting  the  pelilion  of  the  married  persons, 

should  not  preriously  have  ffueoted.* 
"There  was  a  momenl  in  which,  doubtlcs^  the  da- 
-ucUon  of  private  rottunes,  the  rtiin  of  youth,  the  do . 
BsUc  discord,  occanoned  hy  these  abuses,  determined 
e  government  to  depart  fiom  its  established  maiims 
ncerning  the  freedom  of  manners  allowed  the  aubjcet. 
All  the  courteBans  were  banished  from  Venice,  but  thar 
ih  to  reclaini  and  brmg  back 

mdalous  licentiousness.   Depravity  reached  the  very 

u  of  important  secrets,  and  who  might  be  usefully 
iployed  in  Ihe  ruin  of  men  whose  forhiues  might 

ithers,  not  only  selling  the  innocence  of  their  daugh- 
s,  but  selling  it  by  a  contract,  authenticated  by  the 
:nature  of  a  public  ofiicer,  and  the  performance  of 
lich  was  secured  by  the  protection  of  the  laws.* 

the  houses  of  the  courtesans,  though  the  police  carefully 
ip  a  number  of  ^ies  about  them,  were  the  only 
iblies  for  society  m  Venice ;  and  m  these  two 
places,  so  different  from  each  other,  there  was  equal  free- 
dom. Muac,  collations,  gallantry,  were  not  more  ibrbid- 
den  in  the  parlours  tiian  at  the  casutoa.  There  were  a 
number  of  casinos  for  the  purpose  of  public  assemblies, 
where  gaming  was  the  principal  pursuit  of  the  company. 

cd,  or  grave  personages  in  their  magisterial  robes,  round 
'  "     '      iking  chance,  and  giving  way  at  one  Instanl 


9  of  desi 


at  the  neil 


without  ut 
"The  rich  had  private  casinos,  but  they  lived  incogs 

found  compensation  in  Ihtt  Ubettj  they  enjoyed.    The 
lorrupiion  of  morals  had  deprived  them  of  their  em- 


From  the  present  decay  and  degeneracy  of  Venice 
under  the  barbarians,  there  are  some  honourable  indi- 
vidual eiceptions.  There  is  Pasqualigo,  the  last,  and, 
alas!  posihuinai^  son  of  the  marriage  of  the  Doges  with 
die  Adriatic,  who  fought  his  frigate  with  far  greater 
gallantry  than  any  of  his  French  coadjutors  m  the  me 


y;Uek.Frea 
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morahb  action  olf  Ldssa*  I  came  home  in  the  squadron 
with  the  prizes  in  ISI],  and  recollect  to  have  heard  6ir 
William  Hoate,  and  the  other  officers  engaged  in  that 
gloriaiis  conflict,  speak  in  the  highest  terms  of  Pasqua- 
hgo's*eha«iour.  There  is  Sie  Abbate  Morelli.  Then 
a  lon«  and  honoorahli 


diploni 


if,  finds  60 


n  tlip  pursuits  of  Utecatore,  nilh  his 
nephew,  Vitter  Benion,  the  son  of  the  cdebrated  heauly, 
the  herome  of  "  La  Biondlna  in  Gondoletla."  There  arc 
the  patricion  poet  Morosini,  and  the  poet  Lamberti,  the 

ale  produclinns ;  and,  not  least  hi  an  Englishman's  esti- 
Bialion,  Madame  MicheHl,  the  transls-tor  of  Shaiispeare. 
There  are  the  young  Dandolo,  and  tha  iniproTfisalore 
Carter,  and  Giuseppe  Albriszi,  the  accomplished  sor 
of  sn  accomplished  mother.  There  is  AgUetti,  and, 
were  there  nothing  else,  thore  is  the  immortfllitj 
Canoia.  Cicognara,  Musloxilhi,  Bucati,  etc.,  etc.  I 
not  reckon,  beoiuee  toe  one  is  a  Greek,  and  the  others 
were  born  at  least  a  hundred  miles  o^,  which,  through- 
out  Italy,  constitutes,  if  not  a  /orrignp,  al  leaa  t 


Eibait  de  Coai 


-ffislo 


■e  iPIIaKe,  j 


P.  L.  GinEuin/',! 

tion  de  Peris,  MDCCCXIX. 

"  In  y  a  une  prediction  Ibrt  ranguli^re  sur  Venise : 
(M  tie  changes  paa,'  dil-elle  i  cette  r^puhlique  alliire, 
iib»te,  qin  d^  E'cnfuit,  ne  complera  pas  un  si^cle  ap 
^miUiimsann^e.' 

"  En  feisant  remontet  I'^oque  de  la  ILberte  T6ni- 

quel  la  r^pub^uB  a  flcuri, 
sitde  apr^s  miUe,  c'. 


;e  dale  de  697,  e 
t-k-dire  on^ 


-e  que  I 
ment  celui-ci ;  'Talibert^ne  compierapaaj 
1797.'  Kappelez-vousmaintenantquflVeni 
d'etre  libre  co  I'an  cinq  de  la  RSpubliquo  fr 
on  1799;  voua  lerrez  qu'il  n'y  eut  jamais  de  prMction 
plus  precise  et  plus  ponctuellement  suivie  de  l^eife 
^morquables  ccs  Iro 


I'AlaiE 


i,  adre) 


d  Veniae 


'*  There  is  one  very  singular  prophecy  cone 
VonicBi  'Ifthoudort  not  change,' it  sap  to  that  proud 
republic,  *  thy  hberty,  which  is  already  on  the  wing,  will 
not  reckon  a  Century  more.Aan  the  thousandth  year.' 

"  If  we  carry  back  (he  epochs  of  Venetian  freedom 
the  establishment  of  the  government  under  which  the  re- 
pablic  Boutishe<l,  we  shall  find  Ihat  the  date  of  the  el< 
fiimnflhe  first  Doge  is  697;  andif  wo  addonecentc  _ 
to  a  thousand,  (hat  is,  eleven  hundred  years,  we  shail 
■tad  the  sense  of  the  prediction  to  be  literaUy  (his:  'Thy 
3  o2  42 


iberly  will  not  last  till  1797.'  Recollect  that  Veni 
leased  to  be  free,  in  the  year  1796,  the  fifUi  year  of  t 
^noh  republic ;  and  you  will  perceive  ihat  there  ne' 
lias  prediction  more  pointed,  or  more  ejactly  follow 
)y  the  erenl.  You  will,  Iherefora,  note  as  very  remaJ 
ibte  the  three  lines  of  Alamanni.  addressed  to  Vera. 


[any  prophecies  have  passed  for  such,  and  many  me 

ive  been  called  prophets  for  much  less." 

If  (be  Dose's  nronhecv  seem  lemai^able,  took  (o  the  sbom 

The  author  of  "  Sketches  Descriptive  of  Italy,"  etc. 
le  of  the  hundred  tours  lately  published,  is  cKremely 
ixious  to  disclaim  a  possible  ehotge  of  plagiarism 
™  "Childe  Harold"  and  "Beppo."  He  adds,  thai 
affll  leas  conid  Ibis  presumed  comcidence  arise  from 
my  conversation,"  as  he  Eiad  repeatedlj/  dedhied  tm 
iroductian  to  me  white  in  tialt/. 
Who  tins  person  may  ba,  I  know  not ;  but  he  mnai 
Lve  been  deceived  by  all  or  any  of  those  who  "  repeat- 
edly olfered  to  introduce "  him,  as  I  have  invariably 
refused  to  i^c^ve  any  English  with  whom  I  was  not 
previously  acquainted,  even  when  they  had  letters 
from  Kngland.  If  the  whole  asser^on  is  not  an  inven- 
tion, I  request  tlus  person  not  (o  sit  down  with  the 
notion  that  he  could  have  been  introduced,  since  there 
has  been  notbuig  I  have  so  carefully  avoided  as  tuiy 

the  very  few  who  were  a  considerable  time  resident 


my  pre? 


Whoever  made  him  any  such  offer  was  possessed  of 

without  havuig  had  it.  The  fact  is,  Ihat  I  hoU  iu  utter 
abhorrence  any  contact  with  the  travelling  English,  aa 
my  friend  the  Couaul-General  Hoppner,  and  the  Coun- 

ly  frequented  by  them  is  held),  conld  amply  testify, 
were  it  worth  while.  1  was  persecuted  by  these  tourists 
even  to  my  riding-ground  at  Ijdo,  and  reduced  to  the 
most  disagreeable  circuits  to  avoid  them.  At  Madame 
Benzoni's  I  repeatedly  refused  to  ba  introduced  (a 
them ; — of  a  thousand  such  preaentalions  pressed  upon 

t  should  hardly  have  dcEcended  to  speak  of  such 
trifles  publicly,  if  the  impudence  of  this  "akelcher" 
bad  not  forced  me  to  a  refutation  of  a  disingenuous 
and  patuitousiy  imperUnent  asaerdonj— so  meant  to 
be,  for  idiat  could  it  unporl  to  the  reader  to  be  told 
that  the  author  "  had  repeatedly  declined  an  introduc- 

bave  above  Kiven,  is  scarcely  possible.  ExcepLLords 
Lansdowne,  Jersey,  and  Lauderdale ;  Messrs.^cott, 
Hammond,  Ba  Humphry  Davy,  the  late  M.  Lewis,  W. 
Bankes,  Mr.  Htqipner,  Thomas  Moore,  L«d  Kinuaird, 
hia  brother,  Mr.  Joy,  and  Mr.  Hobhouse,  I  do  not  re- 
collect (0  have  exchanged  aword  with  another  English 
man  unce  I  led  theh-  country ;  and  almost  all  these  L 
had  known  before    The  olhert^and  God  knows  there 

its,  I  refused  to  have  any  communication  with,  and  shW 
be  proud  and  happy  when  that  wish  becomes  mutiia;- 
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A  HISTOniCAL  TRAGEDY. 


Theai 


!  olher 


:h  ihe  ' 


them,  tiiere  may  be  poetry,  but  can  be  no  dram 
b  aware  of  Ihe  unpopularity  of  this  notion, 
gent  English  UteraUire;  but  it  ia  npt  a  syBlen 

ago,  was  Ihe  law  of  literature  tliroughoul  Ihe 
and  is  Etill  so  in  the  more  ciiilized  parts  of  i 


Has  not  all  quenched,  and  latent  o 

Steep'd  but  not  drawn'd,  in  deep  ' 
If  born  a  peasant,  he  had  been  a 

He  will  bequeath  none ;  nothing  I 
Which  his  sons  will  not  prize  in  h. 


Which  he  should  be,  as  easily  as  iha  thing 

ADVERTISEMENT. 

He  should  not  be  and  is.  Were  it  less  toil 

To  sway  his  nations  than  conaume  his  life  ? 

To  bead  an  irmy  than  to  rule  a  harem  ? 

account  of  Diodorus  Hiculiis,  reducing  it,  however,  to 

Re  sweats  ui  palling  pleasures,  dulls  his  aoul. 

lucb  dramatic  regularity  as  I  best  could,  and  trying  to 

And  saps  his  goodly  strength,  in  toils  which  yieli 

approach  the  unities.    1  thoiefore  suppose  the  tebellion 

Health  lihe  the  chase,  nor  ghiry  like  the  war— 

to  oxplode  and  succeed  in  one  day  by  a  sudden  con- 

Ha must  be  roused.    Alaa!  there  is  no  sound 

spiracy,  instead  of  tho  long  war  of  the  hiaiory. 

[Sound  of  >»fi  pmsic  heard  from 

To  rouse  him,  short  of  thunder.     Hark !  the  lul 

DRAMATIS  PERSONJi. 

The  lyre,  Ibe  timbrel ;  ihe  lascivioiis  linklings 

MEN. 

Of  women,  and  of  beings  less  Ihan  women, 
Must  chime  in  to  the  echo  of  his  revel, 
While  the  great  king  of  all  we  know  of  earth 

SnRDiKAP*i.DS,  Kins  of  iVineiwft  and  Assuria,  etc. 
ARB*cea,.lfe  Mede  tujo  ogrirsd  a  Ihi  Thr<mi. 
BELEsea,  a  Chaldtan  sod  S«tts^«-. 

S:itEBEKEE,  Ihe  mng's  BrMe-Minff. 

Lolls  crown'd  with  rosea,  and  his  diadem 

Alt.da,  o«  .dMjriim  Qffcer  of  Hie  Paiaa. 

-ijies  negiigenlly  by,  to  be  caught  up 

By  the  first  manly  hand  which  dares  to  snatch  it 

Lo,  where  they  come!  already  I  perceive 

The  reeking  odours  of  Ihe  perfumed  trans. 

WOMEN 

Who  are  his  comrades  and  his  council,  flash 
Along  tlie  gallery,  and  amidst  the  damaels. 

tVomm  Hrmpwnng-  the  Hotem  nf  SA.RnASAPJi.iis, 
Guards,  JueuAmij,  Chahlean  Priesia,  ■ 

Ho  comes  I    Shall  I  awail  him  V  yes,  and  front 

Mules,  etc.,  He. 

And  tell  him  what  all  good  men  teU  each  other, 

e„<.,l,{n»  r.r  l.in>  «T.d  hi».      Th»v  ^nme.  Ihe  >:i»v 

SARD  AN  AP  ALUS. 


SCENE  I. 
A  Haa  in  the  Palace. 

He  hath  wcong'd  his  queen,  but  still  he  i 
He  hath  wrong'd  my  sSTler,  still  he  is  my 
Ha  hatli  wrong'd  bis  people,  still  he  is  Ih 
And  I  must  be  his  friend  as  well  as  suhje 
He  must  not  perish  thus.  I  will  not  see 
The  blood  of  Nimrod  and  Semiramb 


Of  ei 
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SARDANAPALUS.                                             SDJ           j 

SCENE  II. 

HVBHHA. 

Sire!  your  brother 

CTimmed  wiA  Flowers,  and  Ida  Robe  mglisenllyjloa- 

«ig,  aUmded  bg  a   Tridn  of  Women  and  yuang 
Slavet. 

How  darest  lliou  naj^e  me  and  not  blush  3 

BABDAnAFALDs  (speoKnff  to  oms  ofMsalleadanli). 

SAEDABAPALUS.            jj^  y^^^  , 

Let  the  pavilion  over  Ihe  Euphrates 
Be  garlanded,  and  lit,  and  fumiah'd  foKh 

Thou  hasl  no  more  eyes  than  heart  lo  make  her  crimstn 
Like  lo  Ihe  dying  day  on  Caucasus, 
Where  sunset  linls  Ihe  snow  with  rosy  shadows. 
And  then  reproach  her  with  tUne  own  cold  blindnesi, 
Whioh  will  not  see  it.    What,  in  tears,  my  Mynha? 

For  an  eipecial  banquet;  at  Ihe  hour 

Of  midnight  we  will  aup  there ;  see  nought  wanting, 

*nd  bid  the  galley  be  prepared.     There  is 

A  cooling  breeie  which  crisps  the  hrood  clear  river ; 

We  will  embark  anon.    Fair  nymphs,  who  deign 

Let  them  flow  on ;  she  vreeps  for  mora  than  one, 

We  'II  meet  ag^n  in  that  the  eweeiest  hour. 

And  is  herself  the  cause  of  bitterer  tears. 

When  we  shall  gather  like  the  stars  ahove  us. 
And  you  will  ibcm  a  heaven  as  bright  as  theirs ; 

Cursed  be  he  who  caused  thnse  tears  lo  flow  1 

ra  then,  let  each  be  mialress  of  her  lime, 
And  thou,  my  own  Ionian  Myrrhs,  choose, 

Curse  not  thyseH^-miOions  do  that  slre-ady. 

Wilt  thou  along  with  them  or  me  ? 

Thou  dost  forget  thee;  make  me  not  remember 

My  lord 

Vy  lord,  my  lifo !  why  answcrest  thou  so  coldly  t 

Would  thou  couldst! 

itule  thy  own  hours,  thou  njlest  mine— say,  wouldat  thou 

fily  sovereign, 

1  pray,  and  thou  too,  prince,  permit  my  absence. 

Since  it  must  he  so,  and  this  churl  has  check'd 

"^Th"k*'   •     h  ■     -      ■ 

Thy  gentle  spirit,  go ;  but  recollect 

That  wo  most  forthwith  meet :  I  had  rather  losa 

1  pray  thee  say  not  bo  :  my  chiefesl  ioy 

An  empire  than  thj  presence.             [Exit  Mvanna. 

Is  to  contribute  to  thme  every  wish. 

I  do  not  dare  to  breath  my  own  desire. 

Il  may  be. 

Lest  it  shoukl  clash  -with  thine ;  for  thou  art  sllll 

Thou  wik  lose  both,  and  both  for  ever ! 

Too  prompt  to  sacrifice  thy  thoughts  for  others. 

6AHDAHAPALUS. 

I  would  reiziain ;  I  have  no  happiness 
Save  in  beholding  Uiine;  yet 

To  language  sucb  as  this ;  yel  urge  mc  not 
Beyond  my  easy  nature. 

Yet!  what  YET? 

'T  is  beyond 
Thai  easy,  fer  too  easy,  idle  nature, 

■niy  own  sweet  win  shall  be  the  only  harrier 

Which  ever  rises  betwixt  thee  and  me. 

Which  I  woukl  urge  thee.   Oh  thal^  coukl  rouse  Ihe., 

I  think  Ihe  presenl  is  the  wonted  hour 

Though  'I  were  against  mjselt 

Of  council ;  it  were  helter  I  re^re. 

SALEMEBES  (iWBJBS  forward,  and  Sags), 

By  the  god  Baal  1 
The  maji  would  make  me  tyrant. 

The  Ionian  slave  says  well ;  let  her  retire. 

Sotheuart, 

Who  anawersT    How  now,  brother  3 

Think'st  thou  there  is  no  tyranny  but  that 

The  tpieen's  brother. 
And  your  most  f^thful  vassal,  royal  lord. 

SARmNAFAiirs  {addussing  his  Irain). 

The  weakness  and  the  wickedness  of  luxury — 

Of  sensual  sloth produce  ten  thousand  tyrants. 

As  I  have  said,  let  all  dispose  their  hours 

Whose  delegated  cruelty  surpasses 

rill  midnight,  when  again  we  pray  your  presence. 

The  worst  acta  of  one  energetic  master. 

ITI^ecaurltearmg. 
1 1\>  Myv.,iu>.,  who  is  going.) 
M/rrha!  I  thou"hHioH  wouldat  remain. 

However  harsh  and  hard  in  liis  own  hearinfr 
The  false  and  fond  examples  of  thy  lusts 

Great  king. 

Corrupt  no  loss  than  Ihev  Ojipress,  and  sap 
In  the  same  moment  ail  thy  pageant  power. 

rhoa  didst  ntit  say  so. 

And  those  who  should  sustain  h ;  so  that  whetno 

A  foreign  foe  invade,  or  civil  broil 

Butl'ioukokedstit; 

Distract  within,  both  will  ahke  prove  fatal. 

1  know  each  glance  of  those  Ionic  eyes, 

The  first  thy  subjects  have  no  heart  lo  tamjuer , 

■-niiihMkl   ijjwouldsl  not  leave  me. 

His  last  they  rather  nould  assist  ihan  vanouiBo. 
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ForgivenesB  of  the  queen,  my  sister's  wrongs  J 
A  nilura.1  love  unlo  my  infant  nephews ; 
Futh  to  the  king,  a  &ith  he  may  need  shortly, 
In  more  than  vmiAa ;  tespeot  for  Nimrod's  line  j 
Also,  another  thing  thou  knowest  not. 

What's  that? 


Who  huilt  up  thn  vast  empire,  and  v^ert  made 
?  A  god,  or  at  the  least  shineat  like  o  god 

This,  5iy  pteaomed  descendant,  ne'er  beheid 
As  kuig  the  kingdoms  thou  didst  leave  as  hero. 
Won  with  thy  blood,  and  toil,  and  time,  and  jietil' 
For  what  7  1o  furnish  him  imposts  for  a  revd 
Or  mulUplied  extortions  {<x  a  minion. 

derslajid  Ihee — thou  wouWst  have  ma  go 
Fonji  as  a  conqueror.     By  all  tlie  stsis 
Which  the  ChaJdeans  read !  Hie  rcslless  slaves 
Deserve  that  I  should  curse  them  *ilh  their  wishea, 
ead  them  forth  to  glory. 


Not  know  (he  word! 
Never  was  word  yet  rung  so  in  my  ears — 
Worse  than  the  rabble's  shout,  or  splitting  trumpet ; 
I've  hoard  thy  slater  talk  of  noihuig  else. 

To  chojigQ  the  hksome  theme,  then,  hear  of  vice. 

From  whom  1 


These  our  Assyrians  to  the  s< 
Of  Gangta. 


Wherefore  not  7 


Thus,  then :  all  the  nations, 
Tor  ibey  are  many,  Tihom  thy  father  left 
In  heritage,  are  ioud  in  wrath  against  Ihee, 


Then  I  will  say  for  them— 
Thsi  ^e  had  better  woven  within  her  palace 

twenty  garroents,  than  with  iwenly  guards 
Have  Hed  id  Bactria,  leaving  to  the  ravens. 
And  wolves,  and  men — the  fiercer  of  ihe  three, 

myriads  of  tend  subjects.    Is  this  gloiy? 

let  me  live  in  ignominy  ever, 

All  warlike  spirits  have  not  the  same  fate. 

A  hundred  kings,  although  she  faiPd  in  India, 
Brought  PerEPa,  Media,  Bactria,  to  the  realm 
tVhich  she  once  swoy'd — and  thou  miskls!  sway. 


In  their  eyes  a  nothing ; 


Of  the  first, 
More«han  is  glorious ;  of  the  last,  far  less 
Than  the  king  reeks  of. 


Thert 


ja  there  not? 


r&  heard  my  Greek  glrla  speak  of  si 
He  was  a  god,  that  h,  a  Grecian  god. 
An  idol  foreign  to  Assyria's  worship, 
^'  t  coTR^uer'd.this  same  golden  realm  of  Ind 
Thon  pretest  of,  where  Semiramis  was  vanqulshM. 


And  .omewhalin  the  monarch  who  ne'er  looks 

Beyooil  Ihem,  'tis  but  Id  some  mountain  palace, 
riil  luininer  .leais  wear  down.    O  glorious  Baal  1 


What  means  the  kmg] 
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Eniff  Cupbearer. 

SARi>AN4l  ALUS  [oddreisoig  the  Citpleitrer). 

Rfing  me  fhe  golden  goblet  thjch  with  gems, 

Which  bears  the  name  of  Nimtod's  chalice.     Hence 

FiD  full,  and  hear  it  quickly.  [Exit  Oigjfieore 

U  this  moment 


ie  barbarian  Greeks  of  th 


SAEDANAPALUS. 


wgod 


Re  did,  and  Ihenca  was  deem'd  a  deity 

Like  a  Chaldean  peasant  lo  his  mate. 

Not  so :— of  all  Ins  eonqueslB  &  few  colomns. 

Ye  knew  nor  me,  nor  monarchs,  nor  ni 

nkind. 

Which  may  be  his,  and  n^ght  be  mine,  if  I 

The  landmarita  of  the  aeaa  of  goto  he  ahed. 

I'o  gladden  that  of  man,  as  some  atonement 

And  why  not  her  bro 

her? 

\  sort  of  semi-glonous  homan  monster. 

The  ungrateful  and  ungraMOus  slaves  1  they  murmu 

Here 's  that  which  dafied  hlm-let  it  no«7 

Because  I  have  not  shed  their  bkiod,  nor  led  them 

lIumaniM  thee ;  my  surly,  chiding  brother. 

To  dry  into  the  desert's  dust  by  rajTiads, 

Pledge  ma  to  the  Greek  god ! 

Or  whiten  with  theu:. hones  the  banks  of  Ganges  i 

Nor  decimated  them  with  savage  laws. 

For  dUhy  realms 

Nor  sweated  them  to  build  up  pyraunds. 

I  would  not  so  blaBphcme  our  eoontry's  creed. 

Or  Babylonian  waUs. 

SAtEMEKES. 

That  is  to  say,  Ihou  thinkest  him  a  hero. 

Yet  these  are  trophies 

That  he  shed  blood  by  oceans  ;  and  no  fod, 

More  worthy  of  a  people  and  thrar  prince 

Than  songs,  and  lutes,  and  feasts,  and  concubinea. 

Which  cheers  Ibe  sad,  reyives  the  old,  inspires 

The  young,  makes  Wearmesa  fiirget  his  toil. 

And  Fear  her  danger ;  opens  a  new  world 

Or  for  my  trophies  I  have  founded  cities ! 

When  this,  die  present,  palls.  Well,  then  1  pledge  thee. 

There 's  Tarsus  and  Anchialos,  both  buUt 

And  Aim  as  a  true  man,  who  did  his  utmost 

In  one  day— what  could  tliat  blood-loving  beldamg 

In  good  or  evil  to  surprise  mankind.                 [Drinti. 

My  martial  grandam,  diasle  SeinirfLBUs, 

Do  mote,  ancept  destroy  them  7 

Wikthou  resume  a  revel  at  this  hour? 

SALEMEBES. 

And  if  I  did,  't  were  better  than  il  trophy. 

Being  bought  without  a  tear.    But  that  is  not 

My  present  purpose :  suice  lliou  wilt  not  pledge  me. 

Continue  what  thou  pleasest. 

[Til  Ihe  Cupbearer].  Boy,  retire. 

{EmI  Cupbunr 

would  but  have  reeall'd  thee  from  thy  dream  i 


Thmk !  Thou  hast  wi 


as  ail  power  and  splendour  of  h 
ct,  the  tutelage  of  Assyiia's  hei 
omage  and  the  appanage  of  soi 


own  thy  merit  in  those  founded  cii 
tuili  for  a  vriiim,  recorded  with  a  v 
Vhich  shames  both  them  and  thee 
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Ancl^aliu  and  Tar 


Oh,  thou  wouldst  have  me  doubtless  set  up  edicts — 

Recruit  his  phalanx — spill  ;our  blood  il  bidding — 
Fall  down  find  intrsblp,  or  get  up  and  tiul." 
Or  thus—"  Sardanapalus  on  this  spot 


s  a  hard  qiiealion.—Bul,  I  answer  Yes. 
rt  the  thing  he  done  without?  Who  are  Ihey 
Whom  tJiou  suspectest  ? — Let  them  he  arrestfid. 

rm  send  my  answer  through  thy  babbling  lro(^ 
f  paramours,  Hud  thence  fly  o'er  the  palace, 
iven  to  the  city,  and  so  baffle  all.— 


land  of  hi 


These  are  then'  sep 
1  leave  such  things  t 
For  me,  if  lean  ma 
The  weight  of  huma 
Ungroaning  t5  die  ta 
Which  I  deny  to  th 

Ichres,  and  this  his  trolly." 

ke  my  subjects  feal 
n  misery  less,  and  glide 
mb ;  I  lake  no  hcense 

I  have  one  mora  request 

Name  it. 

That  thou  this  night  forbear  the  banc 
In  the  pavilion  over  the  Euphrates. 

Thf  sites  have  bee 

revered  as  gods 

In  dust 

Forhcar  the  banquet  1  Not  ibr  all  the  plotteta 
That  ever  shook  a  kmgdom !  Let  them  come 
And  do  their  worst :  I  shall  not  blench  for  the 

And  death,  wl 


leither  gods  n 


At  feast  [hey  banqueted  upon  your  gods, 
And  died  fur  lack  of  farther  nutnment. 
Those  gods  were  merely  men ;  look  to  their  b 
I  feel  a  thousand  mortal  thmgs  about  me. 
But  nothmg  godlike,  unless  it  may  be 
7'be  Thing  which  you  condemn,  a  disposition 
To  love  and  to  be  merciful,  to  pardon 
The  follies  of  n^y  speeies,  and  (that's  human) 
To  be  indulgent  to  my  own. 

Alas! 


Wtiich  has  environ'd  thee  with  snares ;  but  yel 
There  is  resource :  empower  mc  nnth  thy  signi 
To  queH  the  machinaliona,  bdu  I  lay 
Tho  heads  of  thy  chief  foes  oefore  Ihy  feet. 


I  man  -with  unlimited  live^. 

te  those  Ironi  others,  we  nor  know 

;e  taken,  nor  the  thing  we  give. 


w  who  seek  Ibr  thine? 


in  not,  if  needful! 


lul  thou  wouklst  arm  thei 

'erhaps.    I  have  the  goodtiEEt  armour,  and 
I  sword  of  such  a  temper ;  and  a  bow 
Ind  javelin,  which  might  furnish  Nimrod  forth : 
t  little  heavy,  but  yet  not  unwieldy. 


Oh !  ifil  must  be  so,  and  these  rash  slavi 
Will  not  be  ruled  with  less,  1  '11  use  Ihe  s 
Tm  they  shall  wish  it  tum'd  into  a  dislaf 

They  say,  Ihy  sceptre 's  lurn'd  to  that  ai 

s  false  I  but  let  them  say  so :  the  r 


same  of  th«r  chief  hero,  Heri 
luse  he  loved  a  Lydian  queen : 
populace  of  all  the  nati<Hi9  seiz 


^hey  have  peace  and  pastime,  and  th 
To  revel  and  to  rail ;  it  irks  me  nol. 

lid  not  give  the  smile  of  one  fair  girl 
dl  the  popular  breath  that  e'er  dividei 
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SARDANAPALUS. 


Thou  hasi  m 

signet  ;- 

since  the 

yaretumu 

Let  them  be 

empet'd ; 

yet  not 

oughly,  l,i: 

Necessity  en 

irce  it. 

hue  all 

mn. 

Given  or  rec 

ved;  we 

mveeni 

The  mennes 

helDflie 

Not  to  add  to 

each  Dlh 

! burthen 

Of  morlBl  misery,  but 

alherlaa 

Bymildreci, 

rooal  alleiialion. 

The  fatal  pel 

dties  ini[ 

But  tins  thoy 

or  they  will  not  kna 

I  liavE,  by  B 

at!  done 

111  I  cou 

to  sooth. 

I  interlbeil  n< 

3t  with  lb 

ir  civic  1 

ves. 

They  lie.— Unhappily,  I  am  unlit 


It  least,  who  seeks  to  be  eo. 
—'lis  thy  secTEt ;  thou  desi 


Was  man  who  more  deali 
The  peaceful  only ;  if  th 
They  bad  conjured  up  bIc 
"The  mighty  bunlet." 

But  vmM  no  more,  by  th 
fVlial  tliey  have  found  m 


They 


ly  find  m 


To  speak  it  worsa ;  and  let  them  thank  thi 
Then  Uiou  at  last  canel  feel  ? 


With  words,  but  deeds.  Keep  thoj  awaki 
VVIuch  sleeps  at  limes,  but  is  not  dead  ivil 
And  thou  maysi  yet  be  glorious  in  thy  rojg 
As  powerful  in  thy  realm.    Farewell  I 


Fle'i 


and  on  his  finger 


Because  they  are  near 

andallivhoarere 

lecause  they  are  afar 

But  if  it  should  b 

r  they  should  sweep  n 

e  or  from  earth  an 

Vhy,  what  is  earth  or 

empire  of  the  earth 

have  loved,  and  llvei 

1  than  fhoaa- 

Acts  of  this  day!  'T 

true  I  have  not  sh 

Hood,  as  1  might  have 

lly  namo  became  the 

But  for  this 

y  life  is  love: 

f  I  must  shed  blood,  : 

shall  be  by  force. 

loth  flowed  for  me,  n 

r  hath  the  smallest 

)f  Nineveh',  vast  trea 

}n  objects  which  couli 

.is  because  1  hate  n 

flheyreheijitisboc 

Oh, men!  ye  must  be 

B  rank  abundance,  an 

gthefursml, 

Hakmg  a  desert  of  fotlilily — 

Wifhin  there,  ho! 

(npmi  to  AUtndmt) 

Away 

^Afc-s„;„ffMvR„Ha. 

t  throbb'd  for  ihce,  and 

lere  thou  oomest ;  le 

)eem  that  some  unknow 

us,  though  misecn, 

In  absence,  and  attracts 

us  to  each  other. 

What  is  it' 

In  my  native  lend  a  god. 
And  in  ray  heart  a  feeling  like  a  god's, 
Esaltad ;  yet  I  own  'I  Is  only  mottsJ, 
For  what  I  feel  is  bumble,  and  yel  happy— 
That  is,  it  would  be  happy;  but 
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For  ever  lhui,add™aB'd  with  awe.     I  neV 

To  think  of  aught  saie  festivals.    Thou  hast  mx 

Can  see  a  smile,  unless  in  some  broad  lianquet's 

Spurn'd  his  sage  cau^ons  ! 

Intoxlcaling  glaiyi,  when  the  bulToons 

Hjve  gorged  Hiemseluea  up  to  equality. 

What  1- and  dost  Ihou  featJ 

Mjnha,  I  can  hear  all  iheae  things,  these  names, 

Fear!— I'm  a  Greek,  and  how  should  I  fear  deaihT 

A  slase,  and  wherefore  shouki  1  dread  my  freedom? 

Iham, 

That  is,  I  suffer-d  them-from  slaves  and  nobles; 

Then  wherefore  dost  thou  turn  so  pale  t 

But  when  Ihcy  falter  ij™i  the  hps  I  love, 

The  lips  which  have  been  preas'd  lo  nime,  a  chill 

I  love. 

Conies  oV  my  heart,  a  cold  sense  of  the  felsehood 

And  do  not  1  ?  1  lovo  thee  far-far  more 

In  those  for  whom  I  haie  fell  most,  and  makes  me 

Than  either  the  brief  life  or  the  wide  realm. 

Wish  thai  I  CDuld  Jay  dov*  the  dull  tiara. 

Which,  it  may  be,  are  menaced :— yet  1  blench  not. 

And  share  a  cottage  on  the  Caucastis 

With  thee,  and  wear  no  croivns  but  ihose  of  flowers. 

That  means  Ihou  Invest  nor  thyself  nor  me ; 

For  he  who  loves  another  loves  himself. 

Would  that  we  c™ld! 

Even  tor  that  other's  sake.    This  is  too  tash : 

Kingdoms  and  Uves  are  not  to  be  so  lost. 

And  dosl  Ifioilfeel  ihisT-Why! 

Lost !— why,  who  is  the  aspiring  chief  who  dared 

Then  thou  ™uldst  know  what  Ihou  canst  never  know. 

Assume  to  win  themi 

Who  is  he  should  dread 

To  try  so  much  7  When  he  who  is  their  rulet 

The  true  value  of  a  heart; 

Forgets  liimsel^  will  Ihey  remember  him  T 

Myrrhal 

I  liave  proved  a  thousand— 

A  thousind,  and  a  thoueand. 

Too  often  on  mo  not  to  make  those  frowns 

Hearts  1 

Which  they  may  augur.- King,  I  am  your  subjecl  1 

I  think  so. 

Master,  I  am  your  slave !  Man,  I  have  kived  you  !_ 
Loved  you,  I  know  nol  by  what  fatal  weakness. 

Not  one  1  the  lime  may  come  thou  may'at. 

s.Hr.»iP».Lns.            ^^^.^^ 

A  slave,  and  hatuig  fetters — an  Ionian, 

Hear.Myrrba;  Salemcnes  has  dcolareJ- 

Degraded  by  that  passion  than  by  chains  ! 

Or  why  or  how  he  hath  divined  it,  Belus, 

Still  I  have  loved  you.    If  that  love  were  strong 

Who  founded  our  great  realm,  knows  mora  than  1— 

Enough  to  overoomo  all  former  nature,. 

Rul  Salemenes  hath  declared  ray  thtano 

Shall  it  not  daim  the  privilege  to-  sbyo  you  ? 

''"*'"■ 

Sai.E  me,  my  beauty!  Thou  art  very  fair. 

He  did  well. 

And  what  I  seek  of  Ihee  is  love- not  safety. 

And  saj'sl  Mouse! 

Anil  without  love  whore  dwells  security  7 

Thon  »hom  he  Bpum'd  so  haishly,  and  now  dared 

Dnve  from  our  presence  with  his  savage  jeers, 

I  speak  of  woman's  love. 

And  made  thee  weep  and  blush? 

The  very  first 

'  I  should  do  both 

Of  human  life  must  spruig  from  woman's  broasi. 

Moie  ireuuently,  and  he  did  well  to  call  me 

Your  first  smoil  words  are  taughl  you  from  her  lips, 

Back  (o  niT  duly.     But  Ihou  speak'st  of  peril— 

Your  first  tears  quench'd  by  her,  and  your  last  sighs 

When  men  have  shrank  ftom  ihe  ignoble  care 

Ay,  from  dark  plots  and  ^ares 

Of  watching  the  last  hour  of  him  who  led  ihem. 

1  know  nol  what-  a  labyruith  of  things-. 

Myeloquenllonian!  thou  speak'sl music. 

A  maie  of  multer'd  threats  and  mysteries : 

The  very  chorus  of  Ihe  Iragie  song 

lliaa  KDow'st  the  man— it  is  his  usual  custom. 

I  have  heard  thoo  talk  of  as  the  favourite  pastime 

But  he  is  honest.    Come,  we'lthinkno  mora  ont— 

«ul  of  Ihs  midnight  festivah 

I  weep  not.- But  I  pray  thee,  do  not  speak 

T  is  tune 

Abom  my  fathers  or  iheir  land. 
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rim  Uiumiibs.     LeH 
Enter  Pabia. 


Well,  then,  how  woiildsl  tlioii  mve  me,  as  tliou  saidst  7 

By  'caching  tliee  lo  save  thyself,  and  noi 
Thysdr  alone,  but  Ihese  vast  rcalnis,  rronl  all 
The  rage  of  tha  worst  war — the  wai  of  breihren. 


inger  than  he  can  love.    How  my  soul  hsX 
This  language,  which  makes  life  itself  a  lie, 
-Lttering  dust  with  etermiy.     Well,Fania! 
brief. 

I  am  charged  by  Salemenes  to 
Ratotato  his  prayer  unto  ihe  king. 
That  for  this  day,  at  least,  he  will  not  quit 
Tha  palace ;  when  the  gwieral  returns, 

or  his  presumption. 


Dost  Ikou  sa/  bO,  Mytrfia? 

I  speak  of  laric  popular  love,  self-love. 

Which  means  that  men  are  kept  in  awe  and  law, 

Yet  not  opprees'd — at  leaal  they  must  not  think  so ; 

Or  if  they  think  so,  deem  it  necessary 

To  ward  off  worse  oppreesioa,  their  own  passions. 

A  king  of  feasts,  and  flowers,  and  wine,  and  revel. 

And  love,  and  miiih,  was  never  king  of  glory. 

Ulary:  what's  that? 

Ask  of  the  gods  Ihy  fathers. 


What!  amithencoop'd? 

The  hreaih  of  heaven  ?  Tell  prince  Salemenei, 
all  Assyria,  cajpng  round  the  walls 


I  must  obey,  and  yet 

many  a  day  and  moon  thou  hast  redined 

Lever  shown  thee  to  tJiy  people's  longing ; 
Leaving  thy  subjects'  eyes  ungratilied. 
The  satraps  UBConlnJFd,  the  gods  unwotshipp'a. 
And  all  things  in  the  anarchy  of  sloth, 
Till  alT,  save  enl,  sUunbeHil  through  the  realm ! 
knd  wilt  thou  not  now  tarry  fijr  a  day, 
L.  day  which  may  redeem  thee?    Wilt  thou  nol 
Yield  to  the  few  siiH  failbfijl  a  few  liours. 
For  them,  for  thee,  for  thy  past  &lhers'  race, 
nd  for  thy  sons'  inheritance  ? 


Look  to  the  annals  of  thine  empire's  founders. 

They  are  so  blotted  o'er  with  blood,  I  cannot. 

But  what  wouldal  havej  the  empue  ftiu  ten  ftmnded, 

I  cannot  go  on  mulliplyiog  empires. 


From  the  deep  urgency  with  which  the  prin 
Despatch'd  me  to  your  sacred  presence,  I 
Must  dare  to  add  my  feeble  voice  to  that 


At  least  Twill  enjoy  it. 
Come,  Myrrfia,letus  on  to  the  Euphrates; 
The  hour  invites,  the  galley  is  prepared. 
And  the  pavilion,  deck'd  for  our  return, 
In  IH  arlornmenC  for  the  evening  banquet. 
Shall  blaze  with  beauty  end  with  Ught,  until 


Crown'd  w 


loppoei 


Of  all  Ihy  lailbM  subjects,  who  will  rally 
Round  thee  and  thine. 


By  all  that  'a  good  and  glorious,  lake  Ih 
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Ten  tliousand  precious  moments  m  vain  words, 

Busmeas  lo-nMHTOw. 

And  vainer  fears.  Within  there!— Ye  slaves,  deck 

The  hall  of  Nimrod  for  the  evenmg  revel ; 

Ay,  or  death  to-nighl. 

[f  I  must  make  a  prison  of  our  palace. 

At  least  we  "ll  wear  our  fetters  jocundly ; 

If  the  Euphrates  he  forbid  as,  and 

The  summer  diveHing  on  its  beauteous  border, 

So  lei  ma  fall  Uke  the.pluck'd  rose .'— iar  belief 

Here  we  are  sail  unmenaced.    Ho  I  within  there  1 

Thus  than  be  ivilher'd. 

[Erii  Saebasapjlus. 

HVRRHA  (««!ufi). 

Then  thou  v-ilt  not  yield, 

Why  do  I  lore  this  man!  My  country's  daughters 

Even  for  the  sake  of  ail  Ihal  ever  slirr'd 

Love  none  but  heroes.     But  I  have  no  country  I 

A  monaidi  into  action,  lo  forego 

The  slave  hath  lost  all  aave  her  bonds.     I  love  him ; 

A  trifling  revel. 

To  lovB  whom  we  esteem  not.     Be  it  so : 

Wo. 

The  hour  is  coming  when  hall  need  all  love. 

And  find  none.    To  fall  from  him  now  were  baser 

Then  jield  for  jm«,; 

Than  lo  have  stubb'd  him  on  his  throne  when  highest 

For  my  sake  ! 

Would  have  been  noble  in  my  country's  creed ; 

I  was  not  made  for  either.     Could  I  save  him, 

Thme,  my  MyTrna  1 

I  should  not  love  Aim  better,  but  myself; 

'Tislhe  first 

And  I  have  need  of  Ihe  last,  for  I  have  fallen 

Boon  whidi  I  e'er  ask'd  Assyria's  king. 

In  my  own  thoughts,  by  loving  diis  soA  stranger  : 
And  yet  melhinks  I  love  lum  more,  perceivmg 

Thai '3  true;  and,  wer '1  my  kingdom,  must  he  granlod. 
Well,  for  thy  sake,  I  jieU  me.     Pania,  hence ! 
rhouhear'sime. 

Thai  he  is  hated  of  his  own  barbarians. 
The  natural  foea  of  all  Ihe  blood  of  Greece. 
Could  I  but  wsie  a  smgle  thought  like  those 
Which  even  the  Hirygians  fell,  when  battling  long 

And  obey.                     {Eiil  Pahh. 

"Twin  Ilion  and  the  sea,  wiUim  his  heart, 

He  loves  me,  and  I  love  him ;  the  slave  loies 

\Vhat  is  thy  motive,  Myrrha,  thus  10  urge  me  ! 

■iTiy  safety ;  and  the  eerlBintj  that  nought 
llould  urge  the  prince,  thy  kinsman,  lo  require 
'i'huB  much  from  Ihev,  but  some  impending  danger. 

Her  master,  and  would  free  him  from  his  vices. 
If  not,  I  have  a  means  of  fi^edom  still. 
And  if  1  cannot  teach  him  how  lo  reign. 
May  show  him  how  alone  a  king  can  leave 
His  throne.    I  must  not  lose  him  from  my  sight. 

AnJ  if  I  do  not  dread  it,  why  shouldst  ihou  7 

tlYRBHA, 

ACT  11. 

Hecause  liou  dost  not  fear,  1  fear  for  Hsi. 

SCEKE  I. 

IVii  Fortd  of  Ihe  mme  HaS  of  Iht  Polo^e. 

L'  Iho  worst  come,  I  shall  be  where  n<aie  weep. 

lEtESES  (mr«s). 

The  sun  goes  down ;  methinks  he  sets  more  bIowIj, 

Andlliou? 

Taking  his  last  look  of  Assyria's  empire. 

How  red  he  gbrea  amongst  those  deepening  clouds, 

1  shall  be  king,  as  heretofore. 

like  the  blood  he  predicts.    Knot  in  vain, 

Thou  sun  that  ankest,  and  ye  stars  which  rise. 

ffttere? 

1  have  oulwafch'd  ye,  reading  ray  by  ray 

BARDASAPALDS. 

The  edicts  of  your  orbs,  which  make  Tims  tremble 

With  Baal,  Nimrod,  and  Semiramis, 

For  what  he  brings  the  nations,  't  is  the  liirthest 

Hour  of  Assyria's  years.    And  yet  how  calm ! 

fate  made  me  what  I  am — may  make  me  nothing — 

An  earthquahe  should  announce  so  great  a  fall— 

Itut  «ilher  that  or  nolliing  must  I  be : 

A  summer's  sun  discloses  it,     Yon  disli, 

I  «di  not  live  degraded. 

To  the  star-read  Chaldean,  hears  upon 

lis  everlasting  page  the  end  of  what 

Hadst  thou  felt 

Seem'd  everlaslmg ;  but  oh!  thou  true  mm .' 

Tt..ii  aHayi,  none  would  ever  dare  degrade  tbee. 

The  burning  orade  of  all  thai  live. 

As  fountain  of  all  life,  and  symbol  of 

jSBOwhavrilldoHinowT 

Him  who  heBloWa  it,  wherefore  dost  thou  Imiit 

Thy  lore  unto  calami^?  Why  not 

Doal  thoa  suspect  none  7 

Unfold  the  rise  of  days  more  worthy  Ihine 

All-glorious  burst  from  ocean  7  why  not  dart 

BiBoeoir-Uial'saspy'soflice.    Oh  1  we  lose 

A  beam  of  hope  athwart  the  ftiiure's  years. 
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I  am  thy  worshipper,  thj  priesl,  thy  servant — 
1  have  gazed  on  ihee  at  thy  nee  and  full. 
And  boiv'd  mj  head  beneath  thy  mid-day  beams. 
When  my  eye  dared  not  meet  thee.     I  have  waleh'd 
For  thee,  and  alter  Ihee,  and  prsy'd  to  thee. 
And  sacriBced  to  thee,  and  read,  and  fearM  thee. 
And  ask'd  of  thee,  and  thou  hast  snswer'd— but 
Only  to  thus  much:  while  I  speak,  he  sinks- 
Is  gone — ajid  leaves  his  beauly,  not  lug  knowledge, 
To  the  delighted  west,  which  revek  in 
lis  hues  of  dying  glory.    Yet  what  ia 
Death,  so  it  be  biit  gloric      " 


The  J 


lortals  n 


It  in  decay. 


happy  to 


^nible 


The  waters  with  his  female  males.    The  i 
Is  issued  for  the  feast  in  the  pagiliou. 
The  iirsi  cup  which  he  drains  will  be  Eha  t 
QualTd  by  the  line  of  Nimf™!' 


If  you  thought  thus,  or  think,  why  m 
Your  kuig  of  eoncubinea?  why  stir  i 
Why  spur  ma  to  this  enterprise  1  joi 


'T  is  iJiy  natal  ruler— lliy  birth  planet, 
iBBACES  (levelling  his  tcabbnrd). 
My  star  is  in  this  scabbard ;  when  it  shines, 
It  shall  out-dazjie  cornels.    Let  us  think 
or  what  is  to  be  done  to  jusUfy 
Thy  planets  and  their  portents.    When  we  conrjuer. 
They  shall  have  temples— ay,  and  priesis— and  thou 
Shalt  be  die  pontiff  of— what  gods  thou  wilt ; 


No;  I  own  thee 


Why  not  both? 


So  little  10  effect 


He  has  that  in  him  which  may  make  you  strife  yot 
And,  were  he  all  yon  think,  his  guards  are  hardy. 
And  headed  by  the  cool,  stem  Salemenes. 


ihcy  are  soMiers. 

■i 
command  Ihem. 


And  therefore 
That  Salemen. 


He  keeps  aloof  from  aU  the  ( 
Not  from  tho  council — Aeie  I 
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Wliy,  it  13  Sis  revenge  we  work  for. 

Could 
Be  but  Iw  brought  to  think  so :  (his  I  doubt  of. 

What  if  we  sound  him? 

Yea— if  the  lime  seived. 


Hon!  in  the  palace?  it 


Methought  the  haughij'  soldier  fenr'd  lo  motint 

Ihrone  too  ensily :  does  it  disappoint  iJiee 
To  find  there  is  a  dipperier  siep  ot  two 
Than  what  was  counled  en  1 

When  Uie  hour  conitj, 

Thou  haal  seen  my  life  al  slake— and  gfjly  plaj'd  foi , 


He  loved  thai  gay  pavilion — it  was  ever 

And  he  loved  his  queen — 
And  thnce  a  thousand  harlolty  be^des — 
A  nd  he  has  loved  all  things  by  lutos,  except 


Bui  elsewhere  than  the  palace. 

Wherefore  EO? 
nol  the  hour. 

Tliehou,wwhaliiDur? 

or  nudnighl, 
Lghlf  my  tcfd  I 

What,  are  you  noi  InvilcdJ 
Oh !  yes — w»  had  fbrgollen. 


Thus  10  forget  a  ooireteign's 


ml 


On  the  state's. 
We  have  the  privilege  lo  approach  the  pteseneo, 


iters.    Guards!  within ih< 

Enter  Ovordj. 
EMEHES  (conlinuing). 
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AKVACES  {drawii^  hit  siarn-d). 
Take  uun«. 

I  will. 

Bui  in  your  heart  (he  blade— 
The  hilt  quil9  not  tliis  hand. 

How  I  do3l  Ihou  brave  me  ! 
■T  m  woU— this  aavoa  a  trial  and  false  merej. 
Solmei^  hew  down  Ihe  rebel  I 

Soldiers!  Ay- 
Alone  !  foolish  slave — 
What  is  there  in  fliee  that  a  piince  should  shrink  [rom 
Of  open  force  ?  We  dtead  thy  treason,  not 

The  serpeDt'a  not  the  hon's.    Cut  him  down. 

EEIESKS  (iniayosiBg). 
Aibacea!  are  you  mad?  Have  I  not  render'd 
My  swotd  7  liien  trust  like  me  our  sovereign's  justice. 

And  this  slight  arm,  and  die  a  long  at  least 
Of  my  own  breath  and  body—so  far  that . 
None  else  shall  cliain  ihem. 

SALEMENES  ((O  Ihl   Guords). 

Vou  hear  Aim,  anJ  me. 


Indeed! 
Ptiooe,  yon  forget  yourself.     Upon  what  wam 

SALEUENES  {tliomng  Hie  sigwi). 
Thino. 

The  king's! 


Yes !  and  let  the  king  confiim  it. 

I  parted  not  from  Ihis  for  such  a  porpoae. 

You  parted  with  it  for  your  safely— 1 
Employ'd  it  for  the  heat.    Pronounee  in  person. 
Here  I  am  hut  your  slave— a  moment  past 
was  yout  repreBeittative. 


The  princa  must  answer  that. 
Truth  upon  my  part,  treason  upon  Iheus. 


I  do  the  hangman's  office  ?    Regreants!  see 

[Salemenes  ollact*  Aheaces.  , 
Enter  SARDAWAPALoa  and  Train. 

Hold  your  hands— 
Oponyour  lives,  1  say.  What,  deaf  or  drunken? 
My  sword  1  oh  fcol,  1  wear  no  sword :  here,  fellow. 
Give  me  thy  weapon.  [To  a  Guard. 

[Sabdawapalus  sntdches  aswordjTomnntoJths 
sildisri,  and  Tttaltfi  bEbEEEn  the  cotnbaUmte—^they 


The  king  demands  your  fellow  traitor's  sword. 

ARBACES  (;»  SA1.EMEBES). 


And  in  an  hour  or 


'  "S™" 


•  VHy  palac 


AuJadoua  brawlers  J 


That  is  not  possible:  he  dared  not;  no— 
No — 1  '11  not  hear  of  such  things.  Those  vain  bicKennj(i 
Are  spawn'd  in  courts  by  base  intrigues  and  baser 
ETirelings,  who  hve  by  lies  on  good  men's  lives. 
You  must  have  been  deceived,  my  hrolhw. 

BALEMESES. 

Fjtsl 

Let  1dm  deliver  up  his  weapon,  and 
Proclajm  himself  your  subject  by  that  duty, 
\dA  I  will  answer  all. 


Why,  if  I  thonght  so— 
0,  it  cannot  be ;  the  Mede  Arhaces— 
The  trusty,  rough,  true  soldier— the  best  eauta 

Of  all  who  discipline  our  nations Nc, 

1 11  not  insult  him  thus,  to  bid  him  reniler 
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Monarcb,  take  back  youi 


IB  he  never  yieMeil 
r.     Chief,  keep  your  weapon* 
:9  [JeUvcrtng  back  Al  Kgncl). 


13  others  hold,  of  aimply  lapipE  of  i 
Worlds  or  ihe  lights  of  worlds,  I  kii 
There 's  BoqielMng  sweel  in  my  um 
would  not  change  for  your  Chaldei 
sddes,  I  know  of  these  all  clay  es 

■   OB  their  brilliancy  and  feel  their  b 
When  they  dime  on  my  grave,  I  shE 


For  neiOier,  b\ 


say  hslU 


I  know  not  what  hath  prejudiced  the  prince 

So  strongly  'gainst  two  sobjects,  than  whom  none 

Have  been  more  zealous  for  Assyria's  weaL 

Peace,  factious  priest  and  feilhless  soUiet!  thou 
Cnit'sl  in  thy  own  person  the  woral  vices 
Of  the  most  dangerous  orders  of  mankind' 
Xeep  thy  smooth  nerds  and  juggluig  homilies 
Tor  those  who  know  thee  not.    Thy  fellow's  sin 
^  at  the  least,  a  bold  one,  and  not  lemper'd 
By  the  (ricks  taught  thee  in  Chaldea. 

Hear  him, 


Plea: 


.  I  doubt  Ih 


The  worship  of  dead  men ;  feeling  that  1 

Am  mortal,  and  belienng  that  the  race 

Prom  whence  I  sprung  are— what  I  see  them — ashes. 


11  you  preach  fiirthet. — Why,  tim  is  ranli 
Mylordt 

Assyria's  idols!     Let  him  be  released— 
Give  him  his  sword. 

My  lord,  and  king,  and  brother, 


d  chiefly  thou,  my  prie 
ire  than  the  soldier,  and  would  doubt  thee  e 
Wert  thou  not  half  a  warrior:  let  us  part 
In  peac&— I  '11  not  say  pardon — which  must  be 
Eam'd  by  Ihe  guilty  i  this  I  'I!  not  pronounce 
Although  upon  tlus  breath  of  mine  depends 
Your  own ;  and,  deadlier  lor  ye,  on  my  fears. 
It  fear  not— for  that  1  am  sof^  not  fearful- 
id  BO  live  on.    Were  I  the  thing  some  think 
lur  heads  wouW  now  be  dripping  the  last  dr< 
If  th«r  attainted  gore  Irom  the  high  gates 


Of  Ih 


LO^BC 


.  of  the  coveted  kingdom 
They  would  be  criiwn'd  to  ragn  o'er— let  ih 
As  I  have  said,  1  wlU  not  deem  ye  guilty, 
Nor  doom  ye  guiltless.  Albeit,  better  men 
Than  ye  or  I  stand  ready  to  arragn  you } 
And  should  I  leave  your  fate  to  sterner  judg. 
And  prools  of  all  kinds,  I  might  sacrifice 

Onca  honest.    Ye  are  free,  sirs. 


!s  {inlerraplins  him). 


His  offiipring  needs  nc 


llianksgiving  for  Belu 
jeing  innocent 


Monarch!  respect  them. 

Oh!  ferthat— Ikive  (hem; 
lore  10  watch  them  in  the  deep  blue  vault, 
ana  to  Eompare  iHera  With  my  Myrrha's  eyes : 


:  should  be,  were  justice  always  done 
By  earthly  power  omnipotent ;  but  innocence 
Must  oft  recave  her  "ght  as  a  mae  favour 
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I  trust  there  is  no  cause. 

I  bluah  that  we  should  owe  our  lives  to  such 

Atingofdislaife! 

No  ™use,  perhaps  I 

But  many  lausora :— If  ye  meet  with  such 

But  no  less  we  owe  them; 

In  the  exercise  of  your  inquiailive  function 

And  I  should  blush  far  more  to  take  Lhe  granter'i! 

On  eulh,  ot  Ehould  ynu  read  of  it  in  heaven 

Thou  may'st  endure  whaie'et  thou  wilt,  lhe  slari 

Which  are  jour  chroiiielfls,  I  pray  you  note, 

Have  ivrilten  olherwise. 

That  Ihers  are  wotse  things  betniit  earth  and  heaven 

That  him  who  rulelh  msnj  and  elaya  none ; 

Though  Ihey  came  down, 

And,  hating  not  himseli;  yet  loves  his  fellows 

And  marBhall'd  me  lhe  way  in  all  their  brighlneH. 

Enough  10  spare  even  those  who  would  not  spare  him, 

I  would  nM  follow. 

Were  they  once  masters — butthat'sdoubliid.  SoUaps! 

■  BELEBES. 

Your  aivotds  «id  persons  are  at  liberty 

This  is  wetness— wotse 

To  use  them  as  ye  will— but  from  iWs  hour 

Than  a  scared  beldam's  dreaming  of  lhe  dead, 

1  have  no  call  for  either.     Salemenes  1 

And  waking  in  lhe  dark — Go  lo— go  to. 

Follow  me. 

[&«i?ll  SaRDABAP*HT8,  SAtEMEWES,  OBli  ihl 

Melhought  he  look'd  liie  Nimrod  as  he  sjioke. 

Tridu,  lie,  kaang  AnnACES  and  Beieses. 

Even  as  the  proud  imperial  slatue  stands. 

Loohing  the  monarch  oT  the  kings  around  it. 

Seleses! 

And  sways,  while  Ihey  hut  ornament,  lhe  tempi* 

Now,  what  think  you? 

i  told  you  that  you  had  loo  much  despised  him. 

That  we  have  won  lhe  fcingi 
peeled — with  lhe  swofd  slung  i 


BuihyashiEle 

To  be  blown  down  by  his  imperii 

Which  spared  us— why,  1  know 


He  spared  our  lives— nay,  n 


Will  he  so  spare  T  till  the  Rtsl  drunken  m 
Or  sober,  tather.    Tel  he  did  il  nobly ; 


And  lose  the  world  7 
Lose  any  things  except  my  own  esteem. 


Ob,  the  souk  of  some  men 
Pools  treachery — and,  behold,  upon  the  sudden, 
Rash  reveller  steps,  ostenlaliously. 


An  hour  ago,  who  dared  to  terni  me  such 
Had  held  bis  life  but  lighlly— as  it  is, 

SemiranuB  herself  would  not  have  done  it. 

No— the  queen  liked  no  sharers  of  the  kingdom, 
Not  even  a  husband. 

And  humbly? 

No,  sir,  proudly — being  honen. 
I  Shan  be  nearer  Ihtones  than  you  lo  heaves ; 
And  if  not  quite  so  haughty,  yet  more  lofl?. 
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Yoa  miiy  do  jour  oivn  deenung — jou  have  lodas, 

PAWIA. 

And  niysteries,  Bod  corollaries  of 

Hj  order  is  unto  the  satraps  and 

Righi  and  vmng.  »hieh  I  lack  for  my  direction, 

Their  household  (rain. 

And  muat  pursue  but  what  a  plain  heart  leaohos. 

And  now  JOU  know  me. 

But 

Havej^ufinish'dl 

'llmostWol.ej\. 

Say,  we  depart. 

Tes- 

Wiih  you. 

My  order  is  to  see  you 

EKLESES. 

Depart,  and  not  to  bear  your  answer. 

And  would,  perhaps,  betraj  as  well 

EELESES    (flsid.). 

As  n<ul  mel 

Ay! 

That  'a  3  sacerdotal  Ihoughl, 

And  nolo  soldier's. 

I  will  retire  to  marshal  fwth  the  guard 

Of  honour  which  befits  your  rank,  and  wait 

Be  il  what  you  will- 

Vout  iHsure,  so  that  it  the  hour  eiceeds  not. 

Truce  with  these  wranglhiEB,  and  but  hear  me. 

[E^t  I'JNIJ 

No- 

iV™  then  obey! 

There  ia  more  peril  in  jour  subtle  sprit 
Than  ui  a  phalani. 

If  it  must  be  so— 

Yes,  to  the  gates 

1 11  on  alone. 

That  grate  tJie  palace,  which  is  now  our  prison, 

No  further. 

*'™«'  ^^^^^^^ 

Thou  hasl  harp'd  the  truth  indeed! 

Thrones  hold  but  one. 

The  realm  itself,  in  all  its  wide  eHonaon, 

Yawns  dungeons  at  each  step  for  thee  and  me. 

But  Ibis  is  fill'd. 

Graves! 

With  worse  than  vaoancy- 
A  demised  monarch.    Look  to  it,  Arbaces : 

If  I  Ihoughl  so,  this  good  sword  should  dig 

1  have  still  aided,  cherish'd,  loved,  and  urged  yon ; 

Was  willkg  even  to  serve  you,  in  the  hope 

It  shall  hJve  work  enough; 
Let  me  hope  belter  than  thou  augurest: 
At  present  let  ua  hence  as  best  we  may. 

To  servo  and  save  Assyria.    Heaven  itself 
Seem'd  to  consent,  and  afl  events  ware  friendlj, 

Even  to  the  last,  till  that  your  spirit  shrunk 

Intfl  a^sllovoEollness;  but  now,  rather 

This  order  ^  a  aeolence? 

Than  see  my  country  languish,  I  will  ba 

Her  saviour  of  the  victim  of  her  tyrant. 

Why,  what  other 

The  v«y  policy  of  orient  monaichs— 

And  if  I  win,  Arbaces  ia  my  servant. 

Pardon  and  poison— favours  and  a  sword- 

Tour  servant! 

A  distant  voyage,  and  an  eternal  sleep. 

EELEBES. 

How  many  satraps  in  his  father's  luue— 

Why  not  ?  better  than  be  slave, 

EELESEa. 

Enter  PasiJl. 

But  \oU!  not,  can  not  be  so  now. 

1  doubt  it. 

My  lords,  I  bear  an  oHet  ftora  the  ting. 

How  many  satraps  have  I  seen  set  out 

In  his  sire's  day  for  mighty  vice-royalties. 

It  is  ooey'dfl-e  spoken. 

Whose  lomba  are  on  their  path  I  I  know  not  how 

But  they  aU  sicken'd  by  the  way,  it  .was 

Notwithslandbig, 

So  long  and  heavy. 

Let  ua  but  regain 

Forthwith,  on  this  very  night. 

The  free  ar  of  the  city,  and  we  'U  shorten 

The  journey. 

Of  Babylon  and  Media. 

With  our  trooDS? 

It  mav  be. 
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No:  they  hardly  win  risk 
They  mean  ua  to  die  ptivftlely,  but  not 
Wilhin  (he  palace  or  Iho  dty  walis. 


And  you  iiill  jaa  us  at  the  bsnque 


If  I  but  thought  he  did  not 


Towards  our  provinces  ? 


Which  their  hair  ni( 


Sole bulwarli oTslI ri^l.     Away!  Isaj! 

Let 's  leave  this  place,  the  air  grows  thick  and  chi 

Let  us  not  leave  them  time  fuf  further  coundl. 

Our  quick  departure  hinders  our  good  escoil, 
The  worthy  Pania,  from  anticipating 
The  orders  oT  some  parasangs  fiom  hence ; 
Nay,  tliere  *s  no  other  chmce  hut — -whence,  1  say. 

[Ejit  with  Arbaces,  lehtfotbios  reluclarttb/. 

Well,  all  is  remedied,  and  v^ithout  Woodshed, 
That  worst  of  mockeries  of  a  remedy ; 
Wb  are  now  secure  hj  these  men's  Hiile. 

Yob, 
Aa  ho  who  treads  on  tloweis  is  from  the  adder 
Twmed  round  their  roots. 

Why,  what  wouldst  have  ni 


Yes stay  a  moment,  my  good  Salenienes, 

i  My  brother,  my  host  subject,  belter  princo 
Than  I  am  king.    You  should  have  l>een  the  monai 

Think  not  I  am  insensihle  to  all 

^  wisdom,  and  thy  tough,  yet  kind, 
Though  oft-reproving,  sufferance  of  my  follies, 
ir  i  have  spared  thesa  men  agauist  thy  counsel, 

Mr  Uvea— It  is  not  that  I  doubt 
The  advice  was  sound ;  hul,lct themlive:  wewlU 
"     '1  about  their  lives— so  let  Ihem  mend  them» 
;,  Their  baiushmont  will  leave  me  slill  sound  sleep, 
Which  their  death  had  not  \c&  mc. 


The  Hsk  lo  steop  for  ever,  to 
A  moment's  pang  now  ehang 
Still  let  them  be  made  quiet. 


Thus  you  tun 
ed  for  years  of  crime. 


And  should  therolbro  be  decitdve. 
This  half  indulgence  of  an  e^le  serves 
But  to  provoke — a  pardon  should  be  fuQ, 


Revoke  my  pardon  T 
Replace  ths  crown,  now  toilering  on  your  temples. 


What  danger  can  they  K'ork  upon  the  frontier  T 
They  ore  not  there  yet — never  should  they  lie  so. 


Impsiiiallv  to  thee— wh 


t  me  to  send  Ihem  to  that  satrapies  7 

If  they  e'er  reach  their  satrapies — why,  then, 
-       ive  me  more  for  my  advice. 

And  if 

They  do  not  reach  them— look  to  it ! — in  safety. 
In  safety,  mark  me — and  secutitv — 


Their  lo/efj  shall  bo  ci 
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SALEMEHES. 

MVRRHA. 

Sire,  I  shall  ever  duly  serve  mj  sovereign. 

[E«<S*LE«=BE.. 

Arc  high  and  strong,  and  guarded.    Treason  has 

SAEDABAPALIIS  {^^^). 

To  penetrate  through  many  a  winding  way. 

And  massv  portal !  but  in  the  pavilion 

Hard  but  aa  My  as  the  rock,  Knd  fres 

There  is  i^  bulwark. 

Froin  ail  ihe  lainu  of  common  eatth— whilo  I 

No,  nor  in  Ihe  palace, 

But  as  our  mould  is,  must  the  produce  be. 

Nor  in  the  IbtlreBS,  nor  tipon  Ihe  top 

If  I  have  err'd  Ihia  time,  't  is  on  llie  side 

Of  cloud-fenced  Caucasus,  where  the  eagle  siti 

Where  error  sits  most  lishtly  on  (hat  senaa, 

Nested  in  pathless  elefls,  if  treachery  be : 

Even  as  the  arrow  finds  the  airy  king, 

Wilh  mo  ofl-limes  for  pain,  and  someiimes  pletisure ; 

The  steel  will  reach  the  earthly.    But  be  calm: 

A  spirit  which  seems  placed  about  mj  heart 

The  men,  or  innocent  or  guilty,  are 

To  court  its  throbs,  not  quiclicn  them,  and  ask 

Banisb'd,  and  far  upon  their  way. 

Qtestioos  which  mortal  never  dared  to  ask  me, 

Nov  Baal,  though  an  oracular  deity— 

They  live,  then 

Albeit  his  marble  Face  majealical 

Frowns  KB  the  shadows  of  the  evening  dim 

So  sanguinary?  Thou! 

Hig  browa  to  changed  eipression,  till  M  limes 

1  Uunlr  the  statue  looks  in  act  to  speak. 

I  would  not  shrink 

Away  mlh  these  vain  thoughts,  1  will  be  joyous— 

And  here  comes  Joy's  true  herald. 

On  those  who  seek  your  life :  wer't  otherwise 

EllfT  MvRliHA. 

I  should  not  merit  mine.    Be^es,  you  heard 

The  princely  Salemenes. 

King!  theskj 

Is  overcast,  and  musters  muttering  thunder, 

In  clouds  that  seem  approaching  fast,  and  show 

The  genlle  and  the  austere  are  both  against  me. 

And  urge  me  to  revenge. 

Will  you  then  quit  the  palacoT 

■Tis  a  Greek  virtue. 

Tempest,  say'st  tliou  1 

Ay,  mj  good  lord. 

But  not  a  Wngly  pne-I  'U  none  on 't ;  or, 
tf  ever  I  indulge  in 't,  it  shall  be 

For  my  ov™  part,  I  should  ha 

Wilh  kin^— my  equals. 

Hot  ill  content  to  vary  the  smooth  scene, 
Andwtttch  the  warring  alemenlai  but  this 

These  men  sought  lo  b 
Myrrha,  this  is  loo  feminine,  and  springs 

Would  Utile  suit  the  silken  garmeota  and 

Smooth  (aees  of  our  festive  friends.     Say,  Myrrha, 

Art  thou  of  those  who  dread  the  roar  of  clouds] 

In  lay  own  country  we  respect  ibeir  voices 

For  you. 

As  auguries  of  Jove. 

No  matter— still 'tis  fear. 

Jove-ay,  your  Baal- 
Ours  also  has  a  property  in  thunder, 

I  have  observed  your  sex,  once  roused  lo  wrath. 

Ate  timidly  rindiclive  to  a  pilch 

Of  perseverance,  which  I  would  not  copy. 

And  ever  and  anon  some  falling  bolt 

I  thought  you  were  exempt  from  this,  as  from 

Strikes  his  own  alta.rs. 

ThTire*e  a  dread  omen. 

My  lord,  I  am  no  boaster  of  my  love. 

Yes — for  the  priests.    Well,  wo  will  not  go  Ibrlh 

And  will  parlake  your  fortunes.    You  may  live 

Beyond  the  palace  walls  to-nigh^  hut  make 
Our  feiist  within. 

Tofiodone  slave  more  true  than  subject  myriads; 
But  Ibis  Ihe  gods  avert  1     lameonlenl 

To  bo  beloved  on  trust  for  what  I  feel. 

Now,  Jove  be  praised  I  that  ho 

Balher  than  prove  it  to  you  in  your  griefi. 

Hath  heard  ll»  prayer  thou  wouidst  not  hear.  The  gods 

Which  might  not  yield  to  any  cares  of  mine. 

Are  kinder  to  thee  than  thou  to  thyself; 

And  flash  this  storm  between  thee  and  thy  ibes, 

Grieft  cannot  come  where  perfect  love  OJiats, 

To  shield  thee  irom  them. 

Eicept  to  heighten  it,  and  vanish  from 

That  which  it  could  not  scare  away.     Let 's  m— 

Child,  if  there  be  pari^ 

The  hour  approaches,  and  we  must  prepare 

Bletbinks  It  u  the  same  within  these  walla 

To  meet  Ihe  inrited  guests,  who  grace  out  feast. 

« the  river's  brmk. 
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ACT  III. 

SCENE  I. 
The  Hali  qfthe  Paioce  UUminaied.—St.HDitiir 
and  hia  Guetfa  at  Tabie.' — A  storm  mlhoutf  tmd 
ZbiiuZer  occasimalli/  heard  dtcriig  the  Banqvel. 

FiU  full !    Why  11.13  is  es  it  should  b« :  here 
Is  aij  true  realm,  amidst  bright  eyes  and  faces 
Happy  as  fair!  Here  Borrow  cannot  reach, 

Nor  else»her&— where  l^e  king  is,  pleasure  sparkles. 

Is  not  this  better  now  than  Nimrod's  huntings, 

Or  Riy  wild  grandam's  chase  in  search  of  kingdoms 

Slie  could  not  keep  when  conquer'd  ! 


They  were,  as  all  thy  royal  lii 


Enjoyment  1  We  have  eui  tlie  way  short  io  it. 
Making  a  grave  ^silh  every  fooislep. 


Oh  yes,  for  those  who  hi 
No  palace  to  protect  their  worshippers. 

's  true,  my  Myrrhe, ;  and  could  I  ci 
?alm  to  one  wide  Bheltor  for  the  wre 

Thou  'rt  no  god,  then,  not  la  I 
Able  to  work  a  will  so  good  and  general, 
"    thy  wish  would  imply. 


Lest  we  provoke 


Art  sure  of  that  1  I  have  heard  oi! 


What  cause  1  true,— fill  the  goblet  up 
W-e  will  not  tlimk  of  them ;  there  are  none  such. 
Or  if  there  be,  Ihey  are  gone. 

Guests,  to  my  plodge ! 
Down  on  your  knees,  and  drink  a  measure  to 
The  safely  of  the  king— the  monarch,  say  I ! 
The  god  Sardanapalus ! 

[ZjiUES  artd  the  Gutsts  kned,  tmd  eadaim- 


Menaoed,  rather. 
King,  wilt  thou  bear  this  mad  impiety  7 

Impiety  !— nay,  if  the  sires  who  reign'd 
Jtefore  me  can  be  gods,  I  'II  not  disgrace 
Vheir  lineage.     But  arise,  my  pious  friends, 

I  seeli  but  to  be  loved,  not  worahipp'd. 


Do  not  speak  of  that. 


Were  there  ncr  temples,  would  there,  think  ye,  be 
^-r-worshippers — thai  is,  when  it  is  angry, 
id  pelting  as  even  now? 

The  Persian  prays 


i  would  ask  if  this  your  palace  were 

Unroof  M  and  desolate,  how  many  flatterers 
Would  lick  the  dust  in  which  the  king  lay  low  ! 


The  Assyrians  know  no  pleasure  but  (heir  king's. 
And  homage  is  thor  pride. 


The  fair  Greek's  read! 


Nay,  pardon,  guests, 


We  honour  her  of  all  things  neit  Io  thee. 
~    ■  !  what  was  thai) 


Of  distant  portals  shaken  by  the  win.1, 

sounded  like  the  dash  of— hark  again ! 

]B  big  tain  pattering  on  the  roof. 

No  more, 
yrrha,  my  love,  hast  thou  (by  shell  in  oroer ! 
i]g  me  a  song  of  Sappho,  her,  thou  know'st, 

Enter  PABIA.iDitt  Aij  Stmrdond  Gnnnenis  Moaij,™ 
diisrdered.    Th«  gucsU  riit  m  omfuson- 
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Pahia  (Io  rt<  guards). 

FJBIA. 

Look  to  Iha  portals; 

Scarce  a  furlong's  length 

And  with  your  best  speed  to  the  wall  without. 

From  the  outward  wall,  tlia  fiercest  confiict  rages. 

Youraimsl  Toamisl  The  king's  in  danger.  Monarch! 

Excuse  tills  haste,— 't  is  faith. 

Then  I  may  charge  on  horseback.     Sfero,  ho! 

Order  my  horse  out — There  is  space  enough 

Eiea  in  our  courts,  and  hy  the  outer  gale. 

To  marshal  half  the  horsemen  of  Arabia. 

His 

{Exit  SFEBo/or  the  armmr. 

Howl  do  lo>e  thee! 

Panla. 

I  ne'er  doubled  iu 

■T  is  nolhing-amera  flesh  w™nd.     I  am  worn 

But  DOW  I  know  thee. 

Mors  with  my  speed  lo  warn  my  sovereign. 

Than  hurl  in  hia  defence. 

Bring  down  my  spear,  too. — 

Where's  Salemenes? 

Welt,  (dr,  the  rebels! 

Where  a  soldier  should  be, 

Soon  ss  Arbaces  and  Beleses  reach'd 

In  the  thick  of  the  lighL 

Thar  stations  ui  the  dty,  they  refused 

To  march :  and  on  my  attempi  lo  use  the  power 

Then  hasten  lo  htm la 

Which  I  was  delegated  with,  Ihey  cali'd 

The  path  still  open,  and  communication 

Open  Ihar  troops,  who  rose  in  fierce  defiance. 

Lea  'twixt  the  palace  and  the  phalanx  J 

An 

'Twaa 

"""■"""•».  JZ^.s. 

When  I  late  left  him,  and  1  have  no  fear : 

Our  troops  were  steaily,  and  the  phalans  form'd. 

Spare  not  of  thy  free  speech 

To  spare  mine  ears  Iho  truth. 

Tell  hrni  to  spare  his  person  for  the  present, 

And  that  I  wiU  not  spare  my  own-and  say. 

My  o™  Blight  guard 

I  come. 

Were  faithful-and  what's  left  of  it  is  sliU  so. 

There's  victory  in  the  very  word. 

And  are  these  all  the  force  still  faithful  1 

[Exit  PAHIt. 

No— 

Who  even  then  was  on  his  way,  sliU  urged 
By  strong  suspicion  of  the  Median  chiefs. 

The  rebek,  fighting  Inch  by  hich,  and  forming 
An  orb  around  the  palace,  where  they  mean 

See  that  the  women  arc  bestow'd  in  safety 

In  the  remote  apartments :  let  a  guard 

Bo  set  before  them,  with  strict  charge  to  quit 

The  post  but  with  their  Uvea — command  it,  Zames. 
Altada,  nrm  yourself,  and  return  here ; 
Your  post  is  near  our  person. 
t^Muni  Zameb,  Altada,  and  oH  »t,e  Mvbrha. 

To  centre  all  their  force,  and  save  the  king, 
(fli  iesfnlw).    I  am  charged  to 

Enttr  Sfero  omi  olSsrs,  iiilft  Ihs  ffSng's  onn.,  etc 

■Ti^  no  time  for  hesitation. 

SFERO. 

King!  your  armour. 

Pnnce  Salamenes  doth  implore  the  Mng 

SARDANAPAtDS  {o™ing  Mm>df). 

1  n  arm  himself,  although  but  for  a  moment, 

Give  me  the  cuuaas— so :  my  baldric;  Dow 

And  sho*  himself  unto  the  soldiers :  lua 

Mysword:  I  had  forgot  the  helm,  where  iaitT 

Sole  presence  in  this  hstant  might  do  more 

Than  hosts  can  do  in  his  behalf 

It  waa  not  this  I  meant,  but  that  which  bears 

A  diadem  around  it. 

What,  hot 

SFEHO. 

My  armotir  there. 

Sire,Ideem'd 

And  wilt  thou  7 

This  is  of  better  metal,  though  less  rich. 

WiUInM? 

Mo,  tJre.s'-But  seek  not  for  the  buckler;  'iH 

You  deem'd !  Are  you  too  turn'd  a  rebel  1  PeUow  > 

Too  hwfy :— a  light  cuirass  and  mv  awor-t 

Your  part  ia  to  obey :  return,  and— no — 

WhemBrcthereheb? 

It  ia  too  late-I  wiU  go  fbtlh  without  it. 
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■rsKO. 

SFEHO. 

At  least  wear  this. 

Walling,  sire. 

Without  1  ha  has  your  shield  in  readiness. 

Wear  Caucasus!  why, 'lis 

A  nuKuitain  on  m;  temples- 

True '  I  forgot  he  is  my  shield-bearer 

By  right  of  blood,  derived  from  age  to  age. 

Sire,  Ihe  Tieoiieat 

Blyrrha,  embrace  me ;  yet  onne  more — once  more- 

Soldier  goes  not  forth  thus  exposed  to  naltle. 

Love  ma,  whate'er  helide.    My  chiefest  glory 

All  men  tvill  recognisB  you — for  the  slonn 

Shall  be  to  make  me  wonluec  of  your  leva. 

Has  ceased,  and  (he  moon  breaks  forth  in  her  hrightness. 

Go  forth,  and  conquer! 

I  go  focth  to  be  recognised,  and  thus 

{Exil  Sardahapalus  una  Sfeho 

Shall  be  so  sooner.    Now-my  epear  1  I  'm  arm'd. 

[la  going  Mops  ahorl,  onii  lama  to  Skero, 
Sfero— I  had  forgotten— bring  the  mirror.' 

All  are  gone  forth,  and  of  Ih'at  all  how  few 
Perhaps  return.    Let  him  but  vanquish,  and 
Me  perish !  If  he  vanquish  not,  I  perish ; 

The  mirror,  aire! 

For  I  will  not  outlive  lum.    Ho  has  wound 

About  my  haart,  I  know  not  how  nor  why. 

Yes,  sir,  of  polish'd  brass. 
Brought  from  the  spoils  of  India— but  he  speedy. 

[£ml  Spebo. 
Myrrha,  retire  unto  a  place  of  safely. 

Not  for  that  he  is  king ;  for  now  his  kingdom 
Rocks  underneath  bis  throne,  and  the  eojth  yawns 
To  yield  him  no  mora  of  it  than  a  grave ; 

And  yet  I  kive  him  more.     Oh,  mishty  Jove ! 
Forgivo  this  monstrous  love  for  a  barbarian, 
Who  knows  not  of  Olympus:  yes,  I  Uive  him 

Why  went  you  not  forth  with  the  other  damsels? 

Now,  now,  far  more  than Hark— to  tho  war  shout 

BacauBB  my  plica  is  here. 

Melhidkailnearsme.    If  it  shouki  ba  so. 

[She  draws  firlh  a  >maBital 

And  when  1  am  gone 

This  cunning  Colchian  poison,  which  my  father 

Learn'd  to  compound  on  Euxine  shores,  and  taughl  a, 

t  follow. 

How  to  preserve,  shaU  tree  ma !  It  had  (read  ms 

Koa/  lobatUe? 

Long  ore  this  hour,  bul  that  I  loved,  una 

If  il  were  so, 
■T  were  oot  the  first  Greek  ^rl  had  (rod  the  path. 

Are  slaves  save  one,  and  proud  of  servitude. 

So  they  are  served  in  turn  by  something  lower 
In  the  dogrea  of  bondage,  we  fiirget 

I  will  await  here  your  i-trK™. 

That  shackles  worn  like  ornaments  no  less 

Ara  chains.    Again  that  shout  I  and  now  the  clash 

The  place 
Is  spaiaous,  and  the  first  to  be  sought  out, 
If  they  ptevBJl ;  and,  if  it  should  be  so. 

Of  arms — and  now — and  now — 

Enter  Altada. 

MYRRHA. 

Ho,  Sfato,  ho ! 

Still,  we  meet  a^in. 

Heiarothera;  whalwouldstthouwith  himT  H»» 

HowT 

Goasoulheconeict! 

In  the  spot  where  all  most  meel  at  last- 

Dubiously  and  fiercely. 

In  HadoB !  if  there  be,  as  I  bdiere. 

A  shore  beyond  tha  Styi ;  and  if  there  ba  not, 

And  Ihe  king  7 

°'^''^-                      BARDABAPALnS. 

Like  a  king.    I  must  find  SfH^j, 

Dar'st  thou  so  much! 

And  bring  him  a  new  spear  and  his  own  hehnel. 

He  fighls  till  now  bareheaded,  and  by  far 

I  dare  all  things, 

Too  much  BipoBsd.    The  soldiers  knew  his  face, 

Encept  survive  what  I  have  loved,  to  he 

And  the  foe  too ;  and  in  tha  moon's  broad  light, 

A  rebel's  booty ;  forth,  and  do'your  briveat. 

His  silk  tiara  and  his  flawing,  hair 

if  s-enTer  Sfeko  with  the  mirror. 

Make  him  a  mark  too  royal.    Every  arrow 

SABBA..APALUS  (tpoii-S  0(  iimri/)- 

Is  pointad  at  the  &ir  hair  and  fan-  featuiu, 
And  the  broad  fillet  which  crowns  boilu 

This  cuirass  fits  ma  well,  (he  baldric  belter, 

And  tha  helm  not  at  aB.    Matbinks,  I  seem 

Ke  gods, 

[FUngi  awaff  the  hetniel,  after  trying  U  ognin. 

Who  fulama  o'er  my  fathers'  land,  protect  him! 

Passing  well  io  ihesa  toys ;  and  now  lo  prove  them. 

Were  you  sent  by  tha  king  1 

Altada;  Whera'sAUada! 

1"  Sod.  tlio™f-<-rOtl,o  held 
•ji  the  Illrrian  field  "-See  Juteial. 

By  Salemenea. 
Who  sent  me  privily  upon  tjua  charge 
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Never  profaned  by  rebel  echoes  till 

ThBkingl  Ihekingfighaoa  he  revels!  ho! 

This  fatal  night.    Farewell,  Assyria's  Kno! 

Whil,  Sforo!  1  wiU  saek  the  aralorj— 

Farewell  to  all  of  Nimrod !  Even  the  uauie 

Ha  muai  be  there.                                [Exil  Altada. 

Is  now  no  more. 

Away  mth.  me — away . 

T  is  no  dishonour  to  have  loved  this  man. 

I  almost  wish  now,  what  I  never  wiah'd 

No ;  I  '11  die  here ! — Away,  and  tell  your  king 

Belbro,  that  he  vrare  Greaon.     If  Aloidra 

I  loved  him  to  the  last. 

Were  shamed  in  weanng  Ljdian  Omphale'a 

[Enter  SAHDjUIAPALCS  mrfSALEHEBES 

tw« 

Sbs-garb,  and  wielding  her  vile  distafT;  surely 

SoWrtrs.  Pabia  9«itt  MyaHH«,aud™T^M 

He,  who  Bpiings  up  a  Hercules  at  once, 

him^lf  with  rt™. 

Nursed  in  effeminate  arts  from  youth  to  manhood, 

And  rushes  from  tho  banquet  10  the  battle, 

Since  it  is  thus, 

As  though  it  were  a  bed  of  love,  deserves 

We  '11  die  where  vw  were  born— in  our  own  halts 

That  a  Greek  girl  should  be  his  paramour, 

Sorry  your  ranks— stand  hrni.     I  have  despatch'd 

And  a  Greek  bard  his  minstrel,  a  Greek  tomb 

A  truslry  satrap  for  the  guard  of  Zames, 

His  monument.     How  goes  tho  strife,  sir  1 

All  fresh  and  f^thful ;  they  '11  be  here  anon. 

£nler  oii  Officer. 

All  is  not  over.-Pania,  look  to  Myrrha. 

[VASiATOw^lowwds-Mlls 

Lost, 

Lost  almost  past  reoovery.    Zaraee  1  Whore 

We  ha™  breathing  lime:  yet  one  more  charge 

1<  ZamesI 

One  Ibr  Assyria! 

Posted  with  tlie  guard,  appointed 

Rather  say,  for  Baotria! 

[Em/  Officpb. 

tSIy  feithful  Bactrians,  I  will  henceforth  be 

Ku!g  of  your  nation,  and  we  'Q  hold  together 

He's  gone;  and  lotd  no  more  than  that  all's  tost! 

This  realm  as  province. 

Whar  need  havelto  know  more?  In  those  words, 

Those  Ultle  words,  a  kingdom  and  a  king. 

Hark!  they  come— they  c 

A  line  of  thirteen  ages,  and  the  lives 

EnlB-  Bel'eses  ami  Abbaces  viilh  Ihe  RebeU 

Of  thousands,  ajid  the  fortune  of  alt  tell 

With  life,  all  morgod ;  and  I,  too,  mth  the  great, 

Set  on,  we  have  them  in  ihe  toil.    Charge !  Char 

Like  a  small  bubble  breaking  with  the  wave 

(Vhich  bore  it,  shall  be  nothing.    At  the  least 

On !  on  1- Heaven  fights  trg  us  and  with  us— On 

My  felo  is  hi  my  keeping :  n.  proud  .icior 
Shall  count  me  with  lus  spoils. 

[Th^  chirst  Oa  King  a„d  Salemene 
their    Troop,,  viho  defml  ih^milves  ti 

•h. 

Enter  Pasu. 

Arrival  if  Zamcs  viilh  Ike  Guard 

f]ar> 

jnentimed.     Tht  fleSeis  art  then  drive 

Iff, 

and  pursutd  by  Salemebes,  etc.    A 

thi 

Myrrha,  without  delay ;  we  must  not  lose 

King  is  going  to  joi«  (fta  pursuit,  Bel 

A  moment— all  that's  leil  us  now. 

c™i«  Mm. 

■   ThBkingT 

Ho!  tyrant-/ will  end  ffi^sw. 

Sent  me  here  to  conduct  you  hence,  beyond 

Tho  river,  by  a  secret  paBssge. 

■My  warlike  priest,  and  precious  prophet,  and 

Grateful  and  trusty  suyecl : — yield,  I  pray  Ihee. 

Then 

1  would  reserve  Ihce  for  a  fitter  doom. 

Hs  lives 

Rather  than  dip  my  hands  in  holy  blood. 

And  charged  me  to  secure  your  life, 

And  W  yew  to  live  on  for  his  sake,  till 

Thine  hour  is  come. 

He  can  rejoin  you. 

No,  thme.-1've  lately  read 

Wil!  he  then  give  wayT 

Though  but  a  young  aslrdogor,  the  stars;      , 

And  ranging  round  the  zodiac,  found  thy  fale 

Hot  tiU  the  last.     Still,  still  he  does  whalc'er 

In  the  sign  of  the  Scorpion,  which  proclaims 

Desiiaircando;  and  step  by  step  dispulea 

That  thou  will  no*  be  crush'd. 

llie  very  palace 

They  are  hffl^,  then  :-ay. 

[TheyJiglU!  Beleses  m  vmn-led  rnd 

Theii  shoots  t'onie  ringing  through  die  ancionl  haHs, 

armed. 
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SABDANApALUfl  {r^MTiff  hti  sword  to  dsspolch  him, 

em&ims)— 
Now  call  upon  thy  planets;  wiL  tJiey  shoot 
Ftom  Ihe  eky,  1o  preserve  Iheir  Eeet  and  credit? 

[A  parly  of  Ribeia  enier  ami  rescue  Belesee. 
The^   astait    the    Kir^,    u^j    '"    ft"™,    is 
reKTSied  by  a  party   y   kia    Saldiertj  vikrj 
drioe  the  H^U  ^. 
The  villain  was  a  prophet  after  all. 

[EmI  ia  pursuit. 

MYRHH*    (toPAKIA), 

Pursue  I  Why  stand'al  thou  here,  and  leav'sl  the  rankg 
Of  fellow-soldiers  egnquering  without  thee? 


Tortured  for  his  inlktualion,  and 
Condenm'd  without  a  crime.  [E. 

EnliT  Salbueiies  and  SMiera,  tic. 


To  the  troops  statiou'd  on  Ihe  other  side 
When  they  hear  of  our  viclory.     But  where 


Tlunk  not  of  me— a  singli 
Must  not  be  wanting  no.v, 
I  need  no  guard; 


,t,>vith 


in?  Hence, 
Or  thou  art  shamed !  Nay,  then, ,/  will  go  forth, 
A  feeble  female,  ^midsL  th^r  desperate  strife, 
And  bid  Ihee  guard  me  (Aere— where  thou  shouldsl  shield 
Thy  Bovereign,  [BxU  MvHRHi 


1   Sheii 


Far  dearer  than  his  kingdom,  yet  he  fights 
For  that  too ;  and  Bn  I  do  less  than  him, 
Who  neVer  flash'd  a  seimetar  till  now  ? 
Myrrha,  telutn,  and  I  obey  you,  though 

It  is  already,  or  at  least  Ihey  march'd 
Faster  than  I  could  foltow  with  my  Baclrians, 
Who  spared  no  speed.    I  cm  spent ;  give  me  a  sea 

There  stands  the  throne,  sire. 

Enter  Altada  and  Sfeho,  by  an  epptisUc  daqr, 

Myrrha  J 
What,  gone  1  yet  she  was  here  when  the  fight  raged, 
AndPaniaabo.    Can  aught  have  befallen  ihem! 

•Tiano  place  lores! 
Fw  mind  nor  body:  let  me  have  a  couch, 

A  peasant's  stool,  I  care  not  what  :-so-now 
I  breathe  more  freely. 

I  saw  both  safe,  when  late  the  rebels  fled : 
They  probably  are  but  retired  lo  make 
Their  way  back  to  the  harem. 


ot  be  Red  far ;  nnd,  found,  she  makta 


re  fiercely  to  win  empire,  U 


Here,  brother, 


J  clear'd  the  palace — 


Otir  numbers  gather ;  and  I  have  otder'd  onw 
A  cloud  of  Parthians,  hitherto  reserved, 
All  fresh  and  fiery,  to  be  pour'd  upon  them 
In  their  retreat,  which  soon  will  be  a  Bight. 


The  brightest  and  most  glorious  of  your  life. 

And  the  most  tiresome.  Where 's  my  cup-beai 
Bring  me  some  water. 

[smiUng). 


is  the  f 


iir  most  austere  of  counsel 
■gest  a  purpler  beverage. 


■ould  now 


Bkiod— doubiless. 
But  there 's  enough  of  that  shed ;  as  for  wine, 
1  have  learned  t<^mght  the  price  of  the  pure  element 
Thrice  have  I  drank  of  it,  and  thrice  lenew'd. 
With  greater  strength  than  the  grape  ever  ga«:  mr. 
My  charge  upon  Ihe  rebels.  Where's  the  sddiet 
Who  gave  me  water  in  his  hemlot  J 
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Slain!  unrewnrded  I 
And  sl^n  to  serre  my  thiist :  thai  'a  hard,  poor  slave  1 
nul  he  bat  lived,  I  would  have  gorged  him  with 
Gold :  all  the  gold  of  earUi  could  ne'er  repay 
The  pleasure  of  that  draught ;  fbr  I  wsa  parcHM 
As  1  am  now.  [^^^^  bring  waJer — he  drinhs, 

I  live  again — from  henceforth 


or  victory,  or  Victory  herself. 


Andvel 

it  reels  a 

illlit 

liffandpa 

infuL 

Now  I 

mcooler 

Yo 

it  with— 

fhefiU 

;ofniy, 

n:  the  first 

That  on 

Save  an 

IwiUo 

tend  your 

won 

ad  and  tend 

Do  so, 

KnoVf 

refo'edo. 

Know'sIIhou,  m 

brother,  where 

light«io. 

nt'do-er 


IS  that 


Along  hf 

Dilated  from  its  symmetry  i  her  lips 

Apart;  her  voice  that  eloie  through  all  the  dm, 

As  a  lute's  piercelh  through  the  cymbal's  cksh, 

Jair'a  but  not  drown'd  by  the  loud  brattluig ;  her 

Waved  arms,  more  dazzling  with  th^r  own  born  v 


s  we  turn  his  thougbts. 

(Ahui)  But,  pray  thee,  sin 
Think  of  yotlt  wound — you  aaiif  even  now  'twas  painlut 


I  have  look'd  to  all  things  needful,  and  will  now 

Orders  as  I  had  given,  and  then  return 
"    '    ar  your  further  pleasure. 


But  wouidst  have  hmi  kuig  stillT 


Well,  then,  to  have  him  king,  and  yom-s,  aiui  iU 
He  should,  or  shouhl  not  be ;  to  have  him  tiv. 
Let  him  not  sink  back  into  luxury. 

Wiadoui  wiliin  these  walls,  or  fierce  rebellion 
Raging  without :  look  well  that  he  relapse  not. 


No:  like  the  dam 

There  needed  not  the  voice  of  Salemenes 

Of  the  young  lion,  femininely  raging 

To  urge  me  on  to  this ;  I  will  not  fail. 

(And  femininely  mesnelh  furiously. 

Because  all  passions  in  ejcess  are  female) 

Against  the  hunter  (lying  with  her  cub, 

She  urged  on  with  her  vfflce  and  geeture,  anil 

Omnipotent  o'er  such  a  heart  as  his ; 

Her  floating  hair  and  flashing  eyes,  the  soldiers 

Eiert  it  wisely.                               [E*il  Saleuenkj 

In  the  pursuit. 

Myrrha !  what,  at  whispers 

Indeed! 

With  my  stem  brother  ?  I  shall  soou  be  jealous. 

MVUBH.    (,«.ifi«ff). 

You  see,  this  night 

You  have  cause,  sire ;  for  on  the  earth  there  breathes  no 

M^de  warriors  of  more  than  me.    I  paused 

A  man  more  worthy  of  a  woman's  love— 

To  look  upon  her,  and  her  kindled  cheek ; 

Hear  those  sweet  lips  grow  eloquent  in  aught 
That  ilirows  me  into  shade ;  yet  you  apeak  ir 


b,  Google 


SARDANAPALUS. 


ACT  IT. 

SCENE  I. 
SAADAtJAFALUfi  disatoered  steeping  upon  a  c^nieJiy  art 

OGcasiimu^t/  disturbed  in /at  slumbers,  withMSRRUi 

latching, 

MrHFH*  {sola,  ffnims-). 
I  have  stolen  upon  his  resl,  if  rest  it  be, 
Wh^ch  thus  convulses  slumber:  shall  I  wake  him? 
No,  he  EeeiRs  calmer.     Oh,  Ihou  God  of  Quiet! 
Whose  reign  is  o'er  seal'd  eyelids  ami  sofi  dreams. 
Or  deep,  deep  sleep,  so  as  to  be  unfiuhoni'd. 
Look  iiks  thr  brother.  Death— so  still— so  stirless— 

Are  happiest  oT  all  within  tfaa  lealui 
Of  Ui;  Eiem,  silent,  and  unawakenuig  twin. 
Again  he  moves — again  the  play  of  pain 
Shoots  o'er  his  features,  as  the  sudden  gust 
f 'risps  the  retuctant  lake  that  lay  so  calm 


EmboiUed  longest.    If  there  be  indeed 
re,  where  nund  survives, 'twill  be  as 
linoorporate ;  or  if  there  flits 

A  shadow  of  this  cumbrous  dog  of  olay, 
b  stalks,  RtelhinkH,  between  our  souls 

e'er  it  have  to  fear,  will  not  fear  deal! 


Ifear 


;  but  I  hi 


r  quicken  him  to  hearier  pain  1  The  fevc 
Ur  this  tumultuous  night,  the  grief  too  of 
His  wound,  though  slight,  may  cause  all  III 


micbed.     But  proceed; 
[it, 'twill  lighten  thy  dimi 


MolhougliE^ . 


.m  you  and  mth  you  I     I  w<Ht[d  nc 


Oldhu 
Who  hi 
Once 


Not  now-I  V 
lough  I  know  it  now  to  bi 
ve  dreamt ; — and  canal  II 


:ed  fello 


iQ  bloody  mortals — and  now  bloodier  idda, 

Drippmg  with  dusky  gore,  and  trampling  on 

The  carcasses  of  Inde— away !  away ! 

Where  am  I  ?  Where  the  spectres  J  Where— No— that 

Is  no  false  phantom :  I  should  know  it  'midst 

All  that  the  dead  dare  gloomily  raise  up 

From  their  black  gulf  to  daunt  the  living.    Myrrha  1 

Alas  f  thou  art  pale,  and  on  thy  brow  the  drops 


Thy  *and— so— 'tis 
T  is  flesh  i  grasp-olasp—vel  closer, 
Myself  that  which  I  wat. 


Ah,  Mjtth 
My  lord ! 


Isaw.lhatis,  Idtea 
Hcre-here— even  where  we 
Myself  a  host  that  deem'd  hii 
ig  to  equal  all  in  social  f 

Of  thee  and  Zames,  and  our! 
Was  ranged  on  my  left  hand  i 
'  '  leadly  face— I  could  not 
Yet  1  had  seen  it,  though  I  kn 


ic  feal 


till,  yet  lighted ;  his  long  locks  curl'd 
hust,  whence  a  huge  quiver  ros 
heads  feather'd  from  llie  eagle's 

n  lo  Hit  the  cup  which  stood 

wl — but  stared  upon  mo,  [ill 
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(  frown'd  upon  him  as  >.  king  should  IVown— 

MVRKHi 

He  rrown'd  not  in  his  turn,  but  look'd  upon  me 

And  was ;  the  ancestors  of  heroes,  too. 

With  the  Bsme  aspect,  which  appah'd  me  mora. 

And  thine  no  less. 

BeiVBuae  it  changed  nol,  and  I  tum'd  for  refuge 

To  milder  guests,  and  sought  ihem  on  the  right, 

Ay,  Myrrha,  but  the  woni^n. 

Where  Ihmiweit  wont  to  be.     But 

The  female  who  remain'd,  she  flew  upon  me. 

[ifep»««^ 

And  burnt  my  lips  up  with  her  noisome  ki?ses. 

And,  flinpng  down  the  goblets  on  each  hand. 

What  'arvttd .' 

Mothought  their  prasons  flow'd  around  us,  li!l 

Each  ferm'd  a  hideous  river.     Still  she  clung : 

Tho  other  phantoms,  like  a  row  of  statues. 

I  sought  thy  sweet  face  in  ihe  circle— but 

Stood  duU  as  m  our  temples,  but  she  still 

Embraced  me,  while  I  shrunk  from  her,  as  if. 

And  hloody-handed,  ^lastly,  gho.tly  thing. 

In  lieu  of  her  remolo  descendant,  I 

Pomale  in  garb,  and  crown'd  upon  the  brow, 

H.d  been  the  son  who  slew  her  for  her  Locetl. 

Futrow'd  with  years,  yet  sneering  with  the  passion 

Ther—dien— a  chaos  of  all  loathsome  Ihi'i^s 

Throng'd  iMck  and  shapeless :  I  was  dead,  yet  fcelmg— 

hate;— my  veins  curdled. 

Purged  by  the  flames,  and  wilher'd  in  the  a,.- ; 

Islhlsain 

I  can  (is  nothuig  fiuther  of  my  thoughts, 

Save  that  I  long'd  for  thee,  and  sodghl  for  thpo, 

Upon 

In  dl  these  agonies,  and  woke  and  found  Ihee. 

Her  right  hand—her  lank,  bird-llke  right  hand— stood 

A  goblet,  bubbling  o'er  wilh  blood ;  and  on 

So  Shalt  thou  find  mo  ever  at  Ihy  side. 

Her  left  another,  fiU'd  »iA-what  I  saw  nol. 

Here  and  hereafter,  if  the  last  may  ha. 

But  tum'd  from  it  end  her.    But  all  along 

But  think  not  of  these  things — Ihe  m^ra  creatioa. 

Of  late  events  acting  upon  a  framfl 

Of  various  aspects,  but  of  one  cxpraasion. 

Such  as  might  try  the  sternest. 

And  k\i  you  not  this  a  more  vision  7 

Now  that  I  see  ihre  once  more,  what  wu  seen 

'   ISo; 

Seems  nothing. 

II  was  so  palpable,  I  could  have  touch'd  them. 

£n(erSALEMENEe. 

I  tum'd  fmm  one  fice  to  another,  in 

ThB  hope  to  Und  at  hst  ono  which  Iknew 

Ts  the  king  so  soon  awake  ? 

IHro  I  saw  theirs;  but  no — all  turo'd  upon  me. 

And  stared,  bm  neither  ate  nor  drank,  but  stared. 

Yes,  brother,  and  I  would  I  had  not'  slept ; 

mu  I  grew  stone,  as  Ihey  seem'd  half  to  be, 

For  all  the  prodeccssors  of  our  line 

Vel  breathing  stone,  for  I  felt  life  in  them. 

My  father  was  amongst  them,  too ;  but  he. 

Of  sympathy  between  us,  as  if  they 

I  know  not  why,  kept  from  ma,  leaving  nie 

Had  lost  a  part  of  death  1^-  come  to  me. 

Between  Ihe  hunter  founder  of  our  race 

And  I  the  hulf  01-  lifa  to  at  bj  them. 

And  her,  thehomidde  and  husband-killer. 

Whom  you  call  glorious. 

from  heaven  or  earth And  rather  let  me  sea 

IJralh  aU  than  such  i  being! 

Soltcnityoualso, 

Now  yon  have  shovm  a  spirit  like  to  hers. 

And  the  end? 

By  day-break  1  propose  that  we  set  forth, 

And  charge  once  more  the  rebel  crew,  who  still 

At  last  1  sate  innible  as  they,  when  roao 

Keep  gatlieting  head,  repulsed,  but  not  quite  ijuoird. 

The  hunter  and  the  crew ;  and  smiling  on  me— 

yes,  Iht  enhu-ged  but  noble  aspect  of 

How  wears  the  night  J 

The  hunter  smiled  upon  me — I  should  say, 

SAI.EMEHE3. 

Ifis  lips,  Pir  his  eyes  moved  not-and  the  woman'a 

'J'hin  ii|K  relax'd  to  aomelhing  Uke  a  smile. 

Of  darkness :  use  them  for  your  further  rc^t. 

Both  rose,  am!  the  crown'd  figures  on  eacli  hand 

Rose  .to,  as  if  aping  their  cTiieF  shades- 

No,  not  to-night,  if  'tis  nol  gone;  mothought 

Mere  mimics  even  in  death-butl  sate  still : 

I  pass'd  hours  in  that  vbion. 

A  desperate  courage  crept  through  every  limb, 

And  at  (he  last  I  fear'd  them  not,  but  laugh'd 

Full  in  Ihtv  phantom  faees.     But  then— then 

Iwalch'dhyyou!  it  was  a  heavy  hour, 

The  hunter  laid  his  iiand  on  mine;  1  took  il. 

But  an  hour  only. 

Ana  grasp'd  it— but  it  melted  from  my  own, 

While  he  loo  vanish'd,  and  bsd  nodilng  but 

Let  us  then  hold  council  1 

The  memory  of  a  hero,  for  he  look'd  so. 

To-moirow  we  set  forth. 
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But  «cihat  time. 

We  have  lived  asunder 

1  had  a  gra™  to  seek. 

lave  I  not  cares  enow,  and  pangs  enow, 

'T  is  granted. 

To  bear  glons,  that  we  must  min°le  sorrows, 

Who  have  ceased  to  mingle  lovel 

Hew  it, 

iic-enlcr  Saleuenes  onil  Zaeina. 

Ere  you  replv  loo  readily ;  and  '1  is 

For  sour  ««■  only. 

My  sister!  courage' 

Princo,  I  take  my  leave. 

[Elil  MVBEHA. 

Shame  not  our  blood  with  trembling,  but  remember 

Prom  whence  we  sprung.    T^e  queen  is  present,  site. 

That  slave  deserves  her  freedom. 

I  pray  thcB,  brother,  leave  me. 

Prcedom  only ! 
'Hiat  slave  deserves  lo  share  a  throne. 

Since  you  ask  il. 
[E^U  Salehebes. 

Yourpaiience- 

Alone  with  him !    How  many  a  year  has  pasl. 

T  is  not  yet  vacant,  tmd  't  is  of  its  partner 
1  come  lo  speak  with  you. 

Though  we  are  still  so  young,  since  we  have  met. 
Which  I  have  worn  in  widowhood  of  heart. 
He  loved  me  not :  yet  he  seems  httle  changed— 

Hovr!  of  the  queen) 

Changed  to  me  only-would  the  change  were  muiual . 
He  speaks  nol — scarce  regards  me — not  a  word — 

Even  so.     I  judged  it  fitting  for  ih«r  eafetj, 

Nor  look — yet  he  icoa  soft  of  voice  and  aspect. 

Thai,  ere  the  davi-n,  she  sols  fcrlh  with  her  children 

IndiSerent,  not  austere.    My  lord  1 

For  Paphlagonia,  where  our  kinsman  Colta 

Zarina' 

Governs ;  and  there  at  all  events  secure 

My  nephews  and  your  sons  their  lives,  and  vrith  them 

!  perish— as  is  probable:  welUhought— 

And  Uimgs  which  make  them  kinger. 

Let  Ihem  set  forlli  will,  a  sure  eseorL 

'T  is  too  late 

.ALEHENES. 

■|^J  think  of  these  past  dreams.    Let  'a  not  reproach-  - 

That  is,  reproach  mo  not— for  the  last  time^— 

Is  sD  provided,  and  the  galley  ready 

To  drop  down  the  Euphrates ;  iHit  ere  ihey 

And  ^rsl.    I  ne'er  reproach'd  you. 

Depart,  will  you  not  see 

'T is  most  true; 

My  sons?  It  may 

And  that  reproof  conies  heavier  on  my  heart 

Unman  my  heon,  and  the  poor  hoys  will  weep ; 

Than But  pur  hearts  arc  not  in  our  own  power. 

And  what  can  I  reply  to  comfort  iham, 

Bave  "iih  some  hollow  hopes,  and  ill-worn  smiles  T 

Nor  hands ;  but  I  gave  bolh. 

You  know  1  cannot  feign. 

Your  brother  said, 

It  was  your  will  to  see  me,  ere  you  went 

At  least,  I  tital  so :  in  a  word,  the  queen 

Bequests  to  sea  you  ere  you  part— for  ever. 

lARISA. 

Our  children:  it  u  tnw. 

Unto  what  end?  what  purpose?    I  will  grant 

I  wish'd  10  thank  you  that  you  have  nol  divided 

Aught- all  that  she  can  ask- but  such  a  meeting. 

My  heart  from  all  that 's  left  il  now  lo  love- 

Thoso  who  are  yours  and  mine,  who  look  like  you, 

You  know,  or  ought  to  km»,  enough  of  women. 

And  look  upon  me  as  you  look'd  upon  me 

Since  you  have  studied  them  so  steadily. 

OncB But  Ihey  have  nol  changed. 

Thai  what  they  ask  in  aughl  Ihat  touches  on 

The  heart,  is  dearer  lo  llieu  feelings  or 

Hor  ever  will 

Thar  Ikney  than  the  whole  estemal  world. 

I  fain  wouW  have  them  dulifol. 

I  think  8H  you  do  of  my  sister's  wish ; 

But  '1  was  her  wish— she  is  my  sister- you 

I  cherish 

Her  husband-will  you  grant  it? 

Those  infanlB,  not  alone  from  the  bluid  lova 

Of  a  fond  mothi^,  but  as  a  fond  woman. 

'Twill  be  useless: 

They  ore  now  liie  only  lie  between  us. 

Deem». 

I  go.                   lExit  Salemebe. 

I  h»ve  not  done  you  justice :  rather  maice  ihem 
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A  ihmne,  or,  if  Ihit  be  denied You  bate  he: 

Of  Ihis  night's  Inmults! 

I  had  b^ir  forgoUen, 

Whidi  gave  me  lo  behuld  yam  face' again. 

The  throne— I  say  it  not  in  fear— bul  'I  is 
In  peril ;  Ibej  perhaps  may  never  mount  ii : 
But  let  them  not  for  this  lose  sight  of  il. 
1  will  dare  all  lbbig!i  lo  bequeath  it  them ; 
But  if  I  fail,  then  they  must  win  il  back 
Bravely — and,  won,  wear  it  wiaelj-,  not  as  I 
Have  wasted  down  my  royalty. 

They  ne'er 


Baiher  let  them  hear 
"Tat  truth  from  you  than  from  a  trampling  world. 
a  ihey  be  in  adversity,  they  'II  learn 


Oh;  do  not  say  so— do  not  poison  all 
My  peace  lefi,  by  unwishing  that  thou  wen 
A  father.    If  th™  conquereat,  thoy  shall  re 
And  honour  him  who  saved  the  rcdm  for  tli 
So  little  cared  for  as  his  own ;  and  if 


hou  wilt  hear  it  from  my  subjecli     Yes- 
The  slaves,  whom  I  hav«  nurtured,  pajnper'd,  f 
woln  with  peace,  and  gorged  with  plemy, 


vil.     Happier  than  Ihe  bee, 


The  name  of  him,  who,  dymg  like  a  ting, 

Tlian  many  monarchy  In  a  length  of  days, 
Which  .late  the  flight  of  time,  bul  make  no 

()ur  annals  draw  perchance  unto  their  close; 
Hut  at  the  least,  whate'er  the  past,  iheir  end 
Shall  be  like  their  be^nuig — metnoraMe. 


slave,  who  loves  from  pa 


unpulse — borna  away  with  every  brea'Ji  1 
Mitiplaced  upon  the  throne — misplaced  in  life. 
01  what  I  could  have  been,  but  feel 

But  take  this  vrith  thee:  if  I  was  nol  form'd 
To  prize  a.  love  Uke  thine,  a  mind  like  Ibine, 
Nor  dote  even  on  thy  beauty— as  1  'vc  doled 

in  was  a  duty,  and  I  haled 
Alt  that  look'd  Uke  a  chain  for  me  or  others 

rords,  perhaps  among  my  last — that  nono 
led  mors  thy  virtues,  though  he  linsw  not 
To  profit  by  them— as  the  miner  lights 
Upon  a  vcHi  of  virgin  ore,  discovering 
That  which  avails  him  nolhlDg ;  he  hath  found  il. 


Placed  him  to  dig. 


oc  divide  the  we>Ulh 


neglected,  and  a  spouse 
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I  may  ba  worfJiicr  of  you — and^  if  not, 

nber  that  my  faultH,  Ihough  not  afoncd  for, 
irfcd.     Yet,  I  dread  Ihy  naiute  will 
I  more  above  Ihe  blighted  name  and  ashes 
I  once  vrere  mighiiest  in  Assyna — rlian — " 


InsLant^  so  high  and  bLeat  i 


So  gontle  vdlh  me,  that  I  ca 

luiot  think 

Of  quilling. 

So-lhis  feminin 

e  faroveU 

Ends  as  such  partings  end, 
1  ihought  as  much,  ajtd  yie! 
Mybeitetbodings.    Bu!  it 

ed  against  aU 

SALEHENEa  (iojiiiwling  her  liff  the  ilage). 

Wj,  BEier  --all 's  prepared  lo  make  your  Bafety 

Which  you  will  pardon. 

Certain,  vd  of  the  boja  loo,  our  last  hopes. 

"T  is  not  a  single  ijueslion  of  mere  feeling. 

Never.    Help  me  1     Oh  1 

rhough  that  wore  iBuoh-but  't  is  a  point  of  stale : 

rho  rebels  irould  do  more  to  seimj  upon 

Nay— then  all  is  lost  again, 

Ah!  donotnamoit. 

If  that  this  moment  is  not  gain'd. 

Well,  then,  mark  me :  vAen 
■  are  safe  beyond  the  Median's  grasp,  the  rebels 

line  of  Ninirod.    Though  Ihe  present  king 


No— 
irl  will  breeJi. 

Now  yoti  know  alt — decide. 

,  he  hath  spoken  well,  and  we 

ling  here,  you  way  lise  all ;  departing, 
va  tlie  better  part  of  what  is  left 
1  of  US,  and  to  such  loyal  hearla 


I  must  leat 

Hermi 

enll 

Been  of  Ih 
I  do  not  bid 

seller 
theen 

order — lade  Ihy  tears- 
( to  shed  them— 't  wc 

Than  one  1 

=irnf 

true  and  lender  hear 

Bui  let  me 

0.  hp 

old  (hem;  they  unmaj 

Hero  when 

had 

«mann'd  myself     My 

Load  her  a 

ivay. 

Oh 

God!  1  never  shall 

Behold  him 

ES  {ttrmng  la  cmdua 

M. 

Nay,  Eijter,  I  musl  be 

obey' 

He  shall  not  die  atone  ;  but  lonely  you 

Thal'afftlse!  lb 
miage-^lei  m 


Paintness  of  o'er-wrought  passir 
She  win  recover.  Pray,  keep  ba 
Avitil  myMir  of  this  sole  momen 
Bear  her  lo  where  her  children  a 
V  ihe  nwal  galley  on  Ihe  nver. 
[Sal 


T  is  the  mere 
•M.—[Asidt.J  I  mim 


■ypang! 


Lit  that 


Why  dost  thou  not  expire  al  once  in  heart 
Whicll  thou  haat  lighted  up  at  once  I  Zai 
1  must  pay  dearly  for  the  desolation 
Now  brought  upon  thee.    Had  I  never  loi 
thee,  I  should  have  beat  an  unopposi 


Mona 


Tow 


single  devistiffl 
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of  mankind  BS  Ihoir  bom  due. 

ill  thny  forfeil  it  Ihemselvsa ! 

Enter  MvHHHi. 


ToK  hete !  Who  cull'd  you  ? 

No  one^Hit  1  heard 
Far  off  a  voice  of  wail  xaA  tamenttition. 
And  ihougbi 


To  entBT  here  till  so 


rtlhe railing;  k 
Quite  fallen,  nor  now  d 
Perhaps  because  I  mei 

Parll 

Have  not  all  pa 
And  mii3l  not  ail  tha  p 

Why  7 

such  gil^  as,  if  y 


I  ptay  y«i  pardon  me :  e 
!nn  I  wai  peevish— hoed 
Soon  be  myself  again. 


The  queen  is  gone 
You  need  not  ehame  lo  follow.     I  would  far. 


Tiiifih  woll  of  il- 


Wherefore  do  you  start) 


Else  you  hod  met.    That  pang 
I  kDow  10  fe^  for  her. 


For  then  you  cannol  separate  me  from  j 
And  will  not;  but  I  ihotisht  you  wish'd  i 


I  da  sol 

I  least  is  spared  her! 


You  spoke  of  your  a 


Id  I  feel  it 


And  beyond  nature — '1  is  nor  mutual, 
Nor  possible.  You  canno!  pity  her. 
Nor  she  aught  hut 


Deeply — more  deeply  than  all  things  biit  love. 

Then  fly  from  it 

'T  will  not  recall  the  past— 
'T  will  not  restore  my  honour,  nor  my  heart, 
lere  1  stand  or  faU.    If  that  }-ou  conquer, 
lo  joy  in  your  great  triumph ;  siiould 
lot  be  diflerent,  1  *ll  not  weep,  hut  eharc  it. 

tone  could  make  me  doubt  it,  save  yourself. 


did  abase  myself  as  much  in  being 
four  paramour,  as  though  you  were  a  peairenl— 
Jay,  more,  if  that  the  peasant  were  a  Greek. 


I  we  may  yet  be  rielora,  and  retiir 
To  peoee— Iha  only  victory  1  covet. 
'"      e  war  is  n^  glory — contjuest  no 
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Kenown,    To  be  forced  Ihui  lo  uphold  my  right, 

SALEMEBES. 

Sils  heavier  on  my  heart  than  ail  the  nronga 

That  were  hardly  praden 

I'heee  men  would  bow  me  dawn  with.    Never,  never 

Now,  Ihongh  il  was  our  ErsI  intenllon.     If 

Can  1  forget  lliis  night,  even  should  1  live 

To  add  it  10  the  memory  of  others. 

1  Ihaugbt  to  have  made  miiiE  inolTensiTB  rule 

In  strength  enough  to  venture  an  attack, 

An  era  of  sweet  peace  'miiUl  bloody  annals. 

Ay,  and  pursuit  too ;  but,  lill  then,  my  voice 

A  green  apal  amidst  desen  centuries. 

Is  to  await  the  onset. 

On  whieh  the  future  would  turn  hack  and  smile, 

And  cultivate,  or  sigh  when  il  c^ould  not 

1  detest 

That  waiting ;  though  it  seems  so  safe  lo  tight 

Behind  high  walls,  and  huri  down  foes  into 

Deep  fosses,  or  behold  them  sprawl  on  spikes 

1  took  the  rabble's  shouts  for  love-lbe  breath 

Slrew'd  lo  receive  them,  still  I  like  it  not- 

Of  friends  for  Irulh-lhe  lips  of  woman  for 

My  soul  seeou  hikewarm  ;  hul  when  I  set  on  Ihem, 

[fliiiM=J/«r. 

A  pluck  al  Ihem,  or  perish  in  hot  blood  !- 

Itiss  me.    Now  let  them  lake  my  realm  and  Ufe  1 

They  ehall  have  both,  but  never  thee ! 

You  talk  like  a  young  soldier 

N^  never! 

Man  may  despoil  ins  brother  man  of  aU 

I  am  no  soUier,  but  a  man:  speak  nol 

Thai's  great  or  glittering :  hlngdoms  fiL— hosts  yield- 

Of  soldiership— 1  loalhe  Ihe  word,  and  those 

Friends  fail-slaves  fiy-and  aU  betray-and,  more 

Than  ail,  tbe.moal  indebted-bul  a  heart , 

Where  1  may  pour  ui)on  Ihem. 

Thai  loves  withoul  self-love !  'T  is  here — now  prove  it. 

ErUer  Salehenes, 

You  must  spate 

To  expose  your  hfa  loo  hastily ;  H  is  not 

Like  mine  or  sny  other  subject's  breath: 

I  sought  you— How!  sAfhereagamT 

Rclumnol 
JVoio  to  reproof;  melhinks  your  aspect  speaks 

Alone  creates  il,  kindles,  and  may  quench  it — 
Prolong  it— end  it. 

Of  higher  matter  than  a  womaji'a  presence. 

Then  let  us  end  bolh! 

The  only  woman  whom  it  touch  imports  me 

'Twere  belter  thus,  perhaps,  than  prolong  either; 
I'm  sick  of  one,  perchance  of  boll). 

The  queen's  cmbark'd. 

[Airu.^p,l,o^rul,^ithou, 

And  well?  say  that  much. 

Hark! 

Yes. 

Let  us 
Reply,  nol  hslen. 

Her  transient  weakness  has  past  o'er;  at  least. 

Il  setUed  into  tearless  silence:  her 

Pale  face  and  glittering  eye,  ni\er  a  glance 

And  your  wound  ? 

Upon  her  Bleeping  children,  were  still  H]<d 
Upon  the  palace  lowers,  =s  Ihe  swift  galley 

Stole  down  the  hurryuig slreai*  beneath  the  slarlightj 

'T  is  heai'd-l  had  forgotten  it.    Away! 

A  leech's  lancet  would  have  sciawdi'd  nie  deeper 

u  s      sa     no     "^'^^^^^^^^^^^ 

The  slave  that  gave  il  might  be  well  ashamed 

Would  1  fell  no  more 

Than  she  has  said. 

mw  may  none  tliis  hour 

'Tis  now  too  tale  10  feel! 

Strike  with  a  better  aim! 

Yonr  feelings  cannot  cancel  a  sole  pang : 

To  change  Ihem,  my  advices  bring  sore  tidings 

Ay,  if  wo  conquer; 

That  Ihe  rebelUous  Medes  and  Chaldees,  marshall'd 

But  if  not,  Ihey  will  only  leave  to  me 

By  tiirar  two  leaders,  are  already  up 

A  task  they  might  have  spared  Iheir  king.  Upon  -.hen. 

In  arms  again ;  anJ,  serrylng  their  ranks. 

[Trun-;«(s™n<tiog,„„ 

Prepare  lo  attack :  they  have  apparently 

Been  join'd  by  other  satraps. 

I  an.  with  you. 

BARDAHAfALUS. 

What!  more  rebels? 

Ho,inyarms!  again,  mv  arms 

Let  us  be  Hist,  then. 

ff^™™. 
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BALE*. 

ACT  V. 

SCENE  I. 

Surely  he  is  a  god  1 

So  we  Greeks  deem  too; 

3Se  Mm*  ffnii »/ (fe  Po(o«. 

And  yet  I  sometimes  think  that  gorgeous  orb 

MvnKRA  and  Balea. 

Of  the  immortal  sovereigns.     Now  he  brealis 

The  day  M  last  has  broken.    What  a  night 

Tlirough  all  the  clouds,  and  fills  my  eyes  with  light 

llalh  ushai'dil!     How  beautiful  in  heaven ! 

Though  Tiried  with  a  IrajiMtory  slorm, 

More  beautiful  ui  that  ixrielj  I 

Hark!  heard  you  not  a  sound  ? 

UoiT  hideous  upon  earth !  where  peace  and  hope. 

And  love  and  revd,  in  an  hour  were  trampled 

No,'lwasmerefaMy. 

By  human  paEsiuns  lo  a  human  chaos. 

They  battle  it  beyond  tho  wall,  and  not 

Not  jet  resolved  to  separate  elements. — 

As  in  late  midnight  conflict  in  the  very 

'Tis  waning  Htill!     And  can  the  sun  so  rise, 
So  bright,  so  rolling  back  the  clouds  into 

Chambetsi  the  palace  has  become  a  fortress 

Vapours  more  lovely  than  the  unclouded  sky, 

Tho  very  centre,  girded  by  vast  courts 

And  regal  halls  of  pyramid  proportions, 

And  billows  purpler  than  the  ocean's,  making 

Which  must  be  earned  one  by  one  before 

III  heaven  a  glorious  mocker]'  of  the  earth, 

They  penetrate  to  where  ihej  then  arrived, 

So  like,  we  almost  deem  it  permanent ; 

We  are  as  much  shut  in  even  from  tho  sound 

So  fleeting,  we  can  scarcely  call  it  aught 

or  peril  as  from  glory. 

Itejond  a  vision,  't  is  so  IransIeMl; 

Scatter-d  along  the  eternal  vault;  and  yet 

But  ihey  reach'd 

h  d.™lla  upon  the  soul,  and  soothes  the  soul. 

Tllus  far  before. 

And  blends  Ueelf  into  the  soul,  until 

Sunrise  and  sunset  foim  the  haunted  epoch 

Yes,  by  surprise,  and  were 

Beat  hack  hy  valour ;  now  at  once  we  have 

lioow  not  the  realms  where  those  twin  genii 

Courage  and  vigilance  to  guard  ua 

(IVho  chasten  and  who  purify  our  hearts, 

So  [hat  we  would  not  change  their  sweet  rebukes 

May  Ihej 

Tor  all  the  boisterous  jove  that  ever  shook 

Prosper! 

The  air  with  clamour)  build  the  palace? 

Where  thrir  fond  votaries  repose  and  breathe 

That  is  the  prayer  of  many,  and 

K.lEHy  i— but  in  that  btief  cool  calm  inhale 

The  dread  of  more :  it  is  an  aniious  hour ; 

Enough  of  heaven  to  enable  Ibem  to  hear 

I  strive  to  keep  it  from  my  thoughts.    Alas  1 

The  rest  of  common,  heavy,  human  hours, 

Howv^nly! 

And  dream  Ihem  through  in  placid  Bufibrance  i 

Though  seemingly  employ'd  like  aU  the  rest 

It  is  said  the  kmg's  demeanour 

Of  toiling  breathers  in  allotted  tasks 

In  the  late  action  scarcely  mote  appali'd 

l>f  pain  or  pleasure,  (loo  names  for  one  feeling. 

The  rebels  than  aatonish'd  his  true  suLijecls. 

vvhieh  our  intern  J,  restless  agony 

Would  vary  in  the  sound,  alLhough  the  sense 

'Tis  easy  la  astonish  or  appal 

Escapes  out  highest  efforts  to  be  happy. 

The  vulgar  mass  which  moulds  a  horde  of  slawu 

But  he  did  bravely. 

^ou  muse  right  calmly :  and  can  you  so  watch 

The  sunrise  which  may  bo  our  last  ? 

SlewhenotBelbses? 

1  heard  the  soldiers  say  he  struck  him  down. 

It  is 

Therel<H«  that  I  so  watch  it,  and  reproach 

The  wretch  was  overthrown,  but  rescued  to 

Tlwse  eyes,  »hich  never  may  behold  it  mote, 

Triumph,  perhaps,  o'er.one  who  vanquish'd  f^m 

For  having  look'd  upon  it  oft,  too  oft, 

In  fighl,  as  he  had  spared  him  in  his  peril, 

Without  the  reverence  and  the  rapture  due 

And  by  that  lieedless  pity  risk'd  a  crown. 

'I'o  that  which  keeps  all  earth  from  being  as  fra^le 

BALEA, 

As  I  am  in  this  form.     Come,  look  upon  it. 

■JTie  Chaldee's  god,  which,  when  I  gaze  upon, 

lj:row  almost  a  convert  to  your  Baal. 

You  are  right ;  some  steps  approach,  hut  si. 

ly- 

EalfF  mtdiirt,  hiarirtg  in  Salemeijes  xiMmiukd, 

Afl  now  ne  reigna  m  heaven,  so  once  on  earth 

a  Imih^  Javitm  m  hi>  Side :  tity  ual  him  upm 

11^  sway'd. 

o/  the  Couches  wkiOi  fiamsh  Ihe  Apitrlmcal, 

MVnjlHA. 

Oh,  Jove! 

•  lad  e-rthlv  monarch  half  the  peace  and  glory 

'«hici>  nenires  in  a  suigle  ray  of  his. 

Then  all  is  over. 
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SALE  HEN  EB. 

So  soon  resign  theeT 

That  is  false. 

How  nown  the  alavo  ^^ho  says  so,  tf  a  soldier. 

Gentle  Myrrhs, 'tis 

The  end  I  would  haia  chosen,  had  I  saved 

Spare  him— he 's  none :  a  mere  court  butterfly. 

Tlie  monarch  or  the  mmiarchy  by  this ; 

That  flutltra  in  the  pageant  of  a  monarch. 

As  'tis,  I  have  not  outlived  them. 

SALEM  EM  ES. 

I^  him  live  on,  then. 

You  wai  pater. 

So  wilt  thou,  I  trust. 

Your  hand ;  this  broken  weapon  but  prolongs 

I  fain  would  !ive  this  hour  out,  and  Uia  aveni, 

To  make  ma  useful :  I  would  draw  it  foKh, 

BuldoubtiC    WhereTorBdidyabearmeherel 

And  my  life  with  it,  couU  I  but  hear  how 

The  fight  goes. 

By  the  king's  order.    When  the  javeUn  struck  you, 

E^ler  Sardabapalds  nmi  SMieri. 

To  bear  joulo  this  hall. 

My  bost  brother  1 

'Twas  not  ill  done: 

And  the  balth> 

Pot,  seeming  slam  in  that  cold  din?  trance, 

Is  lost} 

The  eight  might  shake  our  6Qldiars>-liut— 't  la  vain. 

1  reel  it  ebbing! 

You«e™fcrf. 

Let  me  see  the  wound; 

I'd  rather  see  you  ttujf 

1  am  not  quite  skilteis ;  in  my  native  land 

[H.  <lr«M  out  Iht  weppmfnm  tl,e  wound,  ond  d«i 

Wo  are  nerved  to  look  on  such  things. 

And  IftuJ  1  will  be  soon,  unless  the  succour. 

Best  eitract 

The  last  frail  reed  of  our  bdeaguer'd  hopes, 

Tlio  jiivelin. 

Arrive  with  Ofratanes. 

Hold  •  nr>,  no,  it  cannot  be. 

Did  you  not 

RecMve  a  token  from  your  dying  brother, 

I  am  sped,  than! 

Appomtujg  Zames  chief? 

With  the  blood  that  fast  must  follow 

I  did. 

The  extracted  weapon,  I  do  fear  Ihy  life. 

SALEMEKES. 

Where's  Zames  I 

And  I  ™( death.    Where  was  the  king  when  you 

ConveyM  me  from  the  spot  where  I  was  stricken? 

Dead. 

Upon  the  same  ground,  and  eneouraging 

And  Altada?  , 

With  voice  and  gesture  the  dispirited  tmopa 

Dying. 

Who  had  seen  you  f4,ll,  and  faller'd  back. 

Whom  heard  ye 

Pa^iaT  Sfero? 

Named  neit  to  the  command  T 

Pania  yet  lives ;  but  Sfero 's  fled,  or  cap^vs. 

I  did  not  hear. 

I  am  alone. 

Fly,  then,  ond  tell  him,  't  was  my  last  request 

And  is  all  lost? 

Thai  Zames  tikamy  post  until  the  junction, 

So  hoped  for,  yet  driay'd,  of  Ofratanes, 
Satrap  of  Susa.     Leave  ms  here :  our  troops 

Our  walls. 
Though  thinly  mann'd,  may  still  hold  out  agamrt 
Their  present  foroa,  or  aught  save  treachery : 

But  i' the  field 

But,  prbtce 

1  thought 'twas  the  intent 

Hence,  I  say  1  Here 's  a  courtier  sod 

A  woman,  the  best  chamber  company. 

Till  ye  were  stienglhen'd  by  the  expected  sucooui  • 

As  you  would  not  pemrit  me  to  ejplre 

Upon  the  field.  I  '11  have  no  idle  soldiers 
About  my  sick  eouch.     Hence  J  arul  do  my  biddmg  1 
[Eieun!  Ifts  Soldiers. 

Well,  the  fault 's  a  bravj  wie. 

fiallant  and  glorious  epiril!  must  the  eartii 

ButlataL    Oh,  my  brother  I  I  would  giVB 

3  F               .16 
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These  leahns,  of  which  thou  werl  the  omameol, 

That 's  strange.    1  pray  thee  break  that  luyal  silence 

ThB  sword  and  shield,  the  sole  redeeming  honour. 

Which  loathes  to  shock  its  sovereign ;  we  can  hear 

To  caU  back But  I  will  not  weep  for  Ihee ; 

Worse  than  thou  hast  to  tell. 

Thou  shalt  be  mourn'ii  for  as  thou  wouldst  be  moum'd. 

It  grieres  me  most  that  thou  couldn  quit  this  life 

Believing  Ihat  I  could  survive  what  thou 

Hast  died  for— our  long  royalty  of  race. 

The  wall  which  skirled  near  the  river's  brink 

ir  I  redeem  it,  I  will  give  thee  blood 

Is  throvin  down  by  the  sudden  inundation 

Of  thousands,  tears  of  millions,  for  atonement 

Of  the  Euphrates,  which  nov.  rolling,  swoln 

{The  tears  of  all  the  good  ara  thine  already). 

FVom  the  enormous  mountains  where  it  rises, 

If  not,  we  meet  again  soon,  if  Ihe  spirit 

Wilhin  us  lives  beyond :— ihou  readest  mine. 

O'erBoods  its  banks.  Bud  hath  destroy'd  the  bulwark 

And  dost  me  justice  now.     Let  me  once  clasp 

That  yet  warm  hand,  and  fold  Jlat  Ihrobless  hearl 

TTiat'sablack  augury!  Ilhas  beensoiJ 

[E>abrmeilhibed!,. 

For  ages,  "That  the  city  ne'er  should  yield 

To  this  which  beats  so  bitterly.    Kow,  bear 

To  man,  until  the  river  grew  its  foe.?' 

ITie  body  hence. 

6«.RI1*HAP1I.US. 

[  can  forgive  the  omen,  not  the  ravage. 

Where? 

How  much  is  swept  down  of  the  wall? 

To  my  proper  chamber. 

About 

Place  it  beneath  mj  canopy,  as  though 

Some  twenty  stadiu 

The  king  lay  there ;  when  this  is  done,  wo  will 

Speak  further  of  the  rites  due  to  such  ashes. 

And  aQ  this  is  left 

(£«<ml  SMitrs  viUh  the  Wj,  of  Silemebes. 

Pervious  to  ihe  assailants  ? 

EnUr  Pam,*. 

For  die  present 

Well,  Pania !  you  have  placed  the  guards,  and  issued 

The  river's  fury  must  impede  the  assault ; 
But  when  lie  shrinks  into  his  wonted  channel. 

Theotderafix'don? 

And  may  be  cross'd  by  the  accustoni'd  barks. 

Sire,  1  have  obey'd. 

The  paliioe  is  their  ovin. 

That  shall  be  never. 

And  do  the  soldiers  keep  their  hearts  up  7 

Though  men,  and  gods,  and  elements,  and  omens, 

Sirel 

My  fathers'  house  shaU  never  be  a  cave 

For  wolves  to  hoard  and  howl  ui. 

I  'm  answer'd  I  When  a  king  asks  twice,  and  has 

A  question  as  an  answer  to  hia  question. 

With  your  sancUmi 

It  is  a  portent.  Wiial,  they  are  disliearten'd} 

I  will  proceed  to  the  spot,  and  take  such  uieasurcs 

For  the  assurance  of  the  vacant  space 

The  death  of  Salemenes,  and  the  shouts 

As  time  and  means  permit. 

Of  the  exulting  rebels  on  hU  fall. 

Have  made  them 

About  it  straight. 

And  bring  me  back,  as  speedily  as  full 

Kage— not  droop— it  should  have  boen. 

And  fair  investigation  may  permil. 

We  'U  Bnd  the  means  to  rouse  them. 

Report  of  the  true  state  of  this  irruption 

Of  waters.                    [Exm^t  Pai-ia  STid  tht  Qffia 

.M.ghl  sadden  even  a  victory. 

Agauist  you. 

Who  can  so  fed  it  as  I  feel?  but  yet, 
ThoughoODp'dvriihm  these  waUs,  they  are  strong,  and  we 
Have  those  without  wlU  break  their  way  through  hosts, 
To  mako  their  sovereign's  dwelling  what  it  was— 

They  are  not  my  subjects,  girl. 
And  may  be  pardon'd,  auice  they  can't  be  punish'd. 

I  joy  to  see  this  portent  shakes  you  not. 

A  lalace— not  a  prison  nor  a  fortress. 

1  am  past  the  fear  of  portents ;  they  can  tell  me 

EnleriTiBfficsthMil!/. 

NoUiing  1  have  not  told  myself  since  midnight . 

Despair  anticipates  such  things. 

Thy  face  seen^  ominous.     Speak  I 

"""""'Despair. 

I  dare  not. 

No,  not  despair  precisely.  When  we  know 

Darerat? 

Wn"e  millions  dare  revolt  with  sword  m  hand ! 

Resolves,  if  fimi.  may  merit  a  more  noble 
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Word  than  ihis 
Bui  ivhal  are  wt 
Wilh  Ihem  Had  i 


u>  all  mankind, 


Without  one  point  of  union,  sava  i 
To  whicli  we  tend,  for  which  wb  'ti 
The  labjrinlJl  of  mystery  call'd  lifl 

Our  ilew  heing  well  nigh  wound  oi 


10  your  duty  failhrully,  and  Hi 


Well,  then. 
Swear  U«t  you  mil  obey  when  1  shall  give 
The  BignaL 


mighty  planks,  to  nourish  i 
heap  ttteni  round  yon  thror 


Ipra; 


Behind  the  couch  in  my  o*n  ihamlier.     (Now 

Hiough  a  long  line  of  Bovereigns  have  lain  down 

\  Ume  what  late  was  Salemenes).     Search 
The  secret  covert  to  which  this  will  lead  ; ou ) 
T  ia  full  of  trsMure ;  take  it  for  yourself 
And  your  companions :  there  'a  enough  to  load  ye, 
■si  the  slaves  be  freed,  too; 


Whalt 


,e  palac 


And  now 


er  sen,  ni      _ 

Lch  the  regal  barks,  once  form'd  for  pleasori 
serve  for  safety,  and  embark. 

(More  polent  than  a  king)  by  these  besieges. 
Ply  I  and  be  happy  1 


The^ 

ffA 

What, 

-rown'd  air 

adyT-B 

1,  procee 

d. 

The  anointed  high 

ne« 

Under 


So  you  accompany  your  faithful  guard. 


erdiaobey'd:  but  now 


on! 

be ;  gel  Ihee  hence, 
'T  is  the  first  tinia 


Wilh  new  kings  tiae  new 
You  are  sent  W  pr 
Reply  to  mine. 

And  Sair 

Why,  hi  is  ours. 


Besu 


I  of  the  < 


T  is  his.  Aworll 
Poor  Salemenes!  thou  hast  died  in 
To  see  one  treachery  the  less:  this 
Was  thy  true  friend  and  my  moal  ti 
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In  aay  of  thfi  furEhor  provitices, 

Guarded  and  vtBtch'd,  hul  not  confined  in  ft 

Where  thou  Ehalt  pass  thy  days  in  psacis ;  t 

Given  up  as  hostages. 

GARDArvAFALUs  {ironicallif)^ 
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a™ 

deddedo 

a  ^a  doom  or  kings} 

Since 

they 

were  free. 

..„,„„. 

Thou 
Of  It 

atlh 

least  Bhal 
tliough  its 

louth-piecB  of  mutiny  t 
icarn  Uie  penalty 
proxy  only.    Pank  1 
from  our  tvalis  within 

I'he  r 

beta 
mih 

lines,  his 
him! 

arcacs  down  the  river. 

[Pa 

„ii.  and  At  Gourds, ^ 

Your 

Id 
withmon 
him,  soldi 

veryotobej'd 
pleasure  than  the  pres 
tsl  donotEoillhisha 

Ofro 
Pulh 

ally 

with  Ireas 
rest  wiihm 

nablegore; 
A  single  word : 

Ibutobey'dmyorders, 

sardabIpalds 

Al  the  same  petil,  if  reCisei,  as  now 

Higher,  my  good  soldiers 

Incurr'd  by  my  obedience. 

And  thicker  yet ;  and  see  that  the  foundaUon 

Be  such  as  vtill  not  speedily  eihaosi 

Its  own  too  Bubfle  flame  i  nor  yet  be  quench'd 

New  monarehs  of  an  hour's  growth  as  despotic 
As  sovereigns  swathed  in  purple,  and  enthroned 

With  aught  officious  aid  would  bring  to  quell  it. 
Let  ihe  throne  form  the  ewe  of  it ;  I  would  not 

From  birth  to  manhood! 

To  the  new  comers.    Frame  tlie  whole  as  if 

My  iife  waits  your  breath. 

'T  were  to  enkindle  the  strong  tower  of  our 

Yours  (I  speak  bumbly)~-but  it  may  be-yours 

Inveterate  enemies.    Now  it  bears  an  aspect ! 

How  say  you,  Pania,  will  this  pile  suffice 

Would  it  then  suit  the  last  hours  of  a  lina 

For  a  king's  obsequies! 

Such  sa  is  that  of  Nlmrod,  lo  destroy 

A  peaceful  herald,  unarm'd,  in  his  office; 

Ay,  for  a  kingdom's. 

And  violate  not  only  all  thai  man 

Holds  sacred  between  man  and  man— but  that 

More  holy  tie  which  links  us  with  the  gods  J 

Andblamome7 

He  '•  nght. — Lei  him  go  free. — My  life's 

Shan  not  he  one  of  wrath.    Here,  fellow, 

[  Giuss  «m  a  goldm  aipfmi 


a  f^Ihfiil  legate  of  your  pkai 


At  Babylon. 

[Exil  Had-l 


My  lord, — the  soldiers  are  already  charged. 
And,  see!  Ihey  enter. 

[Soldiert  ttOer,  and  firm  a  Pile  ol™i  A 


Pan  to  die  /or  his  soreragn,  and  why  not 
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Since  it  is  m,  farowelL 

Search  well  my  chamlier. 
Feel  no  remarsa  at  bearing  off  the  gold ; 

Who  slew  me :  and  when  you  hue  borne  away 
AU  safe  off  to  your  boats,  blow  one  long  blast 
Upon  iJie  tnimpel  as  you  quit  Uie  palace. 
The  river's  brink  is  too  remote,  ils  slreaia 

To  reach  dlstJncLly  fiom  its  hanks.    Then  Hy,— 
And  aa  you  sail,  turn  back ;  but  still  keep  on 
es:  if  you  reach 


And  these  poor  soldicra  who  throng  round  you,  ( 
Would  laui  die  with  you  ! 

[The  SoUlieri  and  Pahia  Oirmg  round  Sim, 
lasting  his  hand  and  the  hem  ^  iasr  ' 


Mytkthers!  whom  I  »U1  rejoin, 
It  may  be,  puriiied  by  death  bom  some 
Of  the  grosB  stains  of  too  material  being, 
not  leaie  your  ancient  first  abode 
To  the  dehiement  of  usurping  bondmen  i 

j  bequeathed  it,  this  blight  port  of  it, 
treasure,  your  abode,  your  sacred  relics 
rms,  and  records,  monuments,  and  spoils 
lich  they  would  have  revell'd,  I  beur  wUh  at 
To  you  in  that  absorbing  element, 
'  personilies  the  s    ' 


The  lei 


Hence,  and  be  happy :  trust  me,  I  am 
JVoio  to  be  piSfd,  or  fir  more  for  what 
Is  past  iJian  present ; — for  [he  future,  '1 


les,  my  beautiful ! —but  hear  me  t 
ment,  fbr  we  now  are  on 
lou  feol'st  an  inward  shrinking  fron 
ough  flame  mlo  the  future,  say  it : 
ve  ihee  lesa;  nay,  pelhaps  nutie, 


IS  fiery  working;— and  the 

ight 

fthia 

loslroya 

"iota  met 

n  the  horizon  for 

Lud  then 

mount  of  ashes 

but 

light 

"o  lesson  ages,  rebel  oatio 

oluptliou 

■ecords.  and  a  hero's 

hkethisfiri. 

If  empires 

Ihsllspar 

Tew  dare  imitate 

and 

Despise-but,  it  may  be,  a 

oid  the  lifo 

ti  luilft  a  Ushled  Torch  h 
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SAHDAHAPAIDB. 

I  satiated  Ihee  with  peace  and  3oys ;  and  this 

Is  my  reward !  and  now  I  owe  thee  nothing, 

Is  a  mere  soldier,  a  mote  tool,  a  kind 

Not  even  s  grave.                           [He  nioiinlj  Ihe  piU 

or  nupian  sword  in  a  fiend's  hand ;  the  other 

Kow,Myrrhal 

But  I  dismiss  them  from  mj  mind—Yet  pause. 

Art  thou  ready' 

My  Myirha  1  dost  thou  trulj  Mow  me, 

Tteely  and  fearlessly? 

Aa  the  torch  m  thy  grasp. 

[MvRRHA  jSreittcpiJa 

And  dost  thou  think 

A  Greek  girl  dare  not  do  for  lore  that  which 

'T  is  fired!  I  come. 

An  Indian  widow  braves  for  custom? 

lAsMYRRiii  springs /oncard  to  thToa  hetMlJ 

Then 

imihefiamis,  tin  Cirtsin/aUs. 

We  but  avail  the  signal. 

It  is'long 
In  sounding. 

NOTES. 

Now,  farewell  i  one  last  embrace ! 

Notel.  Page  SSI,  line  19. 

And  thou,  my  own  Ionian  Mrirha. 

Embrace,  but  noi  the  last  i  there  is  ono  more. 

"  The  Ionian  name  had  been  still  more  oomptehen 

sive,  having  included  the  Achaians  and  the  Bceotians, 

who,  together  with  those  to  whom  it  waa  allerwards 

And  pure  as  is  my  love  to  Ihee,  shall  they, 

nation,  and  among  the  orientals  it  was  always  the  gen- 

Purged from  the  dross  of  earth,  and  earthly  passion, 

eral  name  for  the  Greeks."— Jtf.'yord'j  GrsM,  vol.  i. 

Mil  pale  with  thine.     A  single  thought  yet  irks  mo. 

p.  199. 

Say  it. 

Note  2.  Page  294,  line  I. 

r;jJ^'"dlv1>"n'innlAir'a"„^¥a"^s. 

It  is  that  no  kind  hand  will  gather 

Eat.  drink  Bwl  love  1  the  rest  'o  noi  worth  a  fillip.' 

The  dust  of  both  into  ono  urn. 

"  Per  this  espedition,  he  took  not  only  a  small  chosen 

body  of  the  phalani,  but  all  his  light  troops.     In  the 

The  better! 

first  day's  march  he  reached  Anchlalus,  a  town  said  to 

Rather  let  mem  be  home  abroad  upon 

The  winds  of  hearen,  and  scatlet'd  into  air. 

The  for^ficalions,  in  their  magnitude  and  oitoni,  still 

Than  be  polluted  more  by  hinnsn  hands 

or  slaves  and  traitors ;  in  this  blaang  palace. 

the  Assyrians  appear  singulariy  to  have  affected  in  workl 

We  leave  a  nobler  monument  than  Egypt 

Hath  piled  in  her  brick  mountains  o'er  dead  kings. 

characters,  of  course  intheoldAssyrlanlanguage,  which 

(>r  kme,  tor  none  know  whether  Ibose  proud  pilea 

the  Greeks,  whether  well  or  ill,  interpreted  thus ;  "  Sar- 

Be  for  their  monarch,  or  their  oi-god  Apis ; 

danapahis,  son  of  Anacyndaraxes,  in  one  day  founded 

Anchialus  and  Tarsus.     Eat,  drink,  play:  all  other 

Th«r  very  record ! 

human  joys  are  not  worth  a  Blip."    Supposing  this 

version  nearly  eiaol  (lor  Arrian  says  it  was  not  quite  bo) 

Then  firewell,  thou  earth ! 

whether  the  purpose  has  not  been  tu  invite  to  civil  order 

And  loveTiest  spot  of  earth !  rarewell,  Ionia ! 

Be  thou  still  free  and  beautiful,  and  hr 

mend  immoderate  lujinry,  may  perhaps  reasonably  be 

Aloof  from  desolaUon  1  My  last  prayer 

king  of  Assyria  in  founding  such  towns  in  a  country  so 

distant  from  his  capital,  and  so  divided  from  it  by  an 

Andthat? 

Is  yours. 

[Tlie  Inimp6l  of  Pabia  sounds  wUx^l. 

mended,  is  not  obvious  ,■  but  it  may  deserve  observation 

that,  in  that  line  of  coast,  the  southern  of  Leaser  Asia, 

mw! 

barely  named  in  history,  at  this  day  astonish  the  adven- 

turons  traveller  by  their  magnificence  and  elegance. 

Adieu,  Assyria  1 

I  loved  tnee  min,  my  oWn,  my  lather's  land. 

*nd  bettor  «  my  country  than  my  kingdom. 

spreading  in  the  fincbt  coimtries  of  the  globe,  whchci 
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by  tt  revolution,  obloquy  on  bis  memory  ivould  follow 

of  course  from  tho  policy  of  his  successors  and  th»r 

news  than  have  heen  commonly  ascribed  la  hLm;  bul 

oapalus  ie  striking  in  Diodoma's  accounl  of  him."— 

that  monarch  having  heen  Ihe  last  of  a  dynasty,  ended 

MilfonPs  Greece,  vol.  ix.  pp.  311,  312,  and  313. 

ffifie  ffifajo  jFosscavt; 

A   HISTORICAL    TRAGEDY. 

The  /oWp-  BoftenB.  bat  the  tovem^r',  rosolved. 

CRITIC. 

DRAMATIS  PERSONJE. 

Bul  the  poor  wretch  has  suffered  beyond  r.atule'» 
Most  stoical  endurance. 

iVIEN. 

WilhoLt  ownins 

Fhahcis  PoscAKi,  Dogt  vf  Vmke. 

His  crims. 

Jacopo  FosdARi,  S™  of  On  Dogt. 

James  LonEDiwo,  a  Palriciai^ 

Perhaps  without  commiLIing  any. 

Marco  Mem.mo,  «  Cftie/  tf  i^e  /Srft/. 

Biit  he  avow'd  the  loiter  to  the  Duke 

BAHBAHiGO,  a  Senotor. 

or  Milan,  and  his  sulTerings  half  atone  for 

OlW  SenafDTj,  He  CmicU  o/  Ttn,  Gaards,  JUoid- 

Such  weakness. 

anl9,  efe.,  elc 

WOiVIAN. 

Wesiiallsee. 

Mahiha,  mfi  of  young  FoEcAni. 

You,  Loredano. 

Scene— The  Ducal  Palaec,  Venice. 

Pursue  hereditary  hate  100  far. 
How  far? 

THE  TWO  FOSCARl 

ACT  I. 

When  ihey  are 

EiLlinct,  you  may  say  this. — Let's  into  council. 

SCENE  I. 

EARBAKIOO. 

AH^lmth^DicidPotacs. 

Yet  pause — tne  number  of  our  colleagues  is  not 

Complete  yet ;  two  are  wanlmg  ere  we  can 

EnltT  Lob  EDA  BO  ami  Barbarigo,  mefifl'nj. 

Proceed. 

Where  is  the  prisoner! 

And  tho  chief  judge,  the  DogeT 

The  Question           """^'^^^S  f™" 

No-h«. 

With  mom  than  Roman  fortitude,  is  ever 

The  hour  'b  past— fix'd  yesterday 

Krst  al  tho  board  in  this  unhappy  process 
Against  his  last  and  only  son. 

Rejoin  ovn-  colleagues  in  tiie  council,  and 
Urge  liis  recall. 

Ttue-lruB- 

His  lasl. 

Niy,  lot  him  profit  by 
A  few  brief  minutes  for  his  tortured  limbs ; 

Will  nothing  move  you! 

He  was  o'erwraujht  by  the  Qoestiwi  yesterday, 

Feeh  he,  tlunk  vou 

Well! 

He  shows  it  not. 

I  yield  not  to  you  in  lovo  of  justice. 

Ihavemarli'd(/.o(-ll.ewrelel.- 

Father  and  son,  and  all  Ihcir  nojious  raeej 

Bul  yewerday,  I  hoar,  on  hia  return 
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I'o  Ihe  diKsl  chambers,  as  he  pass'd  the  threshold. 

The  waters  through  them ;  but  this  son  and  sire 

TUeddmEinfaiulnd. 

Might  move  the  elements  to  pause,  and  yet 

Must  I  on  hardily  like  then^^-Oh!  would 

Il  begins  to  work,  Ihen. 

I  could  as  blindly  and  remorselessly  1 — 

Lo,  where  he  comes  1— Be  still,  my  hear!  I  they  are 

The  work  ia  half  your  own. 

Thy  foes,  must  be  thy  viclima:  wilt  Ihou  beat 

For  those  who  almost  broke  thee  T 

Anii  should  be  all  tame— 

Enter  Guu-di,  with  yo^g-  FoscAiii  os  prisons,  ^ 

My  felher  and  my  unde  are  no  more. 

Let  hira  rest. 

1  huve  read  their  epilaph,  which  says  they  died 

Signor,  take  time. 

By  i«iaon. 

JACOPO   FOsrAIil. 

When  the  Doge  declared  dial  ha 

I  thank  thee,  friend,  I'm  fcf  blo ; 
Bui  thou  may'st  stand  reproved. 

Shonid  nfijBT  deem  himself  a  sovereign  till 

The  dealh  of  Peter  Loredano,  both 

1  '11  stand  the  hai^jn. 

The  brolhera  siokeo'd  shortly ;— he  is  an\  croign. 

\  wretched  one. 

Thill's  kind:— I  meet  some  pity,  but  na  mercy; 

This  ia  the  firsl. 

Orphans? 

And  might  be  the  lasl,  did  they 
Who  rule  behold  us. 

Bui  -Sd  the  Doge  nmke  you  so  7 

BABBAEiBO  (arfumcifig-  lo  the  guard). 

There  is  one  who  does  t 

Yes. 

Yet  fear  not;  I  will  neither  be  thy  judge 

Nor  thy  accuser ;  though  the  hour  is  past. 

What  solid  |)roof3  ? 

Even  by  my  presence:  when  Iho  lasteall  sounJs 

To  work  in  secret,  prooft  and  process  are 
Alike  made  diilienlll  butlhavosuch 

We  '11  in  together.— Look  well  to  the  prisoner  J 

Of  the  first,  as  shall  make  the  second  needless. 

What  voice  is  that?— 'tis  BarbarigJ's  1  Ah ! 

Our  house's  foe,  and  one  of  my  few  judges. 

But  you  win  move  by  law? 

By  all  the  lawa 

To  balance  such  a  foe,  if  such  there  be, 

VFhich  he  would  leave  us. 

Thy  father  sils  amongst  thy  judges. 

They  ^0  5uch  in  this 

True, 

Our  state  as  render  retribution  easier 

He  judges. 

Than  'mongsl  remoter  nations.    Is  il  true 

Thii  you  have  written  in  your  books  of  eonunerce 

Then  deSm  nol  iho  laws  loo  harsh 

(The  wealtliy  paclico  of  our  highest  nobles). 

Which  yield  so  much  uidulgence  to  a  sire 

"Dogo  Foscari,  my  debtor  for  the  deaths 

As  to  allow  his  voice  in  such  high  mailer 

Of  Marco  and  Pietro  Ijirodano, 

Mysiiu  and  uncle?" 

And  his  son's.    I'mfamij 

It  is  written  thus. 

Let  me  approach,  I  pray  you,  for  a  breaih 

Of  air,  yon  window  which  o'orlooks  the  waters. 

Anb  will  you  leave  it  unerased  7 

Enlcr  an  OJicer,  lA  vJiispers  Barbarico. 

Till  balanced. 

BAKQAUiao  {b> the guanl). 

Lei  him  approach.    1  must  not  speak  with  him 

Fmiher  than  thus;  I  havo.trsnsgress'd  my  duly 

In  this  brief  parley,  and  must  now  redeem  ,i 

{,T'«o  «BW(or>  p«».  oi'er  lU  Slagi,  a>  m  rtnV  «.nj  to 

Within  the  Couneii  Chamber. 

tke  Hall  ^  the  CmncU  of  Tm). 

Yousi..ethem.niher.seomp;eta 

[Ouont  eonducfing  jACofO  FoscAni  la  lAeujimln^ 

,olio„me.                                        I^rif  LoHKOANO. 

There,  sir, 'lis 

Follow  Ihi^l  1  have  foUuw'd  Iwg 

Open— How  feel  yon  J 

Sweeps  after  that  before  il,  ahfco  whelming 

Like  a  boy-Oh  Venice! 

The  wr™k  thai  creaks  to  the  wild  winds,  and  wretch 

Who  shrieks  wrfhln  ils  riven  ribs,  as  gush 

And  your  limbs  7 
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And,  raasqued  as  a  yuung  gondolier,  amidst 
My  ga./  compelilors,  noble  as  1, 
Raced  for  our  [ileaaure  in  Ibe  pride  of  slrenglh, 
WhiLe  Uie  fair  populace  of  crowding  heiulies, 
Plebeian  as  patrician,  cheer'd  ua  on 
With  dazding  smiles,  and  wishes  amiible. 
And  waving  kerchiefs,  and  applauding  hands, 
Even  Id  the  goal !— How  many  a  tinie  have  1 
Cloven,  with  ann  still  lustier,  breast  more  dsrJn 
The  wave  all  roughen'd ;  niib  a  swimmer's  sire 
Flinghg  the  billows  back  &om  my  drench'd  hai: 


Which 


it  like 


The  wases  ss  ihey  srose,  and  iitouder  still 
The  loftier  they  uplilied  me ;  and  oO, 
In  wantonness  of  spirii,  plunging  down 
Into  [heir  green  and  glassy  gulfe,  and  making 
My  way  to  shells  slid  sca-wecd,  all  unseen 
By  those  above,  (ill  Uiej  wai'd  fearful ;  then 
Eetuming  with  my  grasp  full  of  such  tokens 
Aa  showed  that  1  had  searchM  the  deep  ;  eidting, 
With  a  far-dashing  strolto,  and  drawing  deep 
The  long-suspended  breath,  again  I  apurn'd 
I'he  foam  whieh  broke  around  me,  and  pursued 
My  track  like  a  sea-bird.— I  was  a  boy  then. 

Of  manhood^a  strength. 

Jicopo  FOSCARI  (loaking  from  the  baSa). 
My  beautiful,  my  own. 
My  only  Veluce— fftii  U  brealh  I    Thy  breeze. 
Thine  Adrian  sea^breeie,  how  it  fans  my  face  1 
The  very  winds  feel  native  to  my  veins. 
And  cool  them  into  calnmeia !  How  unlike 


The  hot  gales  nf  the  horrid  Cyclades, 

The  brightness  of  our  dty,  and  her  domes, 

Which  howl'd  about  my  Candlote  dungeon,  and 

The  mirth  of  her  Piazza,  even  now 

Made  my  heart  sick. 

Its  merry  hum  of  nations  pierces  here. 

Even  here,  into  these  chambers  of  the  untaov 

I  see  the  colour  comes 

Who  govern,  and  the  unknown  and  the  unnum 

Back  to  your  cheek:  Heaven  send  you  strength  lo  bear 

Judged  and  destroy'd  in  Eilence~-all  things  wo 

What  more  may  be  imposed! — I  dread  to  think  oB't. 

The  self-same  aspect,  to  my  very  sire 

Nothing  can  sympathize  with  Foscari, 

They  will  not  banish  me  again  ?-No-no, 

Not  even  a  Foscari.-Sir,  I  attend  you. 

Let  them  wring  on ;  I  am  strong  yet. 

[Eieuirf  JicoFO  Foscari,  Qi 

n™,f«« 

EnUT  Memho  ond  mulher  ISmiHer. 

Let  them  ia  so, 

And  can  you  so  much  love  the  soB  whieh  hates  you  T 

The  soil  '—Oh  no,  it  is  the  seed  of  the  soil 
Which  persecutes  me ;  but  my  native  eaith 
Will  take  me  as  a  mother  to  her  arms. 
i1 


As  you  please,  ngnor; 
Tho  senlanee  was  not  of  my  signing,  but 
I  dared  not  disobey  the  Cojneil,  when 
They 

Bade  thee  stretch  me  on  theu'  horrid  engine. 
I  pray  thee  touch  me  not— that  is,  just  now ; 
The  time  will  come  they  will  renew  that  order, 
But  keep  olf  from  me  till 't  Is  issued.     As 
1  look  upon  thy  hands,  my  curdling  Hmbi 

And  the  cold  drops  strain  through  my  bron  as  if 

How  looks  toy  father? 

With  his  wonted  aspect. 


They  say  the  prisoner  is 
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Why,  no,  not  if  I  can  BToid  il. 

is  the  first  stalion  of  the  static,  and  may 
.  iawfnilj  desired,  and  lawfully 


To  such 

I  leave  it;  tho 

gh  bom  noble,  my  ambltio 

Is  limited:  !'< 

rather  be  an  unit 

or  an  united  a 

nd  imperial  "Ten," 

Than  shine  a 

anely,  though  a  gi^ed  ciph 

Whom  have  w 

ehere?  the  wife  of  Fosoa 

E^Utr  MiBiK  J,  ™'li  o  fimali  eUe 

danl. 

But  they  are  e 

Most  nobis  lady. 

I  understam!  thee,  but  I  must  not  answt 
True— none  date  answer  here  save  on  tl 


[A  /ai«!  e-roan  again 


And  if  Ibera  were  no  other  nearer,  bitterer 
ki-menibrances,  would  thank  the  illuslrious  Memm 
Kor  pointing  out  the  pleasures  of  the  place. 

Ue  calm. 

lam;  but  t>h,  thou  eternal  God ! 
Canst  rt=«  conlinue  so,  with  such  a  world? 

He  Is, 
In  heaven.    I  pray  yen,  signer  senator. 
Speak  not  of  that  j  you  are  a  man  of  office. 
So  is  ihc  Doge ,  he  haB  a  son  at  stake, 
Non,  at  this  moment,  and  I  have  a  husband. 
Or  had :  Ihey  are  there  within,  or  were  nt  least 
An  hour  anee,  face  to  face,  be  judge  and  eulprn ; 
n'iU  hi  eondemr  ?ii7n  ? 


LeH  barren  the  great  house  of  Foscari, 
Though  they  sweep  both  the  Doge  and  son  from  lifet 
-  have  endured  as  much  in  giving  life 
•o  IhoBe  who  viTll  succeed  them,  as  they  can 


n  Q^«r  haslilg, 

ow  now,  Iriend,  what  "eeli  »i 


b,  Google 


THE  TWO  POSCART.                                           33 

OFFICEB. 

Thought  that  "  the  Ton"  had  even  this  touch  of  pity. 

A  leech.    The  prisoner  has  fainted. 

Or  would  permit  aasislsniy  lo  the  sufferer. 

[ExU  mt^. 

Lady, 

Pity!  Is 't  pity  to  recall  to  feeling 

The  wretch  too  happy  lo  escipe  lo  death 

SENATOR  (af^ff  to  M^lfer). 

Resource  against  [he  tyran^v  of  pain  7 

I  pray  Uiee  do  so. 

0.T!  /williendhim. 

[  marvel  they  candenui  him  not  at  once. 

That's  not  their  policy ;  they  M  have  him  five, 

Ingress  is  given  to  none  wilhin  those  chanihers, 

Because  he  fears  not  death ;  and  banish  him, 

Eioepl  "the  Ten,"  and  their  faniiliais. 

l!eca.iise  all  oatth,  except  his  native  land. 

To  him  is  one  wide  prison,  and  each  breath 

Well, 

Of  foreign  air  he  draws  seems  a  slow  poison. 

Consuming  kit  not  kilhng. 

As  they  have  enter'd — many  never ;  but 

They  shall  not  balk  my  entrance. 

Circumstance 

Confirms  his  crimes,  but  he  avows  them  not. 

Alas!  Ihls 

Is  but  to  expose  yourself  to  harsh  repulse. 

Nolle,  save  the  letter,  which  he  says  was  written, 

Address'd  to  IVIilan's  duke,  in  the  full  knowledgo 

Thai  it  would  fall  into  the  senate's  hands. 

Who  shall  oppose  me? 

And  thus  he  should  be  re-convoy'd  to  Venice. 

But  as  a  culprit. 

Whose  duly 'tis  to  do  so. 

SEHATOH. 

Yes,  but  to  his  country: 

And  that  was  all  he  sought,  so  lie  avouches. 

To  trample  on  all  human  feelings,  all 

Ties  ivhich  bind  man  Lo  man,  to  emulilo 

The  accusation  of  the  bribes  was  proved. 

The  fiends,  who  will  one  day  requite  ihem  in 

Variety  of  torturing!    Yet  I'll  pass. 

Not  clearly,  and  the  charge  of  homicidfl 

Has  heen  ajmuU'd  by  the  death-bed  confMUon 

Lis  impossible. 

or  Nicholas  Eriiio,  who  slew  the  late 

Chief  of  "the Ton." 

That  shall  he  tried. 

Then  why  no( clear  him? 

"Hiai  in  ray  heart  ivould  make  its  way  through  hosts 

With  levell'd  spaats ;  and  ihuik  you  a  few  jailors 

Thu 

Shall  put  me  from  my  path  7    Glye  me,  then,  way  j 

They  ought  to  answer ;  for  it  "is  well  known 

This  is  the  Doge's  palace ;  I  am  wife 

That  Almoro  Donate,  as  I  said, 

Of  the  Duko'B  son,  the  innccenl  Duke's  son. 

Was  slain  by  Eriiio  for  private  vengBMice. 

And  they  shall  hear  this! 

There  must  be  more  in  this  siran  je  process  than 

It  "ill  only  scrva 

The  apparent  crimes  of  the  accused  disclose — 

Bat  here  ciime  two  of  "  the  Ten ;"  let  us  retire. 

[Exmni  Memho  tmd  Sm^. 

Enter  Lorebako  awl  Barbarigo. 

Are  Mses  who  give  way  to  anger  ?  Lhey 

BAHBABIOO  {siWrsiBfnff  loredako). 

Thai  were  too  much ;  believe  me,  't  was  not  meet 

[Eat  Marika. 

The  trial  should  go  further  at  this  moment. 

Poor  lady ! 

And  BO  the  Council  must  lireak  up,  and  Justice 

Pause  in  her  full  career,  because  a  woman 

'Tismwe  desperation;  she 

Breaks  in  on  our  dcliiierations  7 

Will  not  be  admitted  o'er  the  threshold. 

And 
Even  if  she  be  so,  eannot  save  her  husband. 

No, 
That  'e  not  (he  cause ;  you  saw  the  prisoner's  itaw. 

But,  see,  the  officer  returns. 

Andhadhsnotrecovet'd? 

[The  qffica  pasta  hub  Ah  Jtaffe  icUh  imnlhtr  pam*. 

TorclupM> 

I  hardly 

Upon  the  least  renewal 
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With  all  Iheir  house, 


WhatT 


He  cried  out  Iwice. 

A  saint  had  done  bi>, 
Kvcn  with  the  crown  of  glory  in  his  eye, 

As  ivasfoieedonhiui:  but  ho  did  nol  cry 
For  pLly ;  no!  a  word  nor  grosn  escaped  him. 

But  wrung  ftom  pangs,  and  followed  by  no  piayers. 


between  his  teeth. 


I  not  ofl  heard  thee  nan 


niiB,,  wuutdet  thou  day  hiat 


And  ihe  deep  agony  of  his  pale  wife. 
And  the  roprosa'd  con™lsion  of  the  high 
And  princely  broiv  of  bis  old  fatiier,  which 
Broke  forth  in  a  slight  shuddering,  though  rarely, 
Or  in  some  clammy  drops,  soon  wiped  away 
In  ttetn  serenity ;  these  moved  you  not  ? 

lExil  LOKIDA 

He  '3  silent  in  his  hate,  as  Foscari 
Was  in  his  suffering ;  and  the  poor  wretch  moved  n 
More  by  his  alence  than  a  thousand  oulcries 
Could  have  effectei).    'Twas  adreadful  sight 
When  lus  diatraeted  wife  broke  through  into 
The  ball  of  our  tribunal,  and  beheld 
What  we  eould  scarcely  look  upon,  long  used 
To  such  sights.    I  must  ihinh  no  more  of  this, 
Lest  I  Ibrget  in  (his  compasaon  for 
Onr  foes  tlioir  foonet  injuries,  and  lose 
The  hohl  of  vengeance  Loredano  plans 
For  him  and  me ;  but  mine  would  be  content 
With  lesser  relribulion  than  he  thirsts  for, 
And  I  would  nullgate  his  deeper  hatred 
To  milder  thoughts ;  but,  for  the  pesent,  Foacan 
■       ■  «rly  re    ' 


The 

nstanceofthe 

Iders  of  the  Council, 

Hoveddonblleraby 

,i5  wife's  appearance  in 

The 

iall,andhi3  0w 

n  sufferings. — Lo !  they  come ; 

How 

eebleandforlo 

Pol 

[Eal  B/.EI,/,E,BO. 

ACT  II. 

SCENE  I. 

AHdC 

nlJaDooE'sPa/™ 

TAiDOOEandaSEKATOH. 

rsil 

our  pleasure  t 

sign  Uie  report 

or  postpone  .t 

Youhavaf 

rgoti  1 

pcper). 

Not 
Tow 
That 

gn'dT  Ah,  Iperceiv 
axmoraweakwUha 
1  had  dipp'd  the  pen 

e  my  ey 
without 

s  begin 
ffecl. 

Your 

roai^ppingtlitpm 
hand,  loo,  shakes,  n> 

into  Owmh,  and  ria 
Ai  Dose. 
lord:  alkiwrne,  thi 
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SEHJTOB 

The  toss  of  an  hour's  lime  unto  Uie  state. 

Tho3  the  act  confirmy 

Lei  Ihem  meet  when  they  will,  1  shall  be  ibund 

By  ym  and  by  ■'  the  Ten,"  gives  peace  to  Venice. 

Whtn  I  should  be,  and  wh«l  I  have  been  ever. 

[£«1  Senator. 

•T  is  long  since  she  enjoy'd  il :  may  it  be 

[Tie  DOOE  remains  in  silence. 

As  long  ere  she  resume  her  arms! 

Enliranattsndat^t. 

'  'T  is  almost 

Prince! 

'Piiily-four  years  of  nearly  ceaseless  warfure 

Willi  the  Turk,  or  the  powers  of  lUly ; 
The  state  had  need  o(  Eomo  repose. 

Say  on. 

ATTENJ)*BT. 

No  doubt: 
I  found  her  queen  of  ocean,  and  I  leave  her 

The  illustrious  lady  Foacari 
Kequei^  an  audience. 

Lady  of  Lombardy :  it  is  a  comfort 
Thai  1  have  added  lo  her  diadem 
The  gems  of  Brescia  and  Ravenna ;  Crenia 
AndBcrgamonolessareheia;  her  realm 

Bid  her  enter.     Poor 
Marina  1                                               [Em  AUenda-U. 
[Thi  Doge  rwia™  m  «1bim  a,  b^«t. 

l!y  land  has  grown  by  thus  much  in  my  reign, 

Enter  MiJUNA. 

While  her  Bca-sway  has  not  shrunk. 

I  have  ventured,  falher,  oi> 

-Tis  most  true. 

Your  privacy. 

And  merilB  all  our  country's  gratitude. 

I  have  none  from  you,  my  child. 

Periiaps  so. 

Command  my  lime,  when  not  commanded  by 

The  slilo 

Which  should  be  made  manifesU 

DO  HE. 

I  wish'd  lo  speak  lo  you  of  him. 

1  have  not  complain'd,  sir. 

EOOE. 

Your  husband? 

MyEoodlard,forEi«!n,e. 

nOQE. 

And  your  son.' 

SEN^^TOR. 

Proceed,  my  lauglilerl 

My  heart  bkeda  for  you. 

I  had  chtflin'd  permission  from  "the  Ten" 

For  me,  signer  ? 

To  attend  my  husband  for  a  limiled  number 

Of  hours. 

You  had  so. 

'"'™m 

Il  must  have  way,  my  lord: 

■T  is  revoked. 

And  all  your  house,  for  present  kindness. 

By  whom? 

Not  to  feel  deeply  for  your  son. 

"  The  Ten."-When  we  had  reach'd  "  the  Bridge  oi 

'  Waslhis 

Sighs," 

Which  I  prepared  lo  pass  wilh  Foscari, 

In  your  commission? 

What,  my  "lord? 

"  The  Ten  i"  but  as  the  court  no  longer  sale, 

And  no  permisMon  had  been  given  m  writing. 

or  things  you  know  not :  but  ihe  treaty 's  slgn'd  ; 

I  was  Ihruat  back,  wilh  the  assurance  ihat 

Ueturn  wilh  il  lo  them  who  sent  you. 

Obey.    1  had  in  charge,  loo,  from  Iha  Council 

True, 

Thai  you  would  lii  an  hour  for  iheii  reunion. 

The  form  has  been  omitted  in  Ihe  hasie 

COCB. 

Wilh  which  the  court  adjourn'd,  and  liil  it  meeu 

Say,  when  they  will — now,  even  at  this  moment. 

■T  is  dubious. 

If  it  so  please  ihem ;  I  am  the  stale's  servant. 

Till  it  meets!  and  when  It  meH. 

They  would  accord  some  lime  for  your  repose. 

They'll  Wrlure  him  again ;  and  he  and  I 

Must  purchase  by  renewal  of  the  rack 

I  liavc  no  repose,  Uiat  is,  none  which  shall  cause 

The  inierview  of  husband  and  of  wifr. 
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DoBtlhauseelhis? 

Child-ehild 

UABINI  (airujX/i/). 

Call  me  not  "child!' 
You  soon  will  have  na  children — you  deserve  aOD&^ 
You,  vho  can  talk  thus  cdmly  of  a  khi 
In  circumstances  which  would  call  foith  tears 
or  blood  from  Spartans !  Though  Iheae  did  not  weep 

That  they  beheld  them  perish  piecemeiil,  nor 
Stiech'd  forth  a  hand  to  save  them? 

Tou  behold  me  t 
I  cannot  weep— I  would  I  could ;  but  if 

a  young  hfa, 


lo  still  them— I M  give  all 


iVith  less  he  surely  might  be  saved. 


■RiBt  answer  only  shows  you  know  not  Venice. 

aaa  leei  ii  noiiiipg. 

Alas)  howshouldyou?  she  knows  not  herself 

I  have  borne  so  much. 

In  all  her  mystery.    Hear  me — they  who  aim 

That  words  have  ceased  to  shsHe  me. 

At  F«cari,  idm  no  less  at  his  blher ; 

Hie  sire's  destruction  would  not  save  the  son ; 

Oh,  no  doubt 

rhey  work  by  dUTerenl  meiua  to  the  same  end, 

You  have  seen  your  son's  blood  flow,  and  your  il 

And  that  is but  they  have  not  conquer'd  yot. 

ihonk  not ; 

And,  aller  that,  what  are  a  woman's  wcrda  J 

BalfteyhaiTBcrush'd. 

No  more  than  woman's  tears,  that  they  should  sh 

Korctiisli'da.yet-Ilive. 

y™- 

Woman,  this  clamorous  grief  of  thine,  I  tell  thee. 

And  your  son,— how  long  wUl  he  live  1 

Is  no  more  in  tho  balance  wugh'd  with  thai 

Which but  I  pity  thee,  my  poor  Marina ! 

I  trust, 

For  all  that  yet  b  past,  as  many  years 

Pity  my  husband,  or  I  cast  it  from  me  ; 

And  happier  than  his  falliar.    The  rash  boy, 

Pity  [hy  son !  Thau  pity  I— 't  is  a  word 

With  womanish  Impatience  to  return, 

SlrangB  to  thy  heart — how  came  it  on  ihy  lips  ? 

Ualb  ruin'd  all  by  that  detected  letter ; 

A  high  crime,  which  I  nrither  can  deny 

I  must  bear  these  reproaches,  though  they  wrong  m 

Nor  palllale,  es  parent  or  as  duke ! 

Couldstlhou  but  read 

Had  ho  but  boms  a  liltle,  Utile  longer 

Hi>  Candiota  eiile,  I  had  hopes ho  has  quench'd 

■T  Is' not  upm  thy  brow 

us  t    The  old  human  flends, 
he  grave,  vrilh  dim  eyes,  Strang 
IS  of  dotage,  mlh  long  white 


Yoa,  who  abet  them? 


10  by  yours,  and  you  yourself. 


ould  I  heboid  this  sympathy  ?  or  shall  1 
Doan  {pointing  daamioards). 


laible,  than  the  thoughts  W 


Indeed,  thus  lobe  pitied? 
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When  I  redMved  il. 


or  him  llrau  cansl  nol,  or 


That 's  falae !  A  Iraer,  noblef,  IruBlier  heart, 
More  loiing,  or  more  lojal,  never  beat 

My  exiled,  persecuted,  mangled  husband, 
OpptesB'd,  but  nol  disgraced,  crosli'd,  o'erivhebn'd. 
Aline,  or  dead,  for  princu  or  paladui 
In  story  or  ui  fable,  with  a  world  ' 
Tobaok  his  soil,    Dishonour'd!— fiedishonoUT'dl 
I  tell  thee,  Doge,  't  is  Venice  ii  diahonour'd ; 
Hia  nams  sbttll  be  her  foulest,  worst  reproach, 
For  what  ha  suffers,  not  for  what  ha  did. 

Did  you  but  love  your  country  like  this  victim. 

Submits  to  all  things  rather  than  to  exile, 
You  'i  fling  yourselves  before  him,  and  implore 


Indeed  all  yO"  have  said.    I  better  bore 

The  deaths  of  the  two  sons  Heaven  look  from  me 

Than  Jacopo'B  disgrace. 

That  word  again? 

Has  he  not  been  condemn'd  ? 

Ib  none  hut  guilt  soT 

Time  may  restore  his  memory — I  would  hopo  so. 

He  was  my  pride,  my but  'lis  useless  now— 

I  am  not  given  to  tears,  but  wept  for  joy 
When  he  was  born;  those  drops  were  ominous. 


A  message  from 
"  The  Ten." 

Who  bears  it? 

Noble  I^redano. 

He  I— but  admit  him.  [Exit  Allendmt. 


Which  leads  me  hen 


1  beariliaiof  "the  Ten." 

They 
ell  their  envoy. 

'T  is  ifeir  choioB 


"The  Teii"in  council,. 


The  admiral,  his  brother,  say  as  much. 

Your  highness  may  remember  them;  they  both 


So  die,  than  livi 
No  doubt!  yet 


denly. 


Is  that 
at  the  word 


That  you  repeal 

So  far  from  strange,  that  neyor  was  Were  de[ 
In  my  mind  half  so  natural  aa  theirs. 
Think  yoii  not  so? 

What  should  I  Ihink  of  m 
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Avow'd  his  crime,  in  not  denying  thai 

That  they  have  morlal  fons. 

The  letter  to  the  Duke  of  Milan 's  his). 

And  siul  in  the  same  galley  which  convey'd  hmi. 

Vour  sir«s  were  nunc,  anil  you  nre  heir  in  nil  ItuDgl. 

Thank  God !  At  least  they  will  not  drag  him  mc.6 

IV.uesiknowlfl  should  be  80. 

Before  that  horrible  tribunal.    Would  he 

But  thuik  so,  to  my  mind  the  happiest  doom. 

I  do. 

Not  he  alone,  but  all  who  dv/ell  here,  could 

I'our  falliers  were  my  foes,  anii  I  have  heard 

Desire,  were  to  escape  from  such  a  land. 

Koul  rumours  wfltB  abroad ;  I  have  also  read 

That  is  not  a  Venetian  thought,  my  daughter. 

To  poison.    "T  is  perhaps  as  Inie  as  mosi 

So,  't  was  too  human.    May  I  share  his  exile '' 

A  fable. 

Who  darea  say  bo  7 

IJf  this  "the  Ten"  eaid  nothing. 

'ir-'Tislrufl 

So  I  thought) 

That  were  too  human,  also.     But  it  was  not 

Four  Talhers  were  mine  enemies,  as  biller 

As  (heir  son  e'er  can  be,  and  I  no  less 

Was  theirs ;  but  I  vi'as  irpmlr,  Oteii  foe : 

It  was  not  named. 

i  never  work'd  by  plM  in  council,  nor 

M.RINA(to(7ieD0OE}. 

Cabal  in  commonweallh,  nor  sccrel  means 

Then,  falhcr. 

Of  practise  against  life,  by  sleel  or  drug. 
The  proof  is,  your  eiistence. 

Surely  you  can  obtain  ot  grant  me  thus  much : 

[To  LOREDABO. 

IfearnoL 

And  you,  sir,  not  oppose  my  prayer  to  be 
PermiUed  to  accompany  my  husband. 

\  Du  have  no  cause,  being  wha.  I  am  i  but  were  I 

Thai  you  would  have  me  thought,  you  long  ere  now 

l\  ere  past  the  sense  of  fear.    Hale  on ;  I  care  not. 

And  you,  signot? 

LOKEDiSO. 

1  never  yet  knew  that  a  noble's  life 

Lady! 

In  Venice  had  to  dread  a  Doge's  frown, 

'T  is  not  for  me  to  anticipate  the  pleasure 

That  is,  by  open  means. 

Of  the  tribunal. 

But  I,  good  signer, 

Am,  or  at  least  mas,  more  than  a  mere  duke, 

To  use  for  the  decrees  of 

In  blood,  in  mind,  in  means ;  and  Ihal  they  know 

Who  dreaded  10  elect  i^e,  and  have  since 

Daughter,  know  you 

Striven  all  they  daro  to  wugh  Rie  down :  bo  sure. 

In  what  a  presence  you  pronounce  these  things  ? 

Before  or  Knee  that  period,  had  I  held  you 

At  so  much  price  as  to  require  yaur  absence, 

A  prince's  and  his  subject's. 

A  word  of  mine  b»d  aei  such  spirits  lo  work 

As  would  have  mado  you  nolhmg.     But  in  ail  things 

Subject  J 

1  ha.e  observed  the  striolest  reverence ; 

Nor  for  the  laws  alone,  for  those  yo«  have  slrain'd 

Oh! 

{1  do  not  speak  of  i/ou  but  as  a  single 

H  galls  you;— well,  you  are  his  equal,  as 

Voice  of  the  many)  somewhat  beyond  what 

You  think,  but  that  you  are  not,  nor  would  be. 

I  could  enforce  for  my  authority, 

Were  he  a  peasant : — well,  than,  you  're  a  prince. 

Were  1  disposed  K  brawl ;  but,  as  I  said. 

A  princely  noble ;  and  what  then  am  1 1 

A  priest's  for  the  high  altar,  even  unto 

The  offspring  of  a  noble  house. 

The  sacrifice  of  my  own  bfood  and  quiet. 

Saiety,  and  aC  save  hooour,  Ihe  decrees. 

And  wedded 

The  health,  the  pride,  and  welfare  of  the  state. 

To  one  as  noble.    What  or  whose,  then,  is 

The  presence  that  should  silence  my  free  IhoughtsT 

'T  is  decreed. 

The  presence  of  your  husband's  judges. 

The  Question,  or  conlimiancB  of  Iho  trial, 

WtiTcli  only  tends  to  show  hoiv  sluiiborn  guilt  is. 

Tho  deference  due  even  to  the  lightest  word 

<"  The  Ten,"  dispensing  with  the  stricter  law 

That  falls  from  those  who  rule  in  Venice. 

WliH'-h  still  prescribes  Ihe  Question,  611  a  full 

Roiifrwnon  and  the  prisoner  partly  havmg 

Keep 
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Thon 


as  for  you, 


lared  m 


jrDalm&tianamlGrce)! 

And  ma^'d  nobilLiy,  yuur  abiiii,  and 
Vour  spies,  your  galley  and  your  other  slave 
To  whom  jout  midni^t  canyings^ffand  dt 


in  the  infernal 
Process  of  my  poor  husbknd  1    Treat  m«  as 
Ye  treated  him :— you  did  so,  in  so  dealing 
With  him.    Then  what  have  I  to  fear/roM  you, 


Thait  to  Ihs  Ihrosliold,  sovioi 
Between  llie  Duke  and  me  o 
Doge '.  base  you  aught  in  or 


TheDogi 
Or  slate  i 
Tlia  falhi 


All  things  are  ao  lo  morlBl 
Save  ho  who  made  !  or,  ii 
And  girted  spirits,  who  ha' 

Those  blaik  and  bloody  le 


le  adept  who  pur! 


which  re 


With  as  V 
Where  ho 


id  false,  and  hollow — clay  D-oni  flrst 
le  prince's  ora  no  less  than  potter's 
II  fame  is  in  men's  brea.th,  our  lives 

Our  days  on  seasons ;  our  whole  beir 
Something  which  is  not  us  .'—So,  we 
The  gceateel  as  the  meanest— nolhini 
Upon  oiir  will ;  the  will  itself  no  less 
Depends  upon  a  straw  than  on  a  ston 
And  when  wo  think  wo  lead,  wo  are 
And  still  towards  death,  a  thing  whicl 
Without  our  act  or  chrace,  as  Wrlh ;  i 
Meihinfcs  we  must  have  sinn'd  in  sorr 
And  iMi  is  hell :  the  best  is,  that  it  is 


Who  are  all  earth,  and  I,  who  am  call'd  Of 
Tojudgemyson?  I  have  admimster'd 
My  country  faithfully— Yictoriously- 
E  dare  them  to  tho  proof— the  chart  of  wha 
She  ^vas  and  is :  my  rei^  has  dnubled  rea 
And,  in  reward,  the  graUtuds  of  Vemce 


And  whither  would  you  lly  J 

To  Syria,  Egypt,  to  the  Ottoman— 

Any  where,  where  we  might  respire  unfetter'd, 

And  live,  nor  girt  by  s]:deE,'nor  bablo 

What,  wooldat  thou  have  a  renegade  for  husband, 


A  brigand  Ihaa  the  robber-chiet 
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I  found  Iht  law;  I  did  not  make  it.    Were  I 
A  sutyect,  Btill  1  might  find  parts  and  portions 
Fil  lor  amendmenl  j  but,  bb  pritice,  I  tiever 
Would  change,  for  the  saka  of  mj  house,  the  cb 
Led  by  our  fathers. 

Dii  they  make  it  for 


Under  such  laws,  Venicf 
Mas  risen  to  what  she  is— a  state  to  rival 
III  deeds,  and  days,  and  away,  and,  let  me  add, 
tn  glory  (for  we  have  had  Roman  spirits 
Amongst  us),  ail  that  history  has  ttoqueatiiM 
Of  Rome  and  Carthage  in  their  best  times,  when 
The  people  sway'd  by  senates. 


But  yet  subdued  the  world :  in  such  a  state 

An  individual,  he  he  richest  of 

Such  ranli  as  is  permitted,  or  the  meanest, 

Without  a  name,  ia  alike  nothing,  when 

TTie  policy,  irrevooahly  lending 

To  one  great  end,  must  be  maintain'd  in  vigour. 

This  means  that  you  are  more  a  Dogo  than  father. 


If  we  had  not  for  many  cen 
Had  thousands  of  such  citi; 
I  trust,  have  stJU  such,  Ven 


WouW  St 


Had  I  as  many  song 
As  1  have  years,  I  would  have  given  them  all, 
Not  without  feeling,  but  1  would  have  given  them 
Tt  aiB  slate's  aetvii^e,  to  fulfil  her  wishes 
On  Ibe  flood,  in  the  field,  or,  if  it  must  be, 

Enile,  or  chains,  or  whaiaoevH  worse 
She  might  decree. 


To  t  oscari  from  his  fiUier? 


ACT  III. 

Tie  Prism  of  Jacopo  Foscari. 

^AOOfO   FOSCAR,   («J«,). 

«o  hglit,  save  yon  famt  gleam,  which  shows  m 

ewal 

The  sigh  of  long  imprisonment,  Ihe  step 

K  feet  on  which  the  iron  clank'd,  the  groan 

)f  death,  the  miprooa^on  of  despau ! 

And  yet  for  this  I  have  return'd  to  Venice, 

>Vith  some  faint  hope,  't  is  true,  that  time,  wh 

Tlie  marble  down,  had  worn  away  the  hate 

K  men's  hiiarls ;  but  1  knew  them  not,  and  h 

Vlusl  I  consunie  my  own,  which  never  heat 

Tor  Venice  hut  with  such  a  yearning  as 

The  dove  has  for  her  distant  nest,  when  whee 

ng 

[App^Dadiing  ilie  IDoU. 


w 

ih 

t  me  Ira 

elhem?  Ahl  the 

Of 
Th 

"da 

adpred 
esofihe 

idespai 

this  place, 

the  brief  words  of 

I 

rief  too  grea 
dslikeanep 

taph  the: 

•    T^ii^  =tona  page 
lustory. 

)] 

dun 

ier,  like 

le  lover's  record 

S 

™v 

and  his 

beloved's 

1]  tree,  which  boors 
name.     Alas! 

An. 
Fi 

cog 
hii 

htedlike 
or  such 

chmnid 

which  I  will 'add. 

Which 

only  can 

bo  read. 

s  wril,  by  wretche 
[He  mgravi^ 

Enler 

Famil 

KB.'.f"lhsT^" 

1, 

"K 

Voufood 

EAM 
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M;  beat  belofed  < 
j*oopo  roBCASi  {emhreang  krr). 
My  true  mCe, 
id  only  friend  1  What  happiness ! 

We  'U  part 
How !  wouldst  thou  share  a  dungeon  I 


- — Jfore  not?  Al)  then  shall  speak  of  ine: 

The  tyranny  of  alenco  is  not  laaang, 

ill' burst  all  cerement,  oven  a  livin;  stave's ! 
.  dmbl  m 


For  thou  art  pale  luo,  my  Manna ! 

'Tis 
The  gloom  of  Ihis  eternal  cell,  which  never 
Knew  sunbeam,  and  the  eallnw  sullen  glare 
Of  the  famifiar's  torch,  which  seems  skin 
To  darkness  more  Uian  light,  by  lending  to 

Which  cloud  whale'er  we  gaze  on,  even  thine  eyes- 
No,  not  tJune  eyes — ^they  sparkle — how  they  sparkle  I 

And  thine  f— b-Jt  I  am  blinded  by  the  torch. 

As  I  had  been  without  it.    Couldstthou  seehereT 

taught  me 


Thy  life  is  safe. 

ndUberty? 

The  mind  should  malie  its  I 

Thai  has  a  noble  sound ;  but 't  is  a  soun 
sic  most  impressive,  but  too  transie 
nind  is  much,  hut  is  not  all.  The  i 
Rath  nened  me  to  endure  the  risk  of  iei 
ii.:u  .orture  positive,  ftr  worse  than  deiil 
(If  death  be  a  deep  sleep),  without  a  gn 
Or  with  a  cry  which  rather  shamed  myji 
Than  me ;  but  His  not  all,  for  there  ara  ' 


de  realm,  of  which  thy  sire  is  princ 


Familiarity  mtb  what  was 
■  ■iBgraytvi"  ' 


These  walls  are  silent  of  men's  ends;  they  only 
Seem  to  hit  shrewdly  of  them.    Such  stern  walla 
Were  novet  pilerl  on  high  save  o'er  the  dead, 
Or  those  who  soon  must  be  so — What  a/  Aim  ? 
Thou  BskcsL— What  of  me?  may  soon  be  aak'd, 


and  dreadful  surmise- 


J  spsak  of  thee 


my  11 


But  then 
Will 


Peojiled  with  dusty  atoms,  which  aiTord 
Our  only  day;  for,  save  the  jailor's  torch, 
'    '  ^ge  lire-fly,  which  was  quickly  caught 

in  yon  enormous  spider's  net, 
'  aught  here  like  a  ray.     Alas '. 


and  shoi 


will  bo  jvilh  thee. 


h  they  term  annals,  history,  what  you  will, 
h  men  bequeath  as  portraits,  and  they  were 

faithful  pictures  of  Venetian  story. 

With  ell  (heir  blank,  or  dismal  stains,  than  is 
The  hall  not  far  from  hence,  which  bears  on  high 
Hundreds  of  doges,  and  their  deeds  and  dates. 
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Vo — no — no  mote  oC  thai :  eren  Ihoy  releol 
From  Ihat  alrocily. 

What  then  ? 

Thatfou 
Relum  to  CandUu 


.ir  lha.t 


ocean  tosa'd  by  st 
But  proudly  etill  bestriding  the  high  waves. 
And  holding  on  its  course ;  but  Oerc,  aTar, 

And  unbelievers,  like  a  stranded  mecli, 

My  very  soul  seem'd  mouHering  in  my  bosom 

And  piecemeal  I  shall  perish,  if  ramanded. 

And&T(7 


Ay— v™  but  hear 
Of  the  survivors'  loU  in  their  new  lands, 

rs  and  eucccss ;  but  who  can  number 
hich  brolie  in  silence  of  that  patting, 
Or  after  Ihar  departure ;  of  that  malady ' 


jIb'b  fevet'd  eyo,  thai 


,  when  far  away 
From  his  snow  canopy  of  clJtTs  and  clouds. 
That  ho  feeds  on  the  sweet,  but  poisonous  thought, 
ies.    You  call  this  loratnefs .'  It  is  strength, 
-the  parent  of  all  honest  feeling, 
lo  lovas  not  his  country,  csn  love  nothing. 

ier,then;  'tis  she  that  puts  thee  forih. 

Upon  my  soul — the  mark  is  set  upon  mo. 

I  speah  of  went  fbftJi  hy  nations, 
Their  hands  upheld  each  other  by  the  way. 


My  husband 
I  have  sued  to  accDmpany  thee  hence. 
And  not  so  hopelessly.    This  bve  of  thine 
For  an  ungrateful  and  lyrannie  soil, 
Is  passion,  and  not  patriotism  ;  for  me. 
So  I  could  sea  thee  with  a  quiet  aspect, 

~   edom  of  the  earth  and  ail 


Iwoul 


1  of  palaci 


)r  regioni 


hall  be  so  no  mora— I  will  go  with 
My  best  Marina !— and  our  chiUren  ? 


fear,  by  the  prevention  of  the  stat 
ibhortenl  policy  (which  holds  all  li. 
Ls  threads,  which  may  be  btokan  at 
Will  not  bB  suffet'd  to  proceed  with 


Well  I  know  hoa  wretched ! 

And  yet  yon  see  how  from  their  banishmenl 
Before  ihe  Tartar  into  these  salt  isles. 
Their  antique  energy  of  mind,  all  that 
Bemain'd  of  Komo  for  their  mheaitance. 
Created  by  degrees  an  ocaan-Rome ; 
And  shall  an  avil,  which  so  ollen  leads 
To  good,  depress  thee  thus  ? 

Had  I  gone  forth 
Pum  my  own  land,  like  the  old  patriarchs,  seeking 

Harl  I  been  cast  out  like  the  Jews  from  Zion, 

Or  Ulia  our  fathers,  driven  by  Attila 

From  fertile  Italy  lo  barren  islets, 

I  would  have  given  some  tears  to  my  late  country, 

And  many  thoughts ;  hut  afterwards  addreas'd 

Myself,  with  those  about  ma,  (o  create 

A  new  home  and  fresh  slate :  perhap.  I  could 

Have  borno  this— though  I  know  not. 


a  child.    Prom  Ibis 


m'd  ploughing  deep  in 
I  day  go  down  upon  yt 
?a]mlv  with  its  gold  and  cr 
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UAHF^l. 

UARIHA. 

I  mil  divide  this  wlAy™.    Let  us  think 

Kor  would  be 

The  last,  were  all  men's  nieras  well  rewarded. 

{Since  you  must  lave  ]t,  as  it  seems),  and  this 

Came  you  here  to  insult  us,  or  remain 

As  spy  upon  lis,  or  as  hoElago  for  us  ? 

Our  children  will  be  eared  for  hj  the  Doge, 

LORE  DA  MO. 

And  by  my  uncl«s :  me  must  sail  ere  riiglit. 

Naiiher  are  of  my  ofiica,  nobFa  lady ! 

I  am  senl  hilhor  to  your  husband,  lo 

That  'b  guddcii.     Shall  1  not  behold  my  father? 

Announce  "Iha  Ten's"  decree. 

You  will 

'  Thai  tenderneM 

Whera? 

Here  or  m  the  dueal  chamheis- 

He  Slid  not  vihicii.     1  would  that  you  cuuld  bcai 

I  have  inform'd  him,  not  so  gently. 

Your  Mile  BS  ha  hears  it. 

Doublless,  as  your  nice  feelings  would  prescnbB, 

The  indulgence  of  your  colloagues ;  hut  ho  knci> 

Blame  him  not. 

If  you  come  for  our  thanks,  tal<e  diem,  and  hano 

The  dungeon  gloom  is  deep  enough  without  joo. 

Ho  could  not  now  act  otherwise.    A  show 

And  full  of  reptiles,  not  less  loathsome,  thougti 

or  foeling  or  compassion  on  his  part 

Would  have  but  drawn  upon  his  aged  head 

Suspicion  from  "the  Ten,"  ajid  i^n  mino 

Aecnmuliied  ills. 

What  can  avail  such  words '( 

■     To  lath™  know 

What  pangs  are  those  they  have  spared  you  7 

That  he  is  known. 

Thai  of  leaving 

Let  iho  fair  dame  preserve 

VenicB  mthoul  beholding  him  or  you. 

Her  sex's  privilege. 

Upon  my  former  exile. 

1  have  some  sons,™. 
Will  one  day  thank  you  better. 

That  is  true, 

And  thus  far  I  am  aUo  the  slate's  debtor, 

You  do  well 

Aod  shall  bo  mora  so  when  I  see  us  both 

To  nurso  them  wis%.    Foscari— you  know 

Floating  on  the  free  waves — away — away — 

Your  sentence,  then? 

Be  it  lo  the  oarlh'g  end,  from  this  abhorr'd, 

U«jusi,  and 

HelurntoCandiaf 

Curse  il  not.    If  I  lun  .ilenl, 

Trui>- 
Forlife. 

Who  darosaecuae  my  country? 

Man  and  angels! 

Not  long. 

The  blood  of  myriads  reeking  up  to  heaven, 

The  groans  of  slaves  in  chains,  and  men  m  dungeons. 

I  said—for  life. 

Mothers,  and  wives,  and  sons,  and  sires,  and  sutjcoU, 

Held  in  the  bondage  of  ten  bald-haads ;  and 

Though  last,  not  least,  Cij;  sUtJice.     CouWsl  ihou  say 

Repeal—not  long. 

Aught  in  its  favour,  who  would  praise  like  tAa '/ 

A  year's  imprisonment 

Let  us  address  us  then,  since  so  it  must  be. 

To  our  dopirture.  Who  comes  here? 

The  whola  isle. 

i'nitr  LoHEDAKO,  atteadid  by  FoohViu™. 

LonEDABO  {a,  thi  F^s:iliars). 

Both  the  same  to  me;  the  ailx 

Freedom  as  is  the  first  imprisonmenl. 

But  leave  the  torch.             [Eieunl  Hu  two  Familiari. 

Most  welcome,  noble  eignor. 

Yes, 

I  did  not  deem  this  poor  place  could  have  drawn 

If  she  30  Hills  it. 

Such  presence  hither. 

LOBEniNO, 

Who  ohtain'd  that  ^slica  T 

T  is  not  the  first  Ume 

1  nave  visited  these  places. 

One  who  wars  not  with  women. 

b,L,oogle 


BYRON'S  WORKS. 


Itocnuse  we  have  Tffief  lime  for  preparaiion, 
Ami  you  perceive  joiir  presePQe  doth  diaquie 
Tiiid  lady,  of  a  house  noble  as  jouts. 


We  ssy  Uie 

crous steed"  toe 

press  the 

Ofhbhighl 

oml 

Thi^s  much  I've 

eami,  alt 

Venetian  (« 

ans  who  have  skimm'd  thee 

or  Egypt,  and  he 

r  nel  jhbour-Araby 

Andv.hyno 

oujmm; 

gh^ 

iLsinquaUlies 

More  than  u 

lisasol 

in  its  product;  n. 

nea 

or  leaves  an 

t  mature  of  Quits, 

and  there 

Blu>h  to  find 

ancestors,  who  would  h 

ave  blu^' 

For  such  a  at 

«i~thou  cold  inveterate 

hater  1 

Again,  Maci 

al 

That  were  dilTicult. 

NotMng  more  easy.     He  partakes  it  now — 

And  sneering  tip  the  pang,  but  he  partakes  it. 

A  Tew  brief  words  of  truth  shame  the  devil's  servai 

No  less  than  master;  I  have  probed  his  soul 

A  moment,  as  the  eternal  [ire,  era  long. 

Will  reach  it  always.    See  how  he  ehrinks  from  m 

With  death,  and  cJiains,  and  exile  in  his  hand, 

Toscallero'erhiskind  as  he  thinks  fit: 

I  hvn  piercea  him  to  Ihe  core  of  his  cold  heatl. 
I  eare  not  for  his  frowns'   We  can  but  die, 
.ftud  hn  mil  live,  for  him  the  v 


Wf  le.npter's. 


shimm 


This  is  mere  insaniq'. 


To  be  sued  to  in  vs 


.reck 


Which  you  have  made  a  prince's 

In  short,  to  trample  on  the  fallen— an  office 

Tlie  liangRian  shrinks  from,  as  all  men  from  him 

How  haye  you  sped?  We  are  wretched,  signor. 

Your  plots  could  maie,  and  vengeance  could  desii 

Andhow/«lj™? 


By  thunder 

They  feel  not,  Di 

no  less  are  shivcr'd.    C 

Tosoari;  nowle 

us  go,  and  leave  this  felo 

rhe  sole  fit  habi 

Vhich  he  has  pe 

opied  often,  but  ne'er  fitly 

fill  he  himself  s 

all  brood  in  it  alone. 

EniB-  tte  DOOE. 

Hy  father! 

D 

GE  (embracing  lam). 

Indeed,  eur  last  of  meetings  'I 
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You  behold 

'Twasso 

These  while  hairs! 

When  I  came  here.    The  galley  floats  wilhin 

A  bow-shnt  of  Ihc  "  Rlva  di  Schlavoni." 

And  I  feet,  besides,  thai  mino 

Will  never  be  so  while.    Embrace  me,  fllther  1 

father  1  I  pray  you  lo  piecedo  mo,  and 

P/apare  my  children  to  behold  thur  father. 

Lcl  Ihom  bo  all  to  ywi  which  he  was  once. 

Be  firm,  my  son  1 

AnJ  never  be  lo  you  whal  I  am  now. 

May  I  not  see  (ft™  also  7 

No-iiotAff(. 

And  him  to  whose  good  ofHces  you  owe 

rbey  might  behold  Uioir  parent  any  where. 

I  would  Ihol  they  liehehi  then-  ftlher  in 

And  nresenl 

A  pUco  which  would  nol  mingle  feat  wLlh  love. 

Lihoralien. 

'I'o  fraoza  Iboir  young  blood  in  lis  natural  current. 

They  have  fed  well,  slepl  soO,  and  knew  nol  that 

Ho  speaks  truth. 

Their  sire  was  a  mere  bunted  oullaw.    Well 

I  know  bis  rata  may  one  day  be  Ihrir  heritage. 

Nodwibti  but 'I  is 

Bill  let  k  only  be  IbeirW-Ia^e, 

Eichange  of  chains  for  heavier  chains  I  owe  him. 
He  knows  this,  or  he  had  not  sought  to  change  Ihem. 

And  nol  Iheir  present  fee.    'Dieir  senses,  though 

Alive  lo  love,  are  yet  awake  to  terror ; 

And  these  vUe  damps,  loo,  and  yon  llmh  grwn  wave 

Which  floaiB  above  the  place  where  wa  now  alani— 

The  time  narrows,  Mgnor 

A  coil  BO  fer  below  the  water's  level, 

Sending  its  pestilence  through  eveiy  crevice. 

Alas  I  I  little  thought  so  lingerbigty 

However  you — and  you — and,  most  of  all, 
As  worlbicst— you,  sir,  noble  Loradano  1 
May  breathe  it  without  prcjndice. 

That  every  step  I  lake,  even  from  this  cell, 
Is  one  away  from  Veoica,  I  look  hack 

Even  on  IhesB  dull  damp  walb,  ami 

JACOPO  ■■"'""'j-j^^^^  ^^^ 

""'"'■             Boy'  noieai. 

Reflected  upon  this,  hot  acquiesce. 

1  shall  depart,  then,  without  meeting  them  ! 

Let  them  flow  on :  he  wept  not  on  the  rack 

To  shame  him,  and  Ihey  cannot  shame  him  now. 

Kol  so :  Ihey  sball  await  you  in  my  chamber. 

They  will  relieve  his  heart— that  too  kind  hearl- 

And  I  will  find  an  hour  lo  wipe  away 

And  must  I  leave  ihami/l? 

Those  tear^,  or  add  my  own.    I  could  weep  now. 

You'mosl. 

But  would  not  gratify  yon  wretch  so  far. 

Let  us  prosced.    Doge,  lead  tha  H'ay. 

Nol  one  I 

LOREDAHO  (!o  Ike  FimriHar). 

The  torch,  Uieie 

They  are  the  slate's. 

Yes,  light  us  on,  as  lo  a  funeral  pyre. 

I  ihnugbt  they  had  been  muia. 

With  Loredano  mourning  lilia  an  heir. 

They  are,  in  all  maternal  things. 

My  son,  you  are  feeble :  take  this  hand. 

That  is. 

Alas: 

fn  all  things  painful.    IF  ihey  'ra  sick,  they  win 

Mus-.  youth  support  itself  on  oge,  and  I, 

Be  left  lo  me  to  laid  them ;  should  Ihey  die, 

Who  Dugbt  10  be  the  prop  of  yours  ? 

They  live,  Ihay  '11  make  you  soldiers,  senators. 

Take  nime. 

Slaves,  exiles— whal  jou  will ;  or  if  they  are 

Females  with  portions,  hrides  and  iriha  for  nobles  1 

Touch  it  nol,  Foscari;  'l  will  sling  you.    Signoi, 

Behold  Ihe  stale's  care  for  its  sons  and  modiers! 

Stand  off!  be  sure  thai  if  a  grasp  of  yours 

Would  raise  us  from  tlie  gulf  wherein  we  are  plungee 

TOe  hour  approaches,  and  die  wind  is  f^r. 

No  hand  of  ours  would  slrelch  itself  to  meal  ii. 

Come,  Poscari,  lake  Ihe  hand  Ihe  altar  gave  yoB . 

How  know  you  thai  here,  whore  ihe  genial  wind 

11  could  not  save,  but  will  support  you  ever. 

he'er  blows  01  all  its  blustering  fteedomJ 

IEt.^ 
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ACT  ir. 

SCENE  I. 
A  H,dl  m  the  Dmni  Palim 


1  wtll  ht^ak  hia  heart. 

Age  hafl  no  heart 
K^  him  seen  his  son's  hsir  broken,  and, ' 
A  start  of  feeling  io  hia  dungeon,  never 
Swerved. 

Rul  I  have  seen  him  somadnies  in  a  caln 
H:^  oougiil  to  envy  him  ivilhin.    When 


Bid  la  hb  dukedon: 


TPa  have  higher  bunness  for  our  own.    This  diy 
ShaU  be  Ihe  list  of  the  old  Doge's  reign, 

And  that  is  lengesnce. 


'is  moderate— not  even  life  for  life,  the  rule 

euouneed  of  retribution  from  all  lime: 

bey  owe  me  still  my  father's  and  m;  undc's. 

ill  not  the  Doge  deny  this  strongly? 


lenosition  should  lake  placi 


our  united  influence  in  (he  eouncil, 
niisl  be  done  with  all  the  deference 

much  of  ceremony  as  ;ou  will, 
Ihal  the  thing  be  done.    You  may,  fo 

(Like  Barbvossa  to  the  Pope)  to  beg  hi 


Whii,  if  he  will  nolT 


We  II  elect  another, 

Bui  will  the  laws  uphold  usl 
Ten"are  laws;  and  if  they  were 


There  is  none,  ile 


le  has  twice  already 


dl  will  prosper. 

Could  I  bul  be  ccilain 
This  is  no  preiude  tn  such  persecution 

lid  support  you. 

He  is  safe,  I  tell  ym.; 

ng  as  ho  can  drag  ihem ;  't  is  his  throne 


Are  seldom  long  uf  life. 

And  men  of  cish 
More  selJom  still. 

And  why  nol  wait  the 

Because  we  have  waited  iong  enough,  ai 
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Lived  longer  than  enough.    Henca !  In  to  council ! 

In  earnest  councils-*e  will  not  be  least  a>. 

[E^^  LOBEDANO  am2  BARiABina. 

[Ejk™! 

Enter  Memmo  laid  a  Senator. 

Enitr  the  Dose,  Jacopd  Fosciri,  end  Marina. 

Ah,  father !  though  I  must  and  wilt  depart. 

Yet— yet— I  pray  you  lo  obtain  lor  me 

"The  Ten" 

That  I  once  mora  return  unto  my  home. 

Alone  can  answer ;  they  are  rarely  wonl; 

Howe'er  remote  the  period.    Let  there  be 

To  let  Iheu-  thoughls  ont.dpata  their  purpose 

A  point  of  tune  as  beacon  to  my  heart, 

With  any  penalty  annei'd  they  please, 

That  a  enough. 

But  let  me  still  return. 

Fortiiem,butnotforuEi 

S™JaMpo, 

Go  and  obey  our  country's  will,  't  is  not 

For  us  to  look  beyond. 

You  will  know  why  anon, 

If  you  obey ;  and,  if  not,  you  no  less 

Bui  sUll  I  must 

Will  know  why  you  should  have  obey'd. 

Look  hack.    I  pray  you  think  of  me. 

Alaa! 

To  oppose  them,  but— 

They  were  more  numerous,  nor  can  bo  loss  so 

In  Venice"  Bui  "'s  a  traitor. 

Now  you  are  last ;  but  did  the  stale  demand 

But  me  no  "  fruts,"  unless  you  would  paes  o'er 

The  Bridge  which  few  repass. 

Of  your  three  goodly  broUieta,  now  in  earth. 

And  thdr  desponding  shades  came  flitting  round 

I  am  silent. 

To  impede  the  act,  I  must  no  leas  obey 

Why 

Thus  hesitate  ?—"  The  Ten"  have  oali'd  in  aid 

My  husband  i  let  us  on:  this  but  prolongs 

Of  their  deliberation  five-and-twenty 

Our  sorrow. 

Patricians  of  ihe  senate — you  are  one, 

JACOPO  FOSCAKl. 

Aod  I  another ;  and  it  seems  to  me 

But  we  are  not  summon'd  yet ; 

Both  honour'd  by  the  choice  or  chance  which  leads  us 

The  galley's  sails  are  not  unfurl'd  :-who  kncivs  7 

To  mingle  with  a  body  so  august. 

The  wind  may  ehanga. 

Most  true.    I  say  no  more. 

And  if  it  do,  it  will  not 

Change  their  hearts,  or  your  lot ;  the  galley's  oars 

As  we  hope,  signer, 

Will  i]uickly  clear  the  harbour. 

And  all  may  honesUy  (that  is,  all  those 

JADOPO  FOECAHI. 

Of  noble  blood  may),  one  de.y  hope  to  be 

Oh,  ye  elements  ! 

Decemvir,  il  is  surely  for  the  senate's 

Where  are  your  Blonns? 

Chosen  delegates  a  school  of  wisdom,  to 

Be  thus  admitted,  though  as  novices. 

In  human  breasts.     Alasl 

Will  nothing  calm  you. 

Never  yet  did  mariner 

No  doubt,  are  wotih  it. 

Put  up  to  patren  saint  such  prayers  for  prosperous 

And  pleasant  breezes,  as  I  call  upon  you, 

Being  worlh  our  lives 

Ye  tutelar  saints  of  my  own  city  1  which 

If  we  divulge  them,  doubtless  they  arc  worlh 

Ye  love  not  with  more  holy  love  than  I, 

Something,  at  least,  lo  you  or  me. 

To  lash  up  fiimi  the  deep  the  Adrian  waves. 

BEN*TOR. 

And  waken  Auster,  sovereign  of  the  tempest ! 

I  sought  not 

Till  the  sea  dash  me  back  on  my  oivn  shore 

A  place  within  the  sanctuary;  but  being 

A  broken  corse  upon  the  barren  Ijdo, 

Chosen,  however  reluclantly  so  chosen, 

Where  I  may  mingle  with  the  sands  which  skirl 

I  shall  fulfil  my  office. 

The  land  I  love,  and  never  shall  see  more ! 

Let  us  not 

And  wish  you  this  with  me  beside  you  J 

B.:  latest  in  obeying  "  the  Ten's  "  summons. 

No— 

All  are  not  met,  hut  I  am  of  your  thought 

No— not  for  thee,  loo  good,  too  kind '.    May'st  itui- 

Ua  far— let 'sin. 

Live  long  to  be  a  motlier  to  those  children 

Thy  fond  fidelity  for  » lime  ds^rivcs 

The  earQest  are  most  welcome 

Of  such  support!     But fo.  my*;d- a,ono. 
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my  sll  the  winds  of  hea.en  howl  dcM-n  the  gulf, 

JACOPO  FOSCARI. 

And  1  to  be  attended.    Once  more,  feiber, 

A|ipall'd,  turn  thiar  dcapajring  eyea  on  me, 

As  the  Fhenkinns  HA  on  Jonah,  then 

Unst  me  out  frnm  amongst  them,  as  an  offering 

Take  it,    Alas!  how  thine  oivn  tre-bles 

Will  be  more  meroiful  than  man,  and  bear  mo, 

No— you  mistake ;  '1  is  yours  Ihst  ehakv,  m;  father. 

Dead,  but  s«U  t«u-  me  to  a  nati™  grave. 

Farewell ! 

From  fiber's  hands  upon  the  desolate  strand, 

Which,  of  its  thousand  wrecks,  hith  ne'er  received 

Fari  -ell !    Is  there  aught  else? 

One  lacerated  like  the  heart  -^hieh  then 

/ACOFO  POSCJIKI. 

mnbe But  wherefore  breaks  it  not  ?  whyUvell 

[To  Iht  QP^er. 

To  man  thyself,  I  trust,  with  time,  to  master 

'...a'  jie  your  atm,  good  signer. 

Such  useless  passion.    UnUi  now  ihaa  wert 

A  sufferer,  but  not  a  toud  one :  why. 

Vou  turn  pale- 

What  is  this  to  tho  things  thou  hast  borne  in   ..cnce— 

Let  me  support  you— paler— ho !  some  aid  there ! 

Inipiisonment  ajld  actual  torture  ? 

Some  water! 

E  ,oMe, 

Ah,  he  is  dying! 

Triple,  and  tenfold  torture!    bj.  yot  arc  right. 

It  luHsl  be  borne.    Father,  yo  ,1  plesang. 

.  Sow,  I  'm  ready— 

Would 

It  could  avail  Ihei  1  but  no  le,s  thou  hast  it. 

Av,-ay  . 

Let  me  support  him— my  best  love !     Oh  God  ! 

For^ve 

How  funtiy  beats  this  heart- this  pulse  1 

EOOB. 

What  • 

The  light! 

/sit  the  light?-I  am  faint. 

My  poor  mother  lor  my  birtl" 

IQStcer  prestnU  him  Kith  watt 

ATid  me  for  halving  lived,  and  you  yourself 

(As  I  forgive  you),  for  the  gift  of  life, 
Which  you  bostow'd  upon  me  as  my  sire. 

^                                 He  will  be  better. 
Perhaps,  m  the  air. 

What  hast  thou  done  7 

1  doubt  not.    Fatner— wife— 

Your  hinds ! 

Nothing.    1  cannot  charge 
My  m«nory  with  much  save  snrrow !  but 

There's  death  hi  that  damp  clammy  gtaep. 
Oh  God !— My  Fosoari,  how  faro  you  ! 

Chasten'd  and  nslted,  I  iioods  must  think 
That  1  was  wicked.     If  it  be  so,  may 
What  I  have  undergone  here  keep  me  Irom 

JACOPO  FOtCARl. 

WeH! 

[Ht  dia. 

A  hke  hereafter. 

He's  gone. 

Fear  not;  i^a( 's  reserved 

He's  free. 

r..r  your  oppressors. 

No-no, ho  is  not  dead; 

1^1  mo  hope  not. 

There  must  be  lifo  yet  in  that  heart— he  could  not 

Thus  leave  me. 

Hope  not? 

Daughter! 

I  c.iinot  wish  them  all  they  have  inflicted. 

Hold  thy  peace,  old  man' 

iVlay  die  worm  which  ne'er  dieth  food  upon  them  ■ 

Oh  Foscari ! 

Tl.-j  n.ny  renent. 

We  must  remove  the  body. 

And  if  they  do.  Heaven  will  not 

Touch  it  not,  dungeon  miscreants !  your  base  oflieB 

A...eiJt  the  tardy  penitence  of  demons. 

Ends  with  his  life,  ajid  goes  not  beyond  murder. 

Writer  ™  Qfioer  md  Gaarda. 

To  tliose  who  know  to  honour  them. 

Si-.m. !  the  boat  is  at  the  shore-the  wind 

Is  ri«iih£— w(-  am  ready  •o  attend  you. 
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While  ha  hvcti,  he  n-os  theirs,  as  lits  n  subji 


Mj  children !  tiue— they  live,  Bad  I  musl  live 
To  bring  Ihsm  up  to  serve  the  Elate,  and  die 
An  died  ch«r  fethi^.    Oh !  what  best  of  blessing! 
Were  Dsrrenness  in  Venice !  Would  my  mother 


It  sliall  not  be 
Just  now,  though  Venice  toller'd  o'er  the  deep 
Like  a  frail  vessel.    I  respect  jour  griefii, 

I  thank  you.     If  tJie  tidings  which  you  bring 
.    Are  el-il,  you  may  say  ihom ;  nothing  further 
Can  touch  me  more  tlian  him  thou  look'et  on  there.- 
If  they  be  good,  say  on ;  you  need  not  feia 

1  would  they  could  t 


What! 
rnu  feel  it  then  at  l3st-^o«.'— Where  is  now 
The  Gtoic  of  iJie  stato? 


I  thought  you  had  no  ti 

UfiUl  they  are  useless; 

Shall  weep  more— nev 

EnliT  LosEi 


ie  devil  come  to  insult  tl^e  dead  1    Aviunt  I 
ute Lucifer!  'tis  holy  ground, 
lyr's  oehcs  now  lie  there,  which  make  it 
te.     Get  thee  back  to  thy  place  of  torment ! 


What  mean  you? 

Lo!  tliere  is  the  blood  beginning 
1  flow  through  the  dead  hps  of  Foscari— 
Tho  body  bloeds  in  presence  of  the  assassin. 

[To  LOBEDAKO. 

Thou  cowardly  murderer  by  law,  behold 


How 


Lady,  we  knew  not  of  this 


We  sought  the  Doge. 
UAniNA  tjtoniJing toifteDoop,iDftoissfi 
by  his  son's  body). 


Within  an  hour  I  'U  hear  you. 

[Exeunt  DoQE,  MA.RIH4,  oad  al, 
Ihtbodj/.} 

Mosienl  Lohedano  and  BAKBABIoa 


Borrow  preys  upon 
litude,  and  nmhing  more  diverts  it 
From  its  Bad  visions  of  the  other  world 


The  busy  have  no  time  fcr  ti 


No,  ye  only  make  them. 


<e  his  son  is  dead  7 


H„«>,Gooi^lc 


BYEON'S  WORKS. 


Why  press  his  ohdication  now  1 

The  ftetinga 
or  private  passion  may  not  interrupt 
The  public  benefit ;  and  what  the  state 

To-morrow  for  a  natural  accident, 

rou  hare  a  eon. 

I  have — and  had  a  father. 


2  old  Doge,  who  knew  him  doom'd,  smiled  onhitn 
With  deadly  cozenage,  eight  long  months  beforehand — 
Eight  moniha  of  euch  hypocrisy  as  is 

dead ;  so  are  young  Fosoari  and  his  brethren — 


InetQ 


ct  against  not  only  saved 


Let  bim  call  up  mto  life 
My  sire  and  uncle — I  consent.     Men  may. 
Even  aged  men,  be,  or  appear  to  be, 
Sites  of  a  hundred  sons,  but  cannot  kindle 
An  atom  of  their  ancestors  from  earth. 
The  victims  are  not  equal:  he  has  seen 
His  sons  expne  by  natural  deatiis,  and  I 
My  sires  by  violent  and  mysterious  maladies. 
I  used  no  poison,  biibed  no  subtle  master 
Of  the  deatraotive  art  of  healing,  to 

His  eons,  and  he  had  four,  are  dead,  siithoiU 


Be  dealt  in  suchT 


To  him 

In  battle ;  the  rewards  ore  equal.    Now, 
If  we  should  measure  forth  the  cities  taken 
By  the  Doge  Foscari,  with  citizens 
Destroy'd  by  him,  or  Aroagh  him,  the  account 
Were  fearfully  against  hbn,  although  narrow'd« 
To  private  havoc,  such  as  between  him 
And  my  dead  father. 


Are  you  then  thus  fii'd  ? 


A  feud.    But  when  all  is  accomplish'd,  when 
The  old  man  is  deposed,  his  name  degraded, 
□ns  aro  dead,  his  family  deprtisa^d, 
?ou  and  yours  triumphant,  shall  you  sleaj 


A^o  to  Carmaguuola- 


or! 


Till  Foseaii  fills  his.     Each  night  1 1 
Stalk  irowning  round  my  cuuch,  and. 


Aher  tho  very  night  in  which  "  the  Ten" 

^JoniM  with  the  Doge)  deinded  his  destruction. 

Met  the  great  Dulte  at  day-break  with  a  jest, 

Demandbig  whether  he  should  augur  him 

"  1'he  good  day  or  good  night?"  his  Dogo-shipanswer'd,  , 

"  That  he  in  truth  had  pass'd  a  night  of  vigil, 

In  which  (ho  added  with  a  gracious  smile) 

There  often  has  been  question  about  you.'" 


m  quest 


II  Carmagnuala,  «ghl  months  e 


ealhre 


For  the  lata  Foscari 
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Tauk  has  been  often  open'd  of  hte  years. 

CHIEF  OF   THE   TEH. 

In  the  first  place,  the  Council  doth  condole 

T  wiB  be  ful)  soon,  and  may  be  closed  for  ever. 

Wilh  the  Doge,  on  his  late  and  private  grief. 

DOOE. 

Majlpasson? 

No  more-no  more  of  that. 

Ton  may. 

WiU  not  the  Duke 

Accept  the  homage  of  respect  7 

How  beirs  Iha  Doge 

This  last  calamilj? 

I  do 

Willi  (tespefale  firnmess. 

tn  presence  of  another  ha  sap  little. 

"The  Ten," 

But  I  porcave  hla  lips  move  novu  and  then ; 

With  a  selected  giunta  from  the  senate 

And  once  or  twice  I  heard  him,  from  the  Bil|oining 

or  twenty-five  of  the  best  bom  palridans, 

A parlmenl,  mutter  forth  ihe  words— "My  eon!" 

Scaieo  audibly.    I  must  proceed. 

Of  the  republic,  and  the  o'erwhelniing  cares 

lE^  Oekcr. 

Which,  at  this  moment,  doubly  must  oppress 

Your  years,  so  long  devoted  to  your  country. 

Have  judged  it  fit^ng,  with  all  reverence, 

Will  move  aU  Yenioe  in  hh  favour. 

Now  to  solicit  B™n  your  wisdom  (which 

Upon  reflection  must  accord  in  this). 

Right! 

We  must  be  speedy :  let  us  call  together 

Which  you  have  worn  so  long  and  venerably ; 

The  delegates  appointed  tn  convey 

And,  lo  prove  that  they  are  not  ungrateful,  nor 

Cold  to  your  years  and  services,  they  add 

An  appanage  of  twenty  hundred  golden 

I  protest 

Ducats,  to  make  retirement  not  loss  splendid 

Against  it  al  this  moment. 

Than  should  become  a  sevetdgn's  relreat. 

As  you  please-. 

Did  I  hear  rightly? 

I  '11  laKB  their  voices  on  it  ue'ertheless, 

And  see  whose  most  may  sway  them,  yours  or  mine. 

Needlsayagidn? 

[Exiiaa  Bahearioo  md  Lokedaho. 

No.— Have  you  done  1 

ACT  V. 

I  have  spoken.  Twenty  '.ou. 

Hours  are  accorded  you  lo  give  an  answer. 

SCENE  1. 

I  ehall  not  need  so  many  seconds. 

The  DooE  ond  Attendant. 

We 

Win  now  retire. 

My  lord,  the  deputation  is  in  wailing; 

But  add,  that  if  another  hour  would  bettt* 

Slay!  Four  and  twenty  hours 

Accord  with  your  inll,  they  will  make  it  Ihoira. 

Will  alter  noUiing  which  I  have  to  say. 

To  me  all  hours  are  tike.    Let  Ihem  approach. 

Speak! 

lE^AtU^^,. 

Prince !  I  have  done  your  tidding. 

My  ivish  lo  abdicate,  it  was  refused  me ; 

And  not  alone  refused,  but  ye  exacted 

What  command? 

An  oath  from  me  that  I  would  never  more 

Kencw  this  instance.    I  have  sworn  to  die 

In  fuU  exertion  of  the  functions  which 

Of 

My  country  call'd  me  here  to  exercise. 

According  to  my  honour  and  my  conscience- 

True — true — true ;  I  crave  your  pardon.    I 

I  cannot  break  mjr  oath. 

CHIEF   OF   THE    TEB. 

Wai  very  old— old  almost  as  my  years. 

Reduce  us  not 

Till  now  I  fought  Ihem  off,  but  they  bepn 

To  the  alternative  of  a  decree, 

To  overtake  me 

Instead  of  your  compliance. 

"""p    Vld 

and  Ike  Chief  of  the  Ten,] 

Prolongs  my  days,  lo  prove  and  ohaBten  me ; 

3aS 

But  ye  have  no  right  lo  reproach  mv  length 
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Of  days,  since  arery  hour  has  been  the  county's. 

At  my  loo  long  worn  diadem  and  ring. 

I  am  ready  lo  lay  down  my  life  for  her. 

Let  Ihem  resume  the  gewgaws  I 

As  I  have  IsH  down  dearer  things  than  UTe ; 

But  for  my  digdty-I  ho.d  it  of 

Oh  the  tyrants ! 

Ths  whole  repgWo ;  when  the  gemrat  wiH 

In  such  an  hour  loo  I 

TIs  the  fittest  time : 

We  griove  for  such  an  answer ;  but  it  cannot 

An  hour  ago  I  should  have  felt  it. 

Avail  you  auglit 

haeiMa. 

I  can  Eubmit  to  all  things. 
But  nothing  vtill  advance ;  00,  not  a  momonl. 

Will  you  not  now  resew  it  ?— Oh  for  vengeance  I 

But  he,  who,  had  he  been  enough  protected. 

What  you  decree— decree. 

Might  have  repaid  protection  in  this  moment. 

Cannot  assist  hbblher. 

With  this,  then,  must  we 

Nor  should  da  so 

Return  to  IhoBS  who  sent  us  7 

Against  his  country,  had  he  a  thousand  lives 

Instead  of  that 

Tou  have  heard  me. 

They  tortured  from  him.    This 

With  sH  due  reverence  we  retire. 

Maybepurepatt^otism.    I  am  a  woman: 

[ JJnnini  1^  Dcfuta^m,  tic. 

To  me  my  husband  and  mj  chddren  were 

Enter  an  ArTEBDANT. 

Country  and  home.    I  loved  fc'ni— how  I  loved  him. 

I  have  seen  him  pass  through  such  an  ordoal,  as 

'mj  lord. 

The  old  martyrs  would  have  shrunk  from :  he  is  goi. 

The  noble  dame  Marina  craves  an  audience. 

And  I,  who  would  have  given  my  blood  for  him, 

Have  nought  to  ^ve  but  tears!  But  could  I  compass 

My  time  is  hers. 

The  retribution  of  his  wrongs  l-Well,  well ; 

Et^  MiRIHA. 

I  have  sons  who  shall  be  men. 

Mylord,ifILnt™de— 

Your  grief  distracts  you 

Perhaps  you  fain  would  be  alone  V 

I  thought  I  could  have  borne  it,  when  I  saw  him 

Bow'd  dovra  by  such  oppression ;  yes,  I  thought 

Alone,  come  all  Ihe  world  around  me,  I  ' 

That  I  would  rather  look  upon  his  corse 

Aid  now  and  evermore.     But  we  ivill  bear  it. 

Than  his  prolaig'd  capUvity : — I  am  punish'd 

For  that  tliought  now.    Would  I  were  in  his  grave  I 

We  will;  and  for  the  sake  of  those  who  are. 

I  must  look  on  him  once  more. 

Give  it  way  1 

Come  with  me! 

1  eannol  comfort  Ibee. 

He  might  have  lived. 

So  form'd  for  B™tle  privacy  of  life, 

Our  bridal  bed  is  now  his  bier. 

So  lovmg,  so  beloved,  the  native  of 

And  he  is  in  his  shroud  ! 

Another  land,  and  who  so  blesl  and  blessmg 

As  my  poor  Fosoari  ?  Nothing  was  wanting 
Unto  his  happinesB  and  mine,  save  not 
TsbeVeneUan. 

Come,'come,oldman! 
[fixran!  Ih,  Doge  and  Marika 

Enler  Barbakioo  and  Lokedako. 

MAEINA. 

Where  is  the  Doge? 

Yes  !  all  things  wHdi  conduce  to  other  men's 

Imperfecl  happuiess  or  high  ambition, 

This  instant  retired  hence 

By  some  strange  destiny,  to  him  proved  deadly. 

With  the  illustiious  lady,  his  son's  widow. 

Tha  country  and  the  people  whom  he  loved, 

The  ptinoe  of  whom  he  was  the  elder  bom, 

Where? 

4,/_ 

To  the  chamber  where  the  body  Hes. 

Soon  may  be  a  pricr^i  no  longer. 

Let  us  jetum  then. 

How, 

nooE. 

You  fargel,  you  cannot. 

•Tiey  have  laKen  my  son  from  me,  and  now  turn 

We  have  (he  implicit  order  of  mo  giunia 
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To  await  their  coming  here,  and  join  them  in 

tOBEBANO    (oaiJe(sB*RB.H,O0). 

Theit  office :  they  '11  be  here  soon  aflor  us. 

Now  the  rich  man's  heli-Bre  u|Km  your  tongue, 

Unquericli'd,  unquenchable !     1  'U  have  it  torn 

And  wUl  they  press  thejr  answer  on  ihs  Doge  1 

From  ia  vile  babbling  routs,  till  you  shall  utter 

Noilmig  but  sobs  ihi-ough  blood,  lor  this  1  Sage  8igii..ra, 

T  was  hia  own  wish  that  all  ahouU  be  done  promptly. 

1  pray  yo  bo  not  hasly.                   \Jlaud  la  the  olhe,t. 

Ho  answer-d  quickly,  and  must  so  be  answcr'd; 

Hia  dignity  is  look'd  to,  hia  estate 

Cmed  for—what  would  he  more  ? 

Die  in  his  rohas. 

Enlfr  Uie  DooE, 

He  eouU  not  have  Uved  long ;  but  I  have  done 

My  best  to  save  his  honours,  and  opposed 

This  proposition  to  the  last,  though  vainly. 

Why  would  the  genera]  vote  compel  me  hither  T 

We  come  ence  mZ^urgl  our^a^t'  request 

'T  was  lit  that  some  ono  of  such  different  thoughts 

™'"^' 

From  ours  should  be  a  witness,  lest  false  tongues 

Should  whisjier  that  a  harsh  majority 

Dreaded  to  have  its  acta  beheld  by  others. 

"     nooE 

And  not  less,  I  most  needs  thinki  for  the  sake 

You  have  heard  iu         ^^^  ""'^  =-"™^- 

Of  humbling  mo  for  my  vain  oppoKtion, 

You  are  ingenious,  Luredano,  in 

Iloar^ou  then  Ilie  last  decree. 

Definitive  and  absululo! 

A  very  0»id  in  the  art  of  hnling  ; 

'T  is  thus  (alliiough  a  secondary  object. 

Tu  the  point — 

Yet  hale  has  microaoopie  eyes)  to  jou 

To  the  pouit !     I  know  of  old  the  forms  of  oITicb, 

I  owe,  by  way  of  foil  to  the  more  zealous, 

And  gentle  preludes  to  sU-ong  acts — Gu  on  ! 

Your  giunta's  duties. 

You  are  no  longer  Doge ;  you  are  releasod 

From  your  imperial  oath  as  sovereign  j 

How  1 — my  giunta ! 

Your  ducal  robes  must  bo  pul  off";  but  for 

"""""■          r„., 

Your  services,  the  state  allots  the  appanage 

They  speak  your  language,  watch  your  nod,  approvo 

Three  days  are  left  you  to  remove  from  hence. 

Your  plans,  and  do  your  work.    Are  they  not  juurj  ? 

Under  the  penalty  to  see  confiscated 

All  your  own  private  fortune. 

You  talk  unwarily.    'T  were  best  they  hear  not 

This  from  you. 

That  last  clause. 

I  am  proud  to  say,  would  not  enrich  the  treasury. 

Oh !  they  '1]  hear  as  much  one  day 

Prom  louder  tongues  than  nuns  ;  they  have  gone  beyond 

Your  answer,  puke? 

Even  their  eiorbilanco  of  [lOwer ;  sM  when 

Your  answer,  Francis  Foscari  J 

Slates,  stung  humanity  will  rise  to  check  it. 

If  r  could  have  foreseen  that  my  old  age 

You  talk  but  idly. 

Was  piejudicial  to  the  stale,  the  chief 

BAREJHIGO, 

Of  the  republic  never  wouW  have  slKiwn 

that  remains  for  proof. 

Himself  so  far  ungrateful  as  to  place 

Here  come  our  colleagues. 

His  oivn  high  dignity  before  his  cauotrv ; 

Enle'  the  Depuiaiion  as  b^are. 

But  this  lifi  having  been  so  many  years 
JVol  useless  to  that  country,  1  woukl  lain 

Have  consecrated  ray  last  moments  to  tier. 

Isihe  Duke  aware 

But  the  decree  b»ng  render'd,  I  obev. 

We  seek  his  presence! 

If  you  would  have  the  three  days  named  oiteniteJ, 

He  EhaL  be  inform'd. 

We  «ilUngly  will  lengihen  Ihem  to  eight, 

[Eiit  Allendiaa. 

As  sign  of  our  esteem. 

Not  eight  hours'  signor. 

Nor  even  eight  mmuies.— There 's  ihe  ducal  <'■,^. 

[Tahhg  Qg'liis  nng  mul  no. 

We  will  remit  him  tiU  the  rites  are  over. 

And  there  Iho  duca]  diadian.    And  60 

L^tusretnm.     T  is  lime  enouRh  tomorrow. 

Jhe  Adriatic  'a  lr«:  ro  wed  another. 
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IS  the  ihreshold  of  these  ic 


Earth  and  heaven 
Ye  will  revorb^rato  this  peal;  and  I 
Live  la  hear  this !— die  first  doge  who  ( 
loundforhlsGucceasor!  Happiei 
My  airajnted  predecessor,  Etecn  Faliero 
This  insult  at  the  least  was  spared  him. 


[Poinring  to  the  Tei^s  lyppataium, 
rl  from  hence  upnn  the  inalani. 


[To  tin:  Ten. 
iE  youi;  province.— Sire,  bestir  yourselves ; 

[  To  ihi  Smana. 
Iiere  is  one  burthen  which  l«beg  you  bear 
'iih  care,  although  'tis  past  all  funherharm — 
al  1  wiU  look  to  that  myself. 


The  body  oT  his  so 
My  daughter ! 


He  I 


Eater  Mariba. 
Get  ihee  ready;  we  musl 


TruCi  butinfr. 
Without  these  jealotfs  spies  upon  the  great, 
S-ignora,  you  may  depart  i  wha-t  would  yog  mo] 

The  palace  with  us  V    Its  M  walls,  ten  ^mes 
As  oM  as  I  am,  and  I  'm  very  old, 
Have  served  you,  so  have  I,  and  I  and  they 
l^ould  teU  a  tale ;  but  I  invoke  them  not 
1  a  Tall  upon  you !  else  they  would,  as  erst 
The  pillera  of  stone  Dagon's  temple  on 
'I^e  Israelite  and  his  Philis  '      " 


la  believ 


might  ei 


!h  oonducif  yoit  Wwof '» 
No.    I 


There 


istall'd. 


sed  Ihesi 


lught  to  be  divorced  eseepl 
L  cprse — a  corse,  it  might  be,  Ugh^g  for  I 
tut  not  pushM  hence  by  felbw-citizcns- 
lut,  come ;  my  son  and  1  wJU  go  together- 
He  to  his  grave,  and  I  to  pray  ibr  mine. 

What,  thus  in  public? 

Elected,  and  so  will  I  be  deposed. 
Marina!  art  Ihou  willing ? 


And  bore  my  staff':  thus  propp'd  will  I  go  forth, 
it  not  be—  the  people  will  perceive  it. 


The  people  I— There 's  no  people,  yg 
Else  you  dare  not  deal  thus  by  them 
There  is  a  poyiJoce,  perhaps,  whose 


nage  which  may  justify  this  deed 
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You  shall  not  depart  withoul 
An  escort  fiUing  past  and  present  nuili' 
Wo  win  accompany,  ivitli  due  respect. 
The  Doge  unto  his  ptivata  palace.    Say, 
My  brettaren,  will  we  not  ? 

Aj !— Ay  I 


As  scver^gn — 1  go  out  es  arizen 
By  the  same  portais ;  but  as  dtizea, 
AU  these  vain  ueremonies  are  base  uisulls, 
Which  only  ulcerate  the  heart  the  more. 
Applying  poisons  there  as  antidotes. 

1  om,  but  only  to  these  gati^. — Ahl 


[IKc  great  bdl  of  Sidnl  Mark's  tolls. 


Most  readily. 
DOOE  {vialla  a  few  ileps,  then  alops). 


IE  (otes  a  goWtl/n™  (Ae  iand  of  JjaBe 


Why  so  I 
Venetian  crystal  has 


Yoo  bore  this  gehlct,  and  it 


Then  it  is  false,  or  you  are  true. 
For  my  own  part,  1  creciit  nwther  i  His 
An  UUq  legond. 

You  talk  wildly,  and 
Had  better  now  be  sealed,  nor  as  yet 
Depart.    Ah !  now  you  look  as  looli'd  my  husband 

jinksI-^Bupport  himi  —quick — ^  chair— support  hi 

Thebell  tolls  on!—let'3  hence— my  train's  on  fire 

do  beseech  you,  lean  upon  us ! 


A  soserwgn  should  die  standing.    My  poor  boy! 
—     ilhyournrma!— 3'Afl(6e«.' 

[The  DODE  dmps  do«m,  and  dia. 

My  God !  my  God  I 

Behold!   your  work 's  completed ! 


'Tis  al!  over. 

If  it  be  so,  at  least  his  obsequies 

His  rank  and  his  devotion  to  (lie  duties 
Of  the  realm,  while  his  ago  permitted  him 
To  do  himself  Md  them  full  justice.     Brethren, 
;ay,shaILitnotbesaT 

He  has  not  had 
The  misery  to  die  a  subject  where 
He  reign'd :  then  let  bis  funeral  rites  be  princely. 


Heaven's  peace  be  with  hii 

Signets,  your  pardon :  this  is  mockery, 
Juggle  no  more  with  that  poor  remnant,  which, 

(A  soul  by  whom  you  have  mcreased  your  empire. 
And  made  your  power  as  proud  as  was  his  glory) 
You  bamsh'd  from  his  palace,  and  tore  down 

his  high  plaee  with  such  relentless  coldness  t 

(ould  accept  them  if  he  could,  you,  signers, 
Purpose,  with  idle  and  superfluous  pomp, 
To  make  a  pageant  over  what  you  'trampled. 
A  princely  funeral  will  be  your  reproach, 
■  id  not  his  honour. 
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I  tli<pught  ihe  dend  iiad  been  beyond  osim  you. 

Resemble  Iha.!  you  etercUe  on  earth. 

IILs  dregs  of  life,  whioll  Jou  have  kindly  ahorlen'd ! 
It  is  my  last  of  duties,  and  may  prove 
A  dreary  comfort  in  my  desolation. 


APPENDIX. 

ExtraU  de  PHistoire  de  la  RSpultlique  de  Veniae,  par 
P.  Bunt,  lie  CActtdimkfiaiKttiee.    Turn.  2. 


Pretend  still  to  Uiis  office  ? 


nolaur.manifeEli  one  seconde  fois,  en  144S,  e 
nent  aveo  plus  de  slnci^rite  qua  ^a,  premif  re, 
I'abdiqtier aa dignity  Leconseils^yreliisae 


!  dogaL 


lain  it  for  your  children. 


Cannot  comply  with  your  request.     His  relics 
Shall  be  e]iposcd  witii  wonled  pomp,  and  foUowM 
Unto  their  home  by  the  new  Doge,  not  clad 
As  Doge,  but  simply  as  a  senator. 

!  have  hoard  of  murderers,  who  have  interr'd 
Their  vieliraa ;  biit  ne'er  heard,  until  this  hour, 
Of  so  much  splendour  in  hypocrisy 
O'er  those  they  slew.    I  've  heard  of  widows'  tears- 
Alas  I  I  have  shed  some — always  thanks  to  you ! 
I  've  heard  of  *««  m  sables — you  have  left  none 
To  the  deceased,  so  you  would  act  the  part 
Of  such.    Welt,  sirs,  your  will  be  done  1  as  one  day. 


dantbeaucoup  de  (bree  det6tBetdeoilraotfre,etjoui3 
nt  dala  gloired'avoirvula  republique  ^Icndre  au  loil 
{ limircs  de  ses  domaines  pendant  son  adnuniatralion 
An  milieu  de  ces  prosperit^s,  de  grands  chagrins  vin 
nt  meitre  i  I'ipreuve  ]a  fermetfi  de  son  ame. 
Son  His,  Jacques  Foscati,fut  accuse,  en  l44S,d'BTCn 
iju  des  presents  dequelques  princes  ou  seigneurs  Stran 
:rs,  notamment,  disait-on,  du  due  de  Milan,  Philipp 

ViscorttL  '^C'etalt  nonseulement  line  bassesse,  mais  uni 
les  lois  positives  do  .la  r^publique. 


crui  pas  pouvoir  s'abstenir  de  prSaider  lo  tribunal.  Lh, 
iE  fut  intpirog^,  applique  b,  la  question,^  declare  coupable, 
et  !l  enlendil,  de  la  bouche  de  son  p^re,  i'arr^t  qm  1e 
condamniil  h  un  baniaaement  perpeluel,  et  le  releguajl 
k  Naples  de  Romanic,  pour  y  finir  sea  jours, 

autre  residence.    Enfin  le  conseil  des  dix  lui  permii  de 


"w. 


egoum 


•„  Lessoupoonasepott^rentsurlui: 
lesqu'on  avail  vudVenisefutarraii 
Les  bourreauKnepurentlui  arraeher 


K  A  RbAEiQO  {turning  toJjOREn^so^wltoiaitm 
ha  tobletB). 

What  art  thou  writing, 
rt'ilh  siicb  an  earnest  brow,  upon  thy  taJjlets? 
LOREDAMO  {pointmg  to  the  Dose's  ftodj). 


What  debt  did  he  owe  you? 
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Can^e-  De  cette  t&rre  hintaJaGf  ]&  baoni,  digne  dors 
de  qufllque  piUe,  ne  cessajt  d'ccnre  b  snn  p^re,  ^  ecs 

tation.  N'obtenant  rieiii  ci  aachant  que  la  terreur  qu'Ln- 

ie  Irouver  dans  Venisa  una  saule  vou  qui  n'&evtt  en 
s^  faveur,  il  B  line  leltre  pour  lenoureau  due  da  Milan, 
par  laqueUe,  au  nom  des  bona  oRices  quo  Sforca  avait 
raqas  du  chef  de  ta  r^publique,  il  implor^t  son  inteiy 
venUon  en  Ikveur  d'un  innocent,  du  lils  du  doge. 

Cetlfi  lettre,  selon  quelques  hiBtorians,  fut  confife  !i 
un  marchand  qui  avajt  promis  da  la  fajre  parvenir  au 
duo,  mais  qiu,  Ijop  averti  de  ce  qu'il  y  avait  h  cr^dre 
en  so  taodant  i'mtermediau*  d'uns  pareilla  oorrespon- 
dance,  3e  h^ta,  en  dfbarquant  k  Yenise,  de  la  remettre 

GrJre,  rapporle  qua  la  lettro  fut  eurpiTEe  par  un  espion. 


ipagn^e  do  oruaul^  par  Ui  s&vttc  cit^ 
Hion,  qui  ratenait  les  ^anchementB  da  b  deulour 
le  ct  codjggale.  Ca  no  ful  pmnt  dans  rinKrieitt 
ipparteinont,  co  fut  dans  una  des  grandes  sallev 
du  p^luG,  qu^une  fbmme,  accompsgu^e  de  aes  quatre 
'esdomiem  adieuxkson  marl,  quhin  pers 
la  dogarasse  accableo  d'iufirmjt^s,  jouii- 
Il  da  b  triste  consolation'  da  uifiler  launi 


rinffirtun^i 
ni  fut  sur-le-champ  embarqud  pour  Candle. 

un  pfra  condaniiiant  ees  ills  Svideminent  coupablcs. 
EUo  h^sita  pour  qualiiier  de  vertu  sublime  ou  de  ferocil^ 
dolans         '         '       " 


ise.    A  so 


un  sujct  de  la  r^ublique.  Unaga- 


publique  et  pour  le  ills  d'un  prince,  d'etre  Iroia  fois  dana 

d'autanl  plua  odieuse,  qu'ello  n'arail  point  d'ohjet,  Ic 

Quand  on  damandaiil'accus^dans  las  imervalles  que 
les  bourreaiix  lui  accorduenl,  pourquoi  il  avait  ^cril  la 
lettre  qu^on  lui  pi^duisail,  il  r^pondit  que  c^^ait  precise- 
ment  parcequ'il  ne  doutait  pas  qu^elle  ne  tonibat  entre 
les  mains  du  tribunal,  que  louta  autre  voia  lul  avait  6t6 

fennna,  son  p«re,  et  sa  m^re,  oncore  uno  fois. 

d'eiil ;  mais  on  I'aggrava,  en  y  ajoutanl  qu'ii  serait  ce- 

uaait  envers  un  nmJliaureuB  etait  sana  douta  odieuse ; 
m^s  cetle  politique,  qui  d^fendait  h  tons  les  citoyens  de 
fajre  intervenir  les  etrangers  dans  les  alTjures  mterieures 
de  la  i^pubUque,  etait  sage.     £lle  ^ait  chezeuxune 


Predatic  III.  pendant  qu'il  elait  I'hflte  des  Venilien 
manda  comma  una  favauT  paTticuli^re,radmissioqd^un 
citojen  dane  le  ^'and  conseil,  at  la  grace  d^un  auineu 
gouverneur  do  Candie,  gandro  du  doge,  et  i>anni  pour 
ea  mauvalsa  adniinislraUon,  sane  pouvoir  obtemr  ni 

Oependant  onna  put  refuser  au  condDinn6  la  permiB- 


.BaccolIadiiDBi 
WiIb  ^ifeccelte 


e  fut  & 


suppbcr  do  EoUinter  ^ualque  adoucis 


ui  repond 
.  ob&se: 


:  «Non,iT 


I  lila. 


la  pram 


iconde  n'eta 


a,  o!i  la 


qu'une  laJMesp 


p*re,  qui  veil  toi 

lurertn 

is  fois  son 

'aborde 

tlendri. 

parer  pour  jama 

IS,  lui  in 

tarditloa  ni 

;t  ses  rivanx  de  v. 
rmellernent  Jaeque: 


.is  FoscarL  avait  esaayS  de  la  faire  cessi 
bile  h  rillufitre  amiral  Pierre  Lotedan,  pc 
p,  L'alllajicB  avait  €i&  rejet^  et  I'inimit 


iol.  IBB  en  avoir  «n  rintantinL^Diie'expKaBlod  aBKi^ner- 
oiqiH:  "U  itofre  eta  Tecdda  in  deenplia  elk  ■  cBmniiuava 

»Sn^iSe3r^i™S'™&BmoiSSiX'"L£'"r°" 

"ODuriate  per  me,  acdoccM'ie  temi  a  caH  nla.*   j)  doga 

ee1cho»-[wiil«,  aioq  aurpBBUiul'atcliiHute  d'jiDmBine  uo 
oa  rniffomiHjira  QDfl  le  jnumeBt  dea  huajmeta'eccordo  &  aa 
BlDite,  <iue  la  fkibieaie  deluiBan  fkue  dcscioire  ea  iciiu 
Maia  pourion  qnind  il  B  fut  retire,  tont  la  mande  demoura 

rque,  Valariiu  Fabucol»-} 

Buia  prinHpelentent  dam  ce  rdcit  vae  lelalidn  rnann 
de  la  ddlK^UDD  de  Fian^Dia  FoBdaii  aai  eat  dana  In 


I. vodb,  Google 


BYRON'S  WORKS. 


«  famines  a 


^taituccrue.  Dane  to 


lerfiis,  II  lui  echippa  un  jour  da  dire  qu'il  ne  se  croi- 
™t  rerilement  princo  qua  larsquo  Pieire  torfillaii  m- 
rail  ceasfi  do  vivre.  Cat  amiral  mourut  quelquo  temps 
apr^fl  d'une  incommodile  assez  prompte  qi^on  na  put 
eipUquer.  H  n'en  fallut  pas  davaniage  aux  tnalvaill 

mart,  pouiait  bien  t'ayoir  bkUe. 

Ces' bruits  s'accr6diterent  encara  latsqu'on  rit  a 
perir  subitament  Marc  Lor^dan,  frftre  de  Pierre,  el 
dans  le  moment  ob.en  ea  qualite  d'avogader,  il  insi 
Bait  un  precis  cnntra  Andre  Donata^  gendre  du  d 
accua£  de  p6ciilal.   On  ^eriiil  but  la  lombe  de  I'an 


une  chambra  sfiparee,  et  on  lui  fit  jurer  de  ne  jamais 
rant  qu'il  y  allait  de  sa  vie ;  ce  qui  n'empficha  pas  qu'en 

Quani  on  en  Tint  h  Ib  deUb^atian,  Lor^an  la  provo- 
qua.enoes  lermee.'  "SiFutilitfi  publique doit  imposer 
silence  ^  lous  las  int^rSts  prives,  ja  na  douta  pas  qua 
nouB  ne  prenione  oujourd'hui  une  mesure  que  (a  palrie 
r^damei  qua  nous  lui  davons.  Les  £tatB  no  pauvanC 
sa  niMntenir  dans  un  ordte  de  choses  immuable :  vous 
'arez  qu*^  voir  comma  le  ndire  est  chang^,  at  aambien 


mtage 


jmfide.    J'ai 


aitauaui 

epreuTa,aueonindi« 

ae  raison  meme  del 

Quands! 

liecndft 

in'auraitpasd^men 

don  aussi 

taitnil'in- 

glque  de 

undese 

prafcesseucs  I'en 

A  n'avait 

uetrop 

le<:cnG«l  daa  dii 

prenait  d'humilier  le 

publique. 

Cepend 

%ignaitde 

ir  h  yenger  les  partes 

omples  (oar  il  fajsait 

OTailinsc 
debiteors, 

atteipo 

que  presquo  tous  las 
ort,yetait-ildil,dam 

mononcle 

utreoai^dureKiflra, 

19  las  const 
jmbrement  des  afl 


a  page  en  Uatic,  pour  j  fa 
tnent  de  eette  datte,  et  an  effete  apr^s  la  perte  du  doge,  i 
icrivit  snr  son  regislre :  il  me  I'a  payee,  Flia  pagata. 

Jacques  Lor^dan  fut  €i\i  membre  du  consej]  das  dix. 
on  devint  un  dcs  trois  diefe,  et  se  protnit  Men  de  profi- 
implir  la  yeageanoe  qu'i 


m^ditait. 
Lodoga,. 

(bndda  son 


ntdaUlenibIa6prei 


Mn,  deptut  aui  decemyirs. 


pordre  dcs  delib^ationa,  1' 

la  16g&rat€  ayee  laquelle  las  plus  importantes  sent 

V  duit£  des  magiatrats,  ^introduction  da  nouyeaut^a  dan- 
.  gereuaes.     Quel  est  I'effet  de  cee  d^sordrca  1  de  com- 

I'absence  d'un  chef  capable  de  mad&er  les  una,  de  di- 

tenir  la  force  dea  lois. 

"  O^  est  la  tamps  oh  nas  d6crels  ^talent  suEsitet  eX' 
ittiilis  que  tendus?   oti  Francois  Carrare  se  trouviul 

inform^  que  nooa  youlions  lui  feire  la  guerre?    MouB 

Ire  le  due  do  Milan.    Mallieureuae  la  r^pubUque  qui 

"Ja  ne  vouEiappellepas  toua  ces  inconv^nleiits  ct 
leurs  suites  d^plorablea,  pour  vous  afBiger,  pour  yous 

t,  les  conaervateurs  de  cet  ftat  fbnd*  par  yos 
p^s,  et  de  la  lii>erte  qua  nous  davons  ^  leurs  travaux, 

slitulions.  Ici,  le  mal  indique  le  remade. 
Nous  n'avons  point  da  chef,  il  nous  en  ^t  un.    Notre 

juger  eon  m^rite  quand  il  s'agit  de  P^tire,  et  son  inca- 
pacity quand  elle  eo  manifaate.    Jajouterai  que  la 
peuple,  encore  bien  qu'il  n'ait  pas  le  droit  de  pronon- 
'     actions  de  ees  maltres,  approndra  ee  chan- 
ec  transport.     C'esI  Is  Pnti 


,  eWo-mt 


t  que  la  r^ubljque  r^lama  c 


miirefoisqueVen-  i 


idoge 


la  lui  fairt 


on.    II 1'! 


la  doge  Stajt  euppl^^  par  le  plus 


deFosi 


la  adjonctioo  de  vhigt-cinq  s^nateura; 

1  eCait  loin  de  le  soupi^nner,  il  ae  trou 

ri,  fr6re  du  di^,  leur  fut  donn^  pour 

Au  lieu  de  I'admetlre  k  ta  d£lib£r 


propos6e  deu: 

iges  d^poa^,  prouyaient  que  de 
tellea  r^yidulione  avaienl  toujouta  6t6  le  rfisultat  d'un 

Mais  d'^lleuis.M  le  doge  pouvail  6tre  d^posfi,  ce  n'6tail 
IS  assur^ment  par  un  tribunal  compost  d'nn  petit  nom- 
bre  de  membrea,  inatitu6  pour  punir  las  crimes,  et  nulle- 
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damnation  du  cons^  des  dix  presci 


[bficiions.  On  lui  donna  ISOO  ii 
'fiden,  et  vingl-quBtre  hcures  poi 
ifi  repondit  sui^le-champ  avec  be 
idemroisilav^'rouluBod^Ettl 
?u  de  le  lui  pemieltre,  on  avaU 
dene  plus  reilerer  cette  demand 


^lui 


qu'il  se  reserve  do  r^pondre 

volenti  g^n^ale  se  serait  legalcmcnC 

Le  lendemain,  &  I'heure  indiqti^  les 

chempf  lui  eavoja  domander  enC04^  u' 

on  pronon^  que  le  doge  6tait  reler^  t 
df  posfi  de  sa  dignitt :  ■ 


lit  eilg^  de  lui  le 
nde;  quelaPro- 

L9  en  dnnt  de  re- 
ui  avail  employe 
e  la  rtpublique; 

9  la  r6publiqne  eolj^rei  et 


IMOdi 


ijoignajil 


Le  lendemain,  ce  d^cret  fu^  port6  au  doge,  ft  ce 
Jacques  Lor^dan  qui  eul  lacniellfl  joiede  le  lui  pr^s 
ler.  II  rSpondit :  "  Si  j'avaia  pu  prevoir  que  ma  vi 
leMe  filt  prejudi<aable  b  l'6lat,  le  ehef  de  la  repuhlique 


aaU&  & 


ir  prttere 


itnier  moment.    Le  dScret  est  rendu,  jo 
srsj."    Apr^s  avoir  parle  ainsi,  it  se  d^pouilla 

sa  presence,  etd^sls  jour  5uivanCilquitta< 
it  habW  pendant  trente-cinq  ans,  bi 


n&ire.des 


Miva  BUT  la  perron, 
er  d^rob^,  afin  d'^vi 
ssemble  dans  les  co 
voolait  descendre  ] 


I.  Un 


e  silence  le  plus 


iDuvelle  loi  iut  rendue,  qui  d£fendait  au  dogs 

s,  les  dep^clies  des  ambeESadeurs  de  la  r^ub- 
lique,  et  le^  lelires  des  princes  strangers.' 

Les  aecteurs  entrSrent  au  conclave,  et  noramSrait  au 
dogatPasdialMalipier,  leSOoctobre  1457.  Lacloche 


La  r^publique  arrfita  qu'< 


d^pouiM  de  la  couronne,  et  que,  puisqull  avail  f 


seques  furent  celSbrees  avec  la  pompe  accoinum^o.  Le 
nouveau  doge  assista  au  convoi  en  robe  de  sf  naleur. 

La  piti^  qu^avait  insjHree  te  malheur  de  ce  vieillard, 
ne  fut  pas  tou>k-fait  Bl^rile.  Un  an  apt^s,  on  osa  dire 
que  le  con^l  des  di;i  av^l  ontrepass^  ses  pouvoirs,  el 
11  lui  fut  defendu  par  une  loi  du  grand  ccnaeil  de  sHn- 
g^r  k  l^avenir  de  jugcr  le  prince,  fi  moins  que  ce  ne 
fat  pour  cause  detelonie.< 

acte  d^autorit6  tel  que  la  d6poEition  d'un  doge  in- 


^xtraitdePHisfmre  det  R^pub^^tiet  ItaHennes  i 
dge,  par  J.  C.  i.  Snrumdt  de  SiunDmR,  U 
Ls  doge  de  Venise,  qui  avail  pr^venu  par  eel 


pfoKrant  ces  paroles:  "Mes  servicea  m'yavaiei 

pelf,  Ii  malice  de  mes  ennamis  m'en  fait  sortir.' 

eu  beaueoup  de  peine  fe  parveiur  au  rang  qu'il  convoi- 

I^a  foule  qui  s'ouvrait  sur  son  passage,  et  qd 

tait,  et  son  aeetion  evtai  M  conduila  avec  beaueoup 

peul-eire  desir6  sa  mart,  ftait,  6mue  de  respect  ( 

d'at- 

d'adresse.  Pendant  plusienrs  tours  de  scrutin  ses  amis 

lendfissement.'  Rentt6  dans  sa  maison,  il  reoomn 

landa 

iea  [due  J^^  a'ltaient  abstenns  de  Un  donner  leur  snf- 

&  sa  famiUe  d'oubUer  les  injures  de  sea  ennemia. 

Her- 

Sonne  dans  les  divers  corps  de  I'f  tat  ne  se  cnil  er 

dmif 

oe  a'^lonner,  qu'un  prince  inamoviblo  ell  1 6lc  depos 

rhcli 

k  I'insii  du  sSnat,  et  du  corps  souveram  lui-m6m 

.  Le 

euraleur  de  Samt-Marc,  en  faJsant  emiiloycr  plus  do 

peuplc  seul  laisea  fchapper  quelques  regrets :  un 

pro- 

Irente  miUe  ducats  k  doler  des  jeunes  lilies  de  bonne 
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!S  jeu 


a  gontilshonimc 


ralors 


rre.  L'opi 


Pmfbndico 


1  etsongor^lpour 

j-es  a'6luent  formSa  da  lui  fot  y^ri- 

le  ia  rfpubliquB,  eUe  ne  ceaaa  pomt 

I'etait  pout  recommencer  InentOl 

lb  Venisa  ewiidit 

CrftmE, 

nuiation  do  Lombardie,  et  paml 

Qebrankble,  Foaeari  communiqi 

■plus  d^influeiica aur  la r^publique^ que  n^ayaie 
la  plupan  de  ees  pr^d^ceaaeurs.  Mais  si  eon  ar 


tranaporle  h  la  Cance,  «t  accorda  m 
id^ktem'.  MaiskBhorrlUesdoukii 
n  avait  eprouv^ea,  avaient  trouble  t 
cateuTE,  tQucbeB  de  ce  dernier  malheu 
permirent  qu^on  le  ramcn^t  h  Veni&B  le 


doge,  Fran9oi9  Foecari,  av^  d^ja 
eherch^i  &  plunoura  reprlaea,  b  abdtquor  une  diguit^  d 
1  sa  {amdle.  n  lui  scmblait 
que*  redescendu  aa  rang  de  atmple  citojeiir  coimne  11 
■ait  plus  de  crauite  ou  de  jolousie,  on  n'acoa^ 


Mali 


la  r^us9i 


3a  iem 


1451. 


ilfiit  r< 


Canfie.'  8ur  eea  enuefaites,  Nico- 

Erizzo,  honme  iijat  no(4  pour  un  pr^6dent  crime, 

■ ''    lui  qui  avml  tuS  Al- 


Werai 


eari,  pour  le  punir  de  aon  credit  eT  de  ea  gtoire.    Au 

Ha  dans  les  fera. 

owig  de  r^vrier  144a,  Michel  Beiilacqua,  Florentln, 

En  v^n  Jacob  Foacari,  oblig^de  se  pr^aenter  chaque 

aiiW  !>  Voniae,  aceusa  en  secret  Jaequea  Foacari  auptfes 

Viaconti,  dea  pr^sena  d'argent  et  do  joyaux,  par  laa 

d'Eriiio  ne  laiasait  plua  de  dbutas.  En  vain  il  deraan- 

mama  dea  gena  de  aa  maison.     TeUe  elait  I'odieuae 

dailgrficeau  ^irouche  conseil  deadli;  ilne  pouvait 

prociduTB  adoptee  h  Veniac,  que  sur  cetlo  acouaation 

obtenir  aunme  rfiponiBe.  Le  deau'  de  remir  son  p^ra  el 

aa  mire,  arrivea  loua  deux  au  dernier  termo  de  la  vieil- 

lease,  le  deair  de  revoir  une  patrie  doat  la  cruaule  na 

par  I'estrapade  I'aveu  des  ohargea  portSea  conU-e  lui ; 

miritait  paa  un  d  lendre  amour,  as  changJrent  en  lui 

il  ful  rel^guiS  pour  1c  reate  de  aes  joura  &  Napoli  de  Ro- 

pour  y  Tivre  libre,  il  voulut  du  moins  J  aUer  chercHei 

un  supptice.    11  ecrivit  au  due  de  Milan  !i  la  iin  do  mai 

14MI,  poin-  implorer  aa  protection  aupria  du  aenat :  el 

malade  des  aiiilcs  de  la  torturs,  et  plua  encore  de  I'bu- 

sachanl  qu'una  telle  lettre  aerut  can«deree  comme  un 

DiUlation  qu'il  avail  eprouvee,  demanda  en  gtaoo  au 

crime,  il  I'eiposa  lui-m6me  dans  un  lieu  oH  il  ilait  aUr 

sonaeil  des  dii  de  n'ftre  paa  envoy*  plua  loin.  II  obtint 

CBtle  feveor,  par  une  deliberation  du  S8  dScembre  1446 ; 

En  elTet,  la  leltee  fitanl  dfilErea  au  conawl  des  dii,  on 

a  fill  rappole  h  Treviae,  et  il  out  la  liberie  d'habitar  lout 

I'onvoya  cliercher  ausaitilL,  el  il  fut  reconduit  a  Veniae 

BviYaHenpaiiliTr<;.viae;  etlaffl'-ie  Leonard  Con- 

Jacob  Foarari  ne  nia  point  3a  lettre,  il  raconla  en 

lirini,  qu'il  avait  6poua6e  le  10  Kvrier  1441,  ^ail  venue 

mfime  tamps  dana  quel  but  il  I'asait  ferile,  et  oomnienl 

e  ioindre  dana  aon  e^l,  lorsque,  le  6  novembre  1460, 

11 1'avrit  fait  lombcr  entre  lea  rntuna  de  aon  delalenr. 

Almoro  Donalo,  chef  du  cimaeil  dea  dix,  flit  aasasain*. 

Malgr^  ces  aveu*,  Foacari  fut  remie  i  la  torture,  el  on 

lui  donna  Irenle  lours  d'aatrapada,  pour  voir  a'il  confir- 

Antonio  Venieri,  porlSrent  lour  soup^ona  tair  Jacob 

merait  ansuite  sea  d^posiliona.     Quand  on  le  d*tacha 

de  la  corde,  on  le  trouva  d^chir6  par  ces  horriblaa  se- 

avail  6te  vu  CO  soir-Iii  inSme  h  Veniae,  el  avail  dea  pre- 

miera  doone  la  nouvellc  de  eel  aaaasamaL     Olivier  fut 

mSre,  &  aa  fcnime,  et  h,  aea  fila,  d'aller  le  voir  dana  aa 

niia  &  la  torture,  male  il  nia  jusqu'^  la  lin,  aiec  Un  cour- 

prison.  Le  vLeux  Foacari,  appuy6  aor  son  baton,  ne  so 

tiaina  qu'avec  peine  dans  la  chambre  ob  son  flis  tuiique 

sea  jugee  euaaent  la  barbane  de  lui  bire  donner  juaqu^ 

qiiatre-vingt  lours  d'estrapade.    Ccpendant,  comme 

la  grace  de  mourir  dana  sa  maiann. — "  Retourne  fi  ton 

Jacob  Foacari  avail  de  puiasana  motifa  d'inimiti^  cOnti^ 

esil,  men  HIa,  puisque  ta  palrio  I'ordonne,"  lui  dil  le 

K  conseil  des  dii  qui  1  V'il  condamne,  et  qui  temoignait 

diwe,  "  et  aoumeta-loi  i  sa  toIoM*."  Maia  on  rentraiil 

*.  U  haine  au  doga  aon  p6re,  on  eaaays  de  raettre  &  aon 

™i  Jac'.b  h  la  torture,  et  I'on  prolongea  contre  lui  ces 

1  M.rlo  SiDuto.  p.  1I38.-H.  AnL  SaWlim    Dfea  III, 
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d«s  fonctions  do  sa  dignil^.    fl  ilait  eatm  dans  sa 

6te  auscepiible  de  quelque  pili^,  il  BUrait  altendu  en 

quee  pari  tanl  de  gloire  et  tant  de  malheura.  Mais  le 
chef  du  conseil  do3  dii  elait  ators  Jacques  Loredano, 
fils  de  Marc,  el  reveu  de  Kerre,  le  grand  amiral, 

doge.    lis  avaient  iroaanaa  Ian  haine  ^  leurs  enfanls, 


fit  pubUer  une  d^nse  de  parkr  As  aMs  r^voluUon, 

Le  20  octobre,  PaHqual  Malipieri,  pcocural^ur  do  Saint 
Marc,  fut  diu  pour  auccesseur  de  Foscan ,  cclui-ci  a'eul 
pas  n^anmimis  I'liumiliation  de  vivre  sujei,  I&  ou  i 


no,  Krfli 


IHa  que  ce  magUtrat  n«  pou' 


EatisfalU 
arLgo,inquii 


f«  f 

notions,  Ba 

demanda  qu'on  nommat  un 

dose.     Lee 

n.eil. 

ui  avail  refuafi  par  deui  tbia 

I'abdication  de  F 

tradiction  avec  ae 

propri 

a  d^rela.     Les  diacuaaons 

jours 

jusque  fort. 

id 

cniMe." 

na  la  nuit.  Cependanl,  on 
Marco  Poacari,  proourateur 

deMa 
l«r-id 

uit-Mare,  et 
utableserm 

r^red 
int  Hu  r, 

doge,  pour  qu'il  filt  ii^  par 
eoret,  et  iiu'il  ne  pflt  airfter 

If-TTI 

aurea  de  aes 

innem 

aupre 

du  doge, e 

lui  demanda  d'abdiquer  yolontaire- 

in  empl^  . 

ouvait  plus  exercer.    "J'ai 

r^pondit  le 

vLrilkrd,  "do  tempUr  jusqu'i.  m» 

et  ma  conscience,  les  fonc- 

tiODS 

d.^lier 

moi-ni5med 

rrWf 

deran 

Al™ 

inenouv6lled6lib6taliondi 

1  delia  Fran 

■oia  t-ffi 

xaride  sou  aerment  ducal,  Im 

palaia,  ot  de  depoaer  lea  ornemena  da  aa  dignit6.    ] 
doge  ayant  reuiarqu^  portni  les  conseilleta  qui  lui  pr 

Mernmo,^'  lui  dit  le  eonseiUer— ^^  Ah  7  (on  p^to  ^ti 


aus^tSt  des 


S  pour  qu'on 


Lo  pouplo  entier  pi 
Te^E  eontre  un  viall 


Histoirs  de  Ve^l 

.    In  Lady  Mor. 

"Italy,"  Iperct 

Ocean"  applied 

the  "Two  Foacari."    My  publisher 

that  the  tragedy  waa  written  and  sent 


of  "  Rome  of  the 
uch  for  me 


Lady  Morgan's  work,  which 
oniy  receivea  on  the  Ifith  of  August.  I  hasten,  however 
to  notice  the  coincidence,  and  to  yield  the  originality  o 
the  phrase  lo  her  who  first  placed  it  before  fho  public 
I  am  the  more  anxious  lo  do  this,  as  I  am  inibrmcd  (fo 
1  haie  aeen  but  few  irf  the  spet^ens,  and  thoae  a 
ally)  that  there  havo  been  lately  brought  aga 
charges  of  plaglai' 


ident- 


l  of  thret 


ofthof 


d,  i4)pa- 


renlly  with  the  intent  of  eitorting  id 

chargea  I  have  no  answer  to  make.    One  of  them  is  lu- 

ihe  deacription  of  a  shipwreck  in  verae  from  the  nerra- 


ave  copied  iJie  tninntest  details  of  the 
Vom  the  Chroniclea."  lun^itmay 
0,  Whilst  1  have 


been  occupied  in  defending  Pop^9  charac 

orders  of  Grub-sti^et  appeaxrohavo  been  aaaajling  nrin?  .- 

the  accusations  in  the  nameless  cpiatle  alluded  to  is  stiQ 

hundred  pounds  for  wri^ng  advertisements  lor  Day 
and  Martin's  parent  blacking!"  This  is  the  highest 
compliment  to  niy  literary  powers  which  I  ever  rec^ved- 


t.  T,  XXf.  p.   993.— Chtial 
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:e  nlth  Mr.  Towiiseiid,  a  g/anil 


D,ftrt 


IS  with  m 


.  of  lh.t 
n  Verace  ttiiet 


y  dofani 


Iho  purpi 
wry  particuLars  of  my  life  from  this  oocaaignai  v 
Mr.  Townsend  is  welcome  lo  say  what  he  knows, 
liun  (hesB  particulara  merely  lo  show  the  world 
oral  what  the  lilerarg  ]ovef  world  conteins,  ar 
way  of  setting  lo  work.  Another  charge  madi 
told}  in  tile  "  Literary  Gazette  "  is,thatl  wrolethenoces 
10  "  Queen  Mab ;"  a  work  which  I  never  saw  ti" 
time  after  its  pubhcatjon,  and  which  I  recollect  e1 
(0  Mr.  Sotheby  as  a  poem  of  greit  power  and 

them  eicept  in  then-  published  form.  No  one 
beller  than  their  real  author,  that  liis  opinions  and 
mine  diifer  materially  upon  the  UHtaphy^cal  pottit 
of  that  work ;  though,  m  eonnnon  with  all  who  are  n 
blinded  by  baseness  and  bigotrji  1  highly  adnure  Iha 
poetry  of  that  and  Ms  other  puNioalions. 

Mr.  Soulhey,loo,inhispionsprefacQtoapoemwbost 
blasphemy  is  as  haonless  as  the  sedition  of  Wat  Tjlcr, 

cbUb  upon  the  "  lepslatute  to  look  to  it,"  is  the  tolera- 
tion of  such  wri^ngs  ted  to  the  FVench  Revolution :  mu 
Bueh  writings  as  Wat  Tyler,but8s  those  ofthe  "  Satanic 
SebooL"  'n!isisnottnie,BiidMr.  Soulheyknowsittobe 
Rotlrue.  EveryPrench  writer  of  any  Lireedom  was  perse- 
ciued;  Voltahe  and  Rousseau  were  exiles,  Marmontel 
and  Diderot  were  sent  to  the  Bastile,  and  a  perpetual  War 
was  waged  with  the  wholedass  by  the  eristing  despotism. 
In  the  nen  place,  the  French  RevohitiDn  was  not  ocea- 
Huned  by  any  writings  whatsoever,  but  must  hare  occup- 
red  had  no  such  writers  ever  existed,  it  is  the  fashion  to 
attribute  every  thmg  to  the  French  Revoluli™,  and  the 
French  Revolution  to  every  thing  but  its  real  cause. 
That  cause  is  obvious — the  government  exacted  too 
much}  and  the  people  could  neither  give  nor  bear  ioort. 
this,  the  Bncjclopedisia  might  have  written 


Iheir 


rsoffwi 


Lit  the  0 


lie  first,  1 


I  look  upon  such  as  movitable,  though  no  reroiu- 
tioiust :  I  wish  to  see  the  English  constitution  restored, 
nod  not  deblroyed.  Bom  an  aristocrat,  and  naturally 
uie  by  len^wr,  with  the  greater  part  of  my  present  prop 
erfy  in  the  funds,  what  have  I  to  gain  by  a  revolution  1 
Perhaps  I  bavu  more  to  lose  ui  every  way  than  Mr.  Sou- 
Ihey,  with  ail  his  places  and  presents  for  panegyrick  and 
abuse  into  the  bargain.  But  that  a  revolution  is  inevi- 
table, 1  repeat.  The 
r^rression  of  petty  tui 


I  and  br 


mfora 


while  the  great  tideissiillroUmgonajidgainbiggri 
with  every  breaker.  Mr.South^accusesusofattaching 
(he  religion  of  the  country ;  and  is  he  abetting  it  by  writ- 
ing lives  ofH^es^?  Onemodeof  worship  is  merely  de- 
Kroyed  by  another.  Tbereneverwas.norSverwllbe,* 
country  without  a  reli^on.  We  shall  be  told  of  fVrm« 
agiu):  but  it  was  only  Paris  and  a  frantic  party,  which 


a  moment  upheld  their  dogmadc  nonsense  of  then  phi- 
thropy.  The  church  ofEn^and,  if  overthrown,  win 
swept  away  by  the  sectarians,  and  not  by  the  sceptics. 

:ir  own  immense  importance  in  the  roabns  of  space, 

imofhuman  reason,  but  they  are  very  few;  andlhtjr 
inions,  without  enthusiasm  or  appeal  to  th^  passions, 
n  never  gain  proselytes — unless,  indeed,  they  are 
rseculed :  thaty  to  be  sure, 
Mr.  S.,  with  a  cowardly  fe 
ipated  ^^  death-bei 
dislike ;  and  indulge 


irdly  ferocity,  ejulis  over  the  ai 


.  What  Mr.  S.'a 


LveU  a^ 


^ume,  with  most  men  of  any  reflection,  I  have  not 
id  for  a  "death-bad''  to  repeat  of  many  of  my 
IS,  notwithstanding  the  "  diabobcal  pride''  which 
this  pitiful  renegado  in  his  rancour  would  impute  to 
hose  who  scorn  Um.  Whether,  upon  the  whole,  Iha 
?ood  or  evil  of  my  deeds  may  preponderate,  is  not  for 
ne  to  ^certain ;  but,  as  my  means  and  opportunities 
lave  been  greater,  I  shall  limit  my  present  defence  to  an 
isscrtion  (easily  proved,  if  necessary)  that  T, "  in  my  de 
jree,"  have  dune  more  real  good  in  any  one  ^ven  year, 
nnee  I  was  twenty,  than  Mr.  Southey  m  the  whole 
^durseofhisshiftingandturncoateiistence.  Thcreare 
leveral  actions  to  which  I  can  took  back  with  an  honest 
^idc,  not  to  be  damped  by  the  calumnies  of  a  liireliug. 
There  ore  others t     ■■  ■  ■ 


h  Mr. 


Southey  can  have  any  rCEO  knowledge,  a: 

his  own,  did  no  dishonour  to  that  conneiion  nor  to  mo. 
I  am  not  ignorant  of  Mr.  Soulhey's  calumnies  on  a  dif- 
ferent occasion,  knowing  thrai  to  be  such,  which  he 

me  and  others :  they  have  done  hun  no  good  ui  this 
world  {  and,  if  his  creed  be  the  right  ihid,  they  will  do 
bim  lees  in  the  next.  What  M»  »  death-bed"  may  be, 
it  is  tvA  my  provutce  to  predicate :  let  him  settle  i(  with 
his  Maker,  as  I  must  do  vrith  mine.  There  is  something 
at  once  kidicrous  and  blasphemousm  this  arrogant  scnb- 
l^er  of  all  woilts  sitting  down  to  deal  damnadon  and  de- 
slructim  upon  bis  frUow-creaturcs,  with  Wat  Tyler,  the 
Apolbeosis  of  Oeorge  the  Third,  and  the  Elegy  on  Mar- 
tin the  regirdde,  all  shutfled  together  in  his  writm^desk. 
One  oflusconaolalions  appears  to  be  a  Latin  note  from 
BworkofaMr.l«ndffl-,lhe  author  of"  Gobir,"  whose 
IHondship  for  Robert  Southey  will.  It  seems,  "  be  an 
honour  lo  him  when  the  ephemeral  disputes  and  ephe- 
meral reputations  ofthe  day  aie  forgotten."  I  for  one 
nather  ciivy  him  "the  friendship,"  nor  the  glory  in 

son's  lijrtune  m  tlie  third  and  fourth  generation. — 
This  friendship  wB)  probably  be  as  memorable  as  his 
own  epics,  which  (as  I  quoted  to  him  ten  or  twelve  years 
ago  in  Enghsh  Bards)  Person  sud  "  would  be  rcment- 
beted  when  Homer  and  Virgil  are  fbt^tten,  and  not  tl. 
then."    For  the  present,  I  leave  bim. 
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A  MYSTERY. 


or  Ihe  field  nhiota  die  Lord  God  liad  made,- 


TO  SIR  WALTER  SCOTT,  BART. 

THIS   "murSTERT  OF  OAIH"   IS  IHSOBIBED, 

BY  HIS  OULIGUD  rEIEND,  AND  FAITHFUL  SERVANT, 

THE  AUTHOf„ 


aities."  The 


rs  intilled  "a  Mystery,"  in  con- 
title  sjineied  to  dramas  upon 
ivera  styled  "Mystories,"  ot 


Old  TeEtaineut.    For  a  reason  for  litis  ex  roordina 

bn,  he  may  consult  "Warharton's  Divins  Leg 

"  whether  saliafacWry  or  not,  no  bfilter  has  j 

assigned.    T  have  therefore  supposed  it  new 

Cain,  without,  I  hope,  any  perversion  of  Holy  Writ, 

With  regard  to  the  languogo  of  Lucifer,  it  was  di( 


makeh 


h,  Italian,  or  Spanish.    The  author  has 
end  ed  to  preserve  the  language  adapted  to  his 

chara  te  and  where  it  is  [andlhis  is  butraiely]  taken 
&  m  tual  Smprtire,  he  has  made  as  Utile  alteration, 
f  rds,  as  the  rhythm  would  permit.  The 
teader  mil  reooUeet  that  the  book  of  Genesis  does  not 
itate  that  Eve  was  tempted  by  a  demon,  but  by  "the 
Serpent ;"  End  Uial  only  because  he  was  "  the  most 
lubtil  of  ail  ^e  beasts  of  Ihe  field."  Whatever  uilerpre- 
lation  the  Rabbins  and  the  Fathers  may  have  put  upon 
ints,  I  must  take  the  words  as  I  iind  them,  and  reply 
with  Bishop  Watson  upon  sunilar  occasions,  when  the 
Fathers  were  quoted  to  him,  asModeratflr  ui  the  Schools 
of  Cambridge,  "Behold  the  Bookl"— ht^ding  up  the 
Scripture.  It  la  to  be  recollected  that  my  present  sub- 
ject has  not^iing  to  do  with  the  Nem  I'egltattentf  to 
wluoh  no  reference  can  bo  here  made  without  ana- 
cEironism.  With  the  poems  upon  similar  topics  I  iiave 
not  been  recently  fenjliar.  Since  I  was  twenty,  I  have 
never  read  Milton  i  but  I  had  read  him  so  irequently 
before,  that  this  may  make  lltlle  difference.  Gesner'a 
"  Death  of  Abel "  I  have  never  read  anee  I  was  dght 
years  of  age,  al  Aberdeen.  The  general  impresrion  of 
myreeoUecUonis  delight;  but  of  the  contents,  I  remem- 
ber only  that  Cain's  vife  was  called  Mahala,  and  Abel's 
Tiiu^a.~In  the  following  pages  I  have  called  them 
"  Adah"  and  «  Zillah,"  the  earhest  female  names  which 
0[:cur  in  Genesis  i  they  were  those  of  I.amech'a  wives : 
'    iCof  CaAn  and  Abi'  .»   ■  .     .■   - 


I  have  done  what  I  could  to 

lum  within  ^a  bounds  of  spiritual  politeness. 

If  he  discbims  having  tempted  Eve  m  the  s! 

c  Serpent,  it  is  only  bocause  the  book  of  GeU' 

It  the  most  distant  allusion  to  any  thing  of  th 


luly. 


fc.— The  reader  wil!  perceive  that  the  author  has 
partly  adopted  in  this  poem  the  notion  of  C^vier,  that 
the  world  had  been  destroyed  several  times  beCjte  the 
on  of  man.  This  speculation,  deriv.:d  frcm  the 
ait  strata  and  the  bones  of  enormous  olid  un- 
1  anunals  found  in  them,  is  not  contrhry  to  the 
io  account,  but  rather  confirms  it ;  as  no  human 
have  yet  been  discovered  in  those  strata,  al- 
ii those  of  rnany  known  animals  are  found  near 
mains  of  the  unknown.  The  assertion  of  Lutifcf, 
that  the  Pre- Adamite  world  wa£  also  peopled  by  rational 
;  much  more  intelligent  than  man,  and  proper, 
tionably  powerful  In  the  mammoth,  etc.,  etc.,  is,  of 

ought  to  add,  that  there  is  a  "  Tramelogodii"  of 


DRAMATIS  PERSONjE. 

WOMi';r>. 


Whet 


:,  then,  0 


e  of  subjeel 


now  nothing,  and 
o  bear  in  mind  (what  few 


MEK. 
Cain. 
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CAIN. 

Dost  Ihou  not  live  7 



Must  1  not  die] 

ACT  I 

SCENE  r. 

Alas! 
The  fruit  of  our  forbidilen  tree  begins 

71«  /jinj  milfeul  Pwa,li>e—Ti-me,  Sunrise. 

To  fall. 

Ai>«ii,  Eve,  Caih,  Abej  ,  Adah,  Zili-ah,  ffifemr 

An  AM. 

a  Sacrifice. 

And  we  must  gather  it  again. 

Oh,  GoJ !  why  didsl  thou  plant  ibe  tree  oflinowledge 

Gnu,  the  Eleraall  Infinito!  All-WlscI— 
Who  out  of  dorknees  on  the  deep  ilidst  mnke 

And  wherefore  pluck'd  ye  not  the  tree  of  Qfo  T 
Ye  might  have  then  defied  him. 

Jehovah,  wilh  roluming  lighl,  nU  hail  1 

OhI  my  son. 

God  1  "'ha  didsl  name  the  day,  and  separata 

Bbsphemenot:  ibea*  are  serpents' words. 

Mciming  from  nighl,  till  thou  divided  never- 

*^*"''                    Whynotl 

Who  didsl  divide  the  wave  from  wave,  and  call 

The  snake  spoke  tnOk:  it  was  the  tree  of  knowledge ; 

Purt  of  thy  work  Uie  linnamenl— all  hail  1 

And  lifo  is  good  i  and  how  can  both  be  evil  7 

God !  who  didst  call  the  eiemanls  into 

And  night,  and  worlds  which  those  iUtmiinale 

Before  thy  birth:  Iclme  not  see  renew'd 

Or  shadow,  madeat  bobiga  to  enjoy  Ihem, 
And  love  both  them  and  thce-all  hail  1  all  hail! 

My  miseiy  in  thine,    I  have  repented. 
Let  me  not  see  my  offspring  fall  into 

The  snares  beyond  die  wails  of  Paradise, 

Go.I,  the  Eternal!  Parent  of  all  things! 

Which  e'en  in  Paradise  destroy'd  his  parents. 

Content  thee  with  what  is.    Had  we  been  so, 

IVbe  beloved,  mora  than  all,  aavs  iheo— 

Tliou  now  hadat  been  eonlenled.~Oh,  my  sen ! 

1^1  me  love  ihce  and  them  :-AU  hail  1  all  hail  I 

Oor  orisons  completed,  let  os  hence. 

l)h,  God ',  v.-ho  loving,  making,  blessing  all, 

Each  to  his  task  of  toH — not  heavy,  though 

Yet  didst  permit  the  serpent  to  creep  in. 

Needliil :  the  earth  is  young,  and  yields  us  kindly 

Ajid  drive  n.y  father  forth  from  Paradise, 

Keep  us  from fiirther  evil t-HaiU  aUhaU! 

'ca.n,myson, 

Son  Cam,  my  first-born,  wherefore  art  thou  silcnlT 

Behold  thy  father  cheetful  and  resign'd. 

Why  should  1  speak  7 

[£4^1  Adam  md  Eri. 

To  pray. 

Wilt  thou  not,  my  brother? 

Haveyenoipray'd7 

Why  will  ihou  wear  this  gloom  upon  thy  brow. 

Which  can  avdl  thee  nothing,  save  to  rouse 

We  have,  most  fejvently. 

The  Eiemal  anger? 

And  loudly:  ! 

My  beloved  Cain. 

Have  h=.-vrd  you. 

Wilt  thou  ftovvt,  even  on  me  J 

So  will  Go";  r  trust. 

No,  Adah!  noj 

^'"""             Amen' 

1  fain  would  be  »lone  a  little  while. 

llul  thou,  my  eliiest-born,  art  silent  still. 

Precede  me,  brolher-I  will  follow  shortly. 

And  you,  too,  sislers,  lairy  not  behind ; 

TisDfiiP-I'houldbeso. 

\'our  gentleness  musl  not  he  harshly  met : 

WTierefo.-eso? 

If  not,  1  will 

Return  to  seek  you  here. 

HwwwhttothankforJ 

The  peace  of  God 

GAIK. 

Bo  on  your  spirit,  brother! 

No. 

[Exil  Abel,  Zillah,  ond  Adah 

db,  Google 


CAIN.                                                         3G3 

«Am  (soluj). 

To  make  death  hateful,  save  an  innate  clinging. 

And  this  ia 

Life !— Toil  >  and  wherelbte  ehould  I  toil  ?-b«oiiU5e 

Instinct  of  hfe,  which  I  abhor,  as  I 

My  rgthcr  could  not  keep  his  place  in  Eden. 

Despise  myself,  yet  cannot  overcome — 

What  had  /  done  in  this  T-I  was  nnhom. 

And  so  I  live.    WouU  I  had  never  lived ! 

1  sought  not  to  be  bom ;  nor  love  the  state 

To  which  lha,l  birth  hns  brought  me.  Why  did  ho 

Thou  livest,  and  must  live  for  ever:  think  not 

Yidd  to  the  serpent  and  the  nomao  7  or, 

The  earth,  which  is  thine  outward  covering,  is 

Yielding,  why  suffer  T  What  was  there  in  this  ! 

Existence— It  wiU  cease,  and  thou  wilt  be 

The  tree  was  planted,  and  why  not  for  him  7 

No  less  than  thou  art  now. 

If  not,  why  place  him  near  It,  where  il  grow. 

The  fiiirest  in  the  centre  7  They  hate  but 

No  tea!  and  why 

One  answer  to  all  questions,  " 't  was  ia  will, 

No  mora  7 

And  fte  ia  E"'"'-"    How  linow  I  that  7  Because 

He  is  all.poworful,  must  alt-good,  too,  follow  7 

It  may  be  ihou  shall  he  as  we. 

[judge  but  by  the  fruits— and  they  are  hitter— 

Which  I  must  feed  on  for  a  fault  not  mine. 

And  ye  7 

Whom  have  we  here7— A  shape  like  to  the  angels, 

Ate  everlasting. 

Of  spiritual  essence:  whydolquake? 

Why  should  I  fear  him  more  than  other  spirits. 

Are  ye  happy  7 

Whom  I  see  daily  waie  their  fieiy  swords 

Wo  are  mighty. 

Before  the  gates  round  which  I  Unger  oli. 

In  twilight's  hour,  to  catch  a  ^unpse  of  those 

Are  ye  happy? 

Ere  the  night  closes  o'er  the  inhibited  waJls, 
And  the  immortal  trees  which  overtop 

No:  art  thou 7 

If  I  shrink  not  from  those,  Ae  fire-arm'd  angels. 

How  should  I  he  so  7  Look  on  me  ! 

Why  should  J  quail  from  him  who  now  approaches  7 

Poor  clay ! 
And  thou  prctendest  to  be  wretched !  Tliou! 

Yet  he  seems  mightier  far  than  Ihem,  nor  less 

Beauteous,  and  yet  not  all  as  beautiful 

As  ho  hath  been,  and  might  be  ;  sorrow  seems 
Hair  of  his  imnionahty.    And  is  It 

I  am :— and  thou,  with  all  thy  might,  what  ait  thou  ( 

So  7  and  can  aughl  grieve  save  humanity  J 

I.UCIFEB. 

He  Cometh. 

Ono  who  aspu:ed  to  ha  what  made  thee,  and 

Enter  LtrciFER. 

Would  not  have  made  thee  what  thou  art.- 

IBCIFEX. 

CAIF. 

""*  ■           CAIB. 

Thou  look'st  almost  a  god  ;  and— 

Spirit,  who  art  thou  7 

Master  of  spirits. 

And  having  fail'd  to  be  one,  would  he  nought 

And  being  so,  canst  ihon 

Save  what  I  am.    He  conquer'd ;  let  hun  reign  i 

Leave  then.,  and  walk  with  dustJ 

Who? 

Thy  sire's  Maker,  and  the  earth's. 

Of  dust,  and  feel  for  it,  and  with  you. 

How! 
You  (mow  my  thoughts? 

And  heavens. 

AndalUhatinihemis.     So  1  have  heard 

His  seraphs  sing ;  and  so  my  father  saiih. 

They  are  the  thoughts  of  atl 

LUCIFER. 

Worthy  of  thought ; — 't  is  your  immortal  part 

They  say— what  they  must  sing  and  sajr,  on  pain 

Of  being  that  which  I  am— and  thou  an— 

Of  spirits  and  of  men. 

What  immortal  part7 

This  h=s  not  been  reveal'd :  the  tree  of  life 

And  what  is  that  / 

Wos  withheld  from  lis  by  my  father's  folly. 

While  that  of  knowledge,  by  my  mother's  haste. 
Was  pluck'd  too  soon  ;  and  all  ihe  fruit  is  dea^! 

Souls  Tk.io  dare  use  their  immortafity— 

They  have  decaved  thee;  thou  shall  hve. 

His  evil  is  not  good !  If  he  has  made. 

As  he  saith— which  I  know  not,  nor  believfr- 

IHve, 

But,  if  he  made  os-ho  cannot  unmake . 

Rut  live  to  die:  and,  living,  see  nothing 

We  are  immortal  1- nay,  ha  'd  fimw  ua  m. 
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15  great— 


That  he  may  wnure :— let  hln 

But,  in  his  grealaess,  is  110  ha 

We  in  our  conBkl  1  Goodjicsa  would  nol  make 

Evili  and  what  else  hatli  he  made?  But  lei  him 

Sit  cm  his  vast  and  solitary  rhroDe, 

Crea^ng  worlds,  to  make  etoniity 

And  unpartidpaifid  solkude ! 

Let  bini  crovrd  orb  on  orb :  he  is  alone. 

Indefinite,  iudisBoluble  tyrant ! 

Could  ha  but  crush  himseir, 'twere  (he  best  boon 

He  ever  granleil :  biit  let  him  reign  on. 

And  multiply  himself  in  misery ! 

And,  eul!ertiig  in  concert,  make  our  pangs, 
Jmtumerable,  more  endurable, 
B  J  the  unbounded  sympathy  of  all — 
WiLhall!  ButHe;  Eowratdied  in  his  height. 
So  restless  in  his  wretchedness,  must  still 

Thou  speak'st  to  me  of  things  which  long  have  swi 

In  melons  through  my  thought ;  I  never  could 

Reconcile  what  I  saw  with  what  I  heard. 

My  father  and  my  mother  talk  to  me 

Of  serpent,  and  of  fruits  and  trees:  I  see 

The  gates  of  what  they  call  their  Paradise 

Guarded  by  fiery-swotijed  cherubim, 

Whidi  shut  them  out,  and  me :  I  feel  the  weight 

Of  daily  toil,  and  constant  thi 


srld  whei 


Thoughts  wl 

Could  master  all  things  r— but  1  thought  alono 

This  miseiy  was  nuw.— My  father  is 

Tamed  down ;  my  mother  has  forgot  the  mind 

^Vhich  made  her  thirst  for  knowledge  at  the  risk 

Of  an  eternal  curse;  my  brother  is 

A  watching  shepherd  boy^  who  offers  up 

The  firstlings  of  the  flock  to  hmi  who  bids 

The  earth  yield  nothing  to  us  without  sweat ; 

My  sister  Zillah  sings  an  earlier  hymn 

Than  the  bull's  matins ;  and  my  Adah,  my 

Own  and  beloved,  she  too  understands  not 

Thi;  mind  which  overwhelms  me  :  never  dll 

r  is  well— I  rather  would  consort  with  spirits. 

And  hidsl  thou  not  been  fit  by  thine  own  seal 
Ptr  such  companionship,  I  would  nol  now 
Haie  Blood  before  thee  as  I  am :  a  serpent 
Ilad  been  enough  to  charm  ye,  as  before. 


Ig^?  and  was  not  the  tree  of  life 
7  Did  /  bid  her  phick  them  not  3 
things  prohlluted  within 

of  hemgs  innocent,  and  cnrious 

even  Be  who  thrust  ye  forth  so  thrust  ye 
VB  should  not  eat  the  ftuiia  of  life. 


Who  would  not  let  ye  live,  01 
Have  made  ye  live  for  ever  a 
And  power  of  knowledge  1 


One  is  yours  already, 


The  other  may  be  stJIL 


By  being 
Yourselves,  in  your  rBJstance.     Nothing  ca, 
Quench  the  muid,  if  the  mmd  will  be  itself 


didst  thou  tempt  my  parents  7 


Poor  clay !  what  should  I  tempt  them  for,  or  how 
Tliey  say  the  seipent  was  a  spirit. 

Who 

Sailh  that  ?  It  is  not  wntlen  so  on  high : 
The  proud  One  will  not  so  far  falsify. 
Though  man's  vast  fears  and  Uttle  vanity 
Would  make  him  cast  upon  the  spiritual  nature 
His  own  low  failuig.    TTie  snake  was  the  snake- 
No  more ;  and  yet  not  leas  than  (hose  ha  temptei; 

The  knowledge  fatal  to  their  narrow  joys. 
Thmk'st  thou  I  'd  take  the  shape  of  things  that  d 

But  the  thing  had  a  demon? 


1  tell  thee  that  the  se 


That  bows  to  hun  who  made  things  but  to  bend 

Before  his  sullen  sole  eternity ; 

But  we,  who  see  the  truth,  must  speak  it.    Thy 

Fond  parents  lisleu'd  to  a  creeping  thing. 

And  fell.    For  what  shonld  spirits  tempt  them  1  W 

Was  there  to  envy  in  the  narmw  bounds 

Of  Paradise,  that  spirits  who  pervade 

Space but  I  spnikto  thee  of  whut  thou  knoiv'sii 

With  all  thy  tree  of  knowledge. 


Speak  aught  of  knowledge  which  1  would  not  know. 
And  do  nol  thirst  to  know,  and  bear  B  mind 
To  know. 
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And  heart  10  look  on  } 

To  he  resolved  into  the  earth. 

Be  it  provad. 

Butshalilknowit? 

Dai'Bt  thou  to  look  on  Death  1 

As  1  know' not  death, 

He  has  not  jet 

Were  1  quiet  earth. 

That  were  no  evil!  would  I  ne'er  had  been 

But  must  ba  undergone. 

Aught  else  but  dust! 

My  father 

Thatisagrov'lingwiah, 

Says  he  is  something  dreadful,  and  my  mother 

Less  than  thy  father's,  for  he  wieh'd  to  know. 

Weeps  when  he 's  named ;  and  Abel  U(i3  his  eyes 

To  heaven,  and  ZiUah  oaMs  he'ra  to  the  earth. 

But  not  to  live,  or  wherefore  pluck'd  ha  not 

And  sighs  a  prayer ;  and  Adah  looks  on  me. 

ThaUfe-lteeV 

AndspeakBnot. 

He  was  hinder'd. 

AndthM? 

Deadly  error 

Thoughts  unspeakabla 

Not  to  snatch  first  that  fruit:  hut  ere  he  pluok'o 

Crowd  in  my  breast  to  burning,  when  I  heat 

The  knowledge,  ha  was  ignorant  of  death. 

Of  this  alniighly  Death,  who  is,  it  seems. 

Alas !  I  scarcely  now  know  what  it  is. 

In6vit3,ble.    CouU  I  wrestle  mth  him? 

And  yet  I  fear  it-fear  I  know  nol  what ! 

I  wrestled  with  a  lion,  when  a  boy. 

In  play,  till  he  tan  roaring  from  my  gripe. 

And  I,  who  know  all  things,  fear  noliilng:  see 

What  is  true  knowledge. 

It  has  no  sha|»,  but  will  absorb  all  things 

That  hem  the  form  of  earth-bom  being. 

Will  thou  teach  me  all? 

Ah! 

Ay,  upon  one  condition. 

[  thought  it  was  a  being :  who  eoutd  do 

Such  evil  things  to  beings  save  a  being  1 

Name  it. 

Ask  the  Deslrojet. 

That 
Thou  dost  fall  down  and  worship  nie-ihy  Lord. 

Who7 

Thoa  art  not  the  Lord  my  father  worships. 

ThoMaher-caUhlm 

Which  name  Inou  wilt ;  he  maJies  but  to  dealroy. 

No. 

I  knew  nol  that,  yet  thought  it,  since  1  heard 

His  equal? 

Of  death :  although  I  know  not  what  it  is, 

No  ■— I  havo  n™^i  Ui  common  with  huff 

Yet  it  seems  horrible.    I  have  bok'd  out 

Nor  would ;  I  would  he  aughl  above — beneath — 

In  the  vast  desolate  night  in  search  of  him  i 

Aught  save  a  sharer  or  a  aetvant  of 

The  umhragB  of  the  walls  of  Eden,  chequer'd 

His  power.    IdwoUapart;  hut  lam  great:— 
Many  (here  are  who  worship  me,  and  more 

By  the  fa>flashmg  of  the  cherubs'  swords, 

Who  shall- bo  thou  amongst  the  lirst. 

I  watch'd  for  what  I  thought  his  coming ;  for 

With  fear  rose  longing  in  my  heart  to  know 

What  'twas  which  shook  us  all-hut  nothing  came. 

Aa  yet  have  bow'd  unto  my  father's  God, 

And  then  I  turn'd  my  weary  eyes  from  off" 

Although  my  brother  Ahel  oil  implores 

Our  native  and  forbidden  Paradise, 

Tbatlwoidd  join  with  him  in  sacrifice  :- 

Up  to  the  lights  above  us,  m  the  aaire. 

Why  should  I  bow  to  thee  ? 

Which  ate  so  beautiful :  shall  they,  too,  die  ? 

Hast  thou  ne'er  bow  u 

Tohbn? 

Havel  not  sud  it?-need  I  say  itT 

I'm  glad  of  that;  I  would  rot  have  them  die. 

They  are  so  lovely.    What  is  death?    I  fear. 

Could  not  thy  mighty  Jinowledge  teach  thea  thai  7 

I  feel,  it  is  a  dreadful  thing ;  but  what. 

I  cannot  compaM!  '1  is  denounced  against  us. 

He  who  bows  not  to  him  has  bow'd  to  ms ' 

Both  them  wIjo  sinn'd  and  sinn'd  not,  as  an  ill— 

Wiuuill? 

Butlwinbendionffllher 
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Ne'ertheteBs, 
l^ou  aitmjnorstiipper:  nM  vorslupping 
QiiD  makes  thee  nune  Ihe  same. 

Ajidwbutisllml! 

ITiou  It  know  here— mlI  hereafter. 

Let  me  but 


To  bo  our  guests— wUl  he  1 

CAIH  (to  Lucif^). 

WiliihcMiT 


Sb  taught  the  master;  of  my  beuig. 


Wheta  I  will  lead  thee. 


Follow 


With  AM  on  an  altar. 

Thou  na'er  hadst  bent  10  him  that  made  Ihee  J 


Wbn  dosl  Ih 


te? 


She  is  my  sister. 
Bom  on  the  same  da.y,  of  the  same  womb ;  and 
Slie  wrung  from  me,  with  tears,  this  promise,  and 
Rather  than  Bea  her  weep,  I  would,  methinka. 
Bear  all — and  worship  aught. 

Then  follow  me '. 


Eater  Adah, 

My  brother,  I  have  come  for  thee ; 
ll  ia  our  hour  of  rest  and  joy — and  we 
Huva  less  without  Ihee.    Thou  hast  labour'd  not 
This  mora ;  but  I  have  done  thy  task .-  the  fruita 
Are  ripe,  and  glowing  as  the  light  which  ripens : 
Come  away. 

See'st  thou  not? 


Of  r03l!~heiswelco 


Til-  angels  we  hare  si 


Let  ma  go  with  thee. 


No,  Ell 


Who 


thou  that  steppest  Ijelween  hoarl  and  heart  7 
He  is  a  god. 

How  know'st  thou? 


io  did  the  serpent,  ; 


Ay — to  our  eternal  aotrow. 

And  yet  that  grief  is  knowledge — ao  he  lied  not : 
And  if  he  did  betray  you,  'I  was  with  truth ; 
And  truth  ui  its  own  essence  cannot  ha 
But  good. 

But  al!  we  know  of  it  has  gather'd 
Evil  on  evil :  eiiiulaion  from  our  homo, 

Bemorae  of  that  which  was,  and  hope  of  that 
Which  comelh  noL  Cain!  walk  not  with  th«  ep 

Love  thee. 

More  than  thy  mother  and  thy  sire  ? 

I  do.    Is  tliat  a  sui,  too  1 


lust  not  my  daughter  love  her  brother  Enoch  i 


Oh,  my  God! 
Shall  they  not  loro,  and  bring  fwlh  thmgs  that 
Out  of  their  love?  have  they  not  drawn  their  o 
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Forlh  with  Ihis  npiril ;  ! 
The  Ein  I  speak  of  is  nc 


Whalis 

tlie»n 

vhicli  is  no 

Sin  in  ilse 

7  Cane 

rcumsla 

ncemalie 

Or  virtue' 

-if  it  doth, ««  or 

the  slave 

Of 

Highe 

things  than  yo  a 

e  slaves: 

uUbCG 

,  did  they 

ndepende 

Tolhesm 

wthagon 

esof  a, 

ilalion 

In  hymns 

gs,aiKl 

elf-seekin 

It  IB  omnip 

oteni,  nn 

not  fi-om  love, 

Oh,ii 


'  nurther !  Ihoa 


Than  U>  thyseir;  thou  at  the  least  hast  p: 
Tliy  youth  in  Paradise,  in  innocent 
And  Happy  intertourso  with  bappy  spuita 
But  WB,  thy  children,  ignorant  ij  Eden, 

PiB  wopis  of  God,  and  tempt  us  wilii  oi 


Wert 


.tialied  and  ci 


in  by  the  snake,  in  thy  most  flush'd 


ich  stands  before  me :  I  cannot  ablior  him ; 

I  yet  I  fly  nol  from  him :  in  his  eye 
ire  is  a  fastening  attraction,  which 
3G  my  fluttering  eyes  on  his ;  my  heart 

jcrandncaror;  Cain— Cain— save  me  from  him 


Of  thy  fond  parents,  for  their  daring,  p 
her  choice :  your  sire  hath  chosei 


m  they  snatch'd  from  the  tree 
'en  us  all  from  Paradise  7 


Should  we  not  love  them  and  our  children,  C  a 

My  tittle  Enoch !  and  his  lispmg  sister ! 
Could  I  but  deem  Ihem  happy,  I  would  half 
Fiffget — —but  it  can  never  be  Ibrgotten 
Through  thrice  a  thousand  generations !  nevci 
Shall  men  lo7e  the  remembrance  of  the  man 
Who  sow'd  the  seed  of  evil  and  mankind 
In  the  same  hour !  They  pluck'd  the  tree  of  s. 


Bcgol  mi-llue- 

-an 

dallth 

few 

hat  arc 

Ml 

dl  the  unn 
titudes,mil 

uml, 
ons 

r-dan 
myria 

s,wh 

nerable 
chma 

reol 

sucbt 

[■h 

thy 

loTO- 

nylov 

sand 

rapturous 

J,e^ 

lead  them 

udc 

uraelvo 

ghmai 

eath— the  unknown  I   Methlnks  the  tree 
ledge 

Hath  not  fulfill'd  its  promise :— if  they  sinn'd. 
At  least  they  ought  to  have  kno^vn  all  things  i 
Of  knowledge— and  Ihc  mystery  of  death. 
What  do  they  know  ?— that  they  ara  miserabl 
What  need  OC  snakes  and  fruits  to  teach  us  il 
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oughl  !o  do  with  happiness 


Which  humbles  m 


I  Diink  I  could  be  so,  despite  of  death. 
Which,  BB I  know  it  not,  I  dteod  not,  though 
It  seems  an  awful  shadow— if  I  may 
Judge  ftom  what  I  have  heard. 


Alime,  thou  say'st,  be  happy  1 

Alone!  Oh,  mj  God  I 
Who  could  he  happy  and  alone,  or  goodT 
To  mo  my  soUtude  Bcems  sin;  unleas 
When  I  thbk  how  soon  I  shall  see  my  brother, 
His  brother,  and  our  children,  and  our  parents. 


Ye 

thy  God  is 

alnn« 

and  is 

Lon 

elyaudgoo 

dV 

ADAH 

o;  ho  hath 

■I'h 

angels  an( 

them 

ortals  t 

thusbecon 

n  diHii 

VVl 

at  else  can 

oy  be 

hut  the 

spreading  joy  3 

Ask  of  your  sire,  the  eiHe  fresh  from  Eden 
Or  of  his  first-bom  son ;  aak  your  own  heai 
It  is  not  tranquil. 


The  cause  of  this  all-spreading  happiness 
(Which  you  proclaim)  of  tho  all-great  and  good 
Maker  of  life  and  hv^  things;  it  is 


HIjii 


^ofus 


isisl,  ai 


[lis  seraphs  say ;  but  it  is  worth  the  trial, 
Since  better  may  not  be  without :  there  is 
A  wisdom  in  tho  spirit,  which  dhecls 
I'o  right,  as  in  the  dim  blue  air  the  eve 
Of  you,  yoimg  niortala,  lights  at 


The 


which  watches,  welcominj 
beautiful  star;  I  love  it  for 


in  rny  father,  w 
■  ■  <  angels 


to  thee. 


And  tirighter,  yet  less  beautiful  and  powerful 

AH  light,  diey  look  upon  us ;  but  thou  seem'at 
Like  an  ethereal  lught,  where  long  white  clow. 
Streak  the  deep  purple,  and  unnumber'd  starn 
Spangle  the  wonderful  mysterious  vault 
■""'  ■  things  that  look  as  if  they  would  be  suns 


beaudful. 


LzzllDg,  and  yet  di 


8  to  their 


They  fill  my  eyos  with  tears,  and  so  dost  i 
.nd  I  will  weep  for  thee. 


The  myriad  myriads — the  all-peopled  ear  Ji — 
The  unpeopled  earth— and  the  o'er-peopled  hell. 
Of  which  thy  bosom  is  Ihe  germ. 


This  ap 


Let  him 


Him  will  I  follow. 

Whither  V 

To  a  place 
Whence  he  sndl  como  back  to  theo  in  an  hour ; 

How  can  that  be  ? 

Did  not  your  Maker  make 
Out  of  old  worlds  this  new  one  in  few  daya  1 

Show  in  an  hour  what  he  hath  made  in  many. 
Or  hath  desttoy'd  in  faw  ? 


He 

shall. 

mptfiom 

andw 

eternity 

rtoanhoH 

enothyi 

a  mystery 

.     Caui,c 

om 

on  will 
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Ay,  woman  I  ho  alone 
nottals  ffom  tlai  place  (the  first  and  lasl 
1  shall  return,  save  Oke)— shall  come  back  to  thee, 
nake  that  silent  and  expectant  world 


The  billows  and  be  safe.    /  will  not  say 

:  thoB ;  but  fly  with  me  o'er  Ihe  gulf 
0  an  equal  flight,  and  I  will  show 
What  Ihou  dar'st  not  deny,  (he  history 
Of  past,  and  present,  and  of  future  worlds. 


Where. dwellestthouj 

Throughout  ail  space.  Where aiiould  I  dwell!  Whereare 
Thy  God  qr  Gods— there  am  I ;  all  things  are 
Dividsd  with  me ;  life  ond  death— and  time— 
Elermty — and  heaven  and  earth — a^d  that 
Which  is  not  heaven  nor  earth,  but  peopled  with 
Those  who  once  peopled  or  eliall  people  both — 
These  are  my  realms '.  So  that  t  do  divide 
Jfia,  and  possess  a  kingdom  which  is  not 
Hif.    If  I  were  not  that  which  I  have  said. 
Could  I  stand  here?  His  angels  aie  within 


If  thou  dost  long  for  knowledge,  I  lan  satiate 
That  ihiisl !  nor  osk  Ihee  lo  partake  of  fruits 
Which  shall  deprive  thee  of  a  suigle  good 
The  conqueror  has  lea  thee.    Follow  me. 

Gpitit,  I  have  said  iU      [ExeJoit  Ldcifeb.  oj 

Cain!  my  brother!  Cai 


J  tread  on  air,  and  sink  net  ]  yet 


I  do  so  wiUiout  impiety  7 


Wlio 


Echo  the  sound  to  miserable  things. 
Which,  knowmg  nougnt  oeyond  their  shalloi 
Worship  the  word  which  strikes  their  ear,  am 
Evil  or  good  wliat  is  proclaim^  to  them 
In  their  abasement.    I  will  have  none  such : 
Worship  or  worship  not,  thou  shalt  behold 
The  wotldB  beyond  thy  little  world,  nor  be 
Amerced,  for  doubts  beyond  *y  little  bfe, 
With  torture  of  nu(  doommg.    There  will  coi 


1  shalt  se 


dupon  1 


Can  itbeV 
m  small  blue  circle,  swin^ng  in  fat  ether, 
ith  an  inferior  drclet  near  it  siIU, 
Which  looks  like  ijial  which  lit  our  earthly  night  i 
Is  this  our  Paradise  ?  Where  are  its  walls. 
And  they  who  guard  them  7 


Of  Paradise 


le  out  the  s 


How  should  n  As  we  move 

axes  Uttle,  and  then  less. 
Gathers  a  halo  round  it,  like  the  light 
Which  shone  the  roundest  of  the  stare,  when  I 

m  from  the  skirts  of  Paradise ; 
Methinks  they  both,  as  we  recede  from  them. 


Appeal 
Which 


imerattle  ( 


mber  than  the  dust  of  thy  dull  earth, 
Though  multiplied  to  animated  atoms, 
All  living,  and  all  doom'd  to  death,  and  wretched, 
■"      wonldatlbou  think? 


'hlcb  knew  such  things. 

But  if  that  high  thought  mm 

Knowing  such  things,  aspiring  to  such  things, 

cience  still  beyond  them,  were  chainM  down 
To  the  most  gross  and  petty  paltry  wants, 
'  "  '^  111  and  lulsome,  and  the  very  best 
me  enjoyments  a  sweet  degradation, 
it  enervating  and  filthy  cheat. 
To  lure  thee  on  to  the  renewal  of 

h  souls  and  bodies,  all  foredoom'd  lo  be 
rail,  and  few  so  happy 


No  less  than  life ;  a  heritage  not  happy, 
"  '    lay  judge  till  now.     But,  spirit,  if 
It  b«  as  thou  hast  smd  (and  I  within 
Feel  the  prophetic  torture  of  its  truth). 
Here  let  ma  die ;  for  to  give  birth  to  tnosi 
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Who  can  but  suffer  nHuiy  yeuT!,  and  dio, 

Your  works,  or  acadentB,  or  whaiaoc'er 

Alethinlia,  is  merely  propugatuig  death, 

They  may  be !  Let  me  die,  as  aiians  die 

And  mullipiying  murder. 

(If  that  the,  die),  or  know  ye  in  your  might 

Thou  canst  not 

^11  die— there  is  what  must  survive. 

Spu-it  1  lot  me  ejpire,  or  see  them  nearer. 

The  Olher 

Art  thou  not  nearer  7  k»k  back  to  thine  earth ! 

Spoke  not  of  this  unto  my  father,  when 

Ho  BhutJiiu.  forth  from  Paradise,  with  death 

Where  is  it)  I  see  nothing  salve  a  mass 

Of  most  innumerahle  lights. 

Let  whst  is  mortal  of  ma  perish,  that 

I  msy  be  in  the  rest  aa  aogels  are. 

Look  there! 

/  am  angelic :  wouldsl  ihou  be  as  I  am  7 

leannotseeit. 

I  know  not  what  thou  art ;  1  see  Ihj  power. 

Tet  it  spartles  still. 

And  Bte  thou  show'st  me  things  beyond  my  power. 

Beyond  all  power  of  my  bom  faculties. 

What,  yonder7 

Although  inferior  still  to  my  desires 

Yea. 

What  are  they,  which  dwell 

And  wilt  thou  tell  me  so  7 

So  humbly  in  Iheir  pride,  as  to  sojourn 

Why,  I  hare  seen  the  fire-fiies  and  flrc-wornis 

Wilh  worms  in  clny? 

Sprinkle  the  dusky  groves  and  the  green  baniis 

In  the  dim  twilight,  blighter  than  yon  world 

And  what  art  thou,  who  dwcllesl 

Wbieh  bears  them. 

So  haughtily  in  spirit,  and  canst  range 

Thou  hast  seen  both  worms  and  world.. 

Seem'st  sorrowful  ? 

Each  bright  and  5parkling,-what  dost  think  of  them  T 

I  seem  that  which  I  am; 

That  they  are  beautiful  in  their  own  sphere, 

And  therefore  do  I  ask  of  thee,  if  tliou 

WouldstbBunmortalT 

The  little  shinmg  fire-fly  m  its  flight. 

And  the  immortal  star  in  its  great  course. 

Thou  hast  said,  I  must  be 

Must  both  be  guided. 

Inunorla!  in  despite  of  me.    I  Imew  not 

Tliis  unfd  lately— but,  since  it  must  be. 

But  by  whom,  or  what? 

Ld  me,  or  happy  or  unhappy,  leara 

To  anticipate  my  immortality. 

ITiou  didst  before  1  came  upon  thee. 

Dai'st  thou  behold  7 

How? 

How  know  I  what 

Rvsuifering.               '"JJ"' 

!  dare  behold  7  as  yet,  thou  hast  shown  nought 

And  must  torture  be  immottalT 

LUCIFEH. 

On,  then,  wilh  ne. 

W«  and  thy  sons  wiU  try.     But  now,  heboid ' 

Wouldst  thou  behold  things  mortal  or  immortal  7 

la  it  not  glorious? 

Wliy.what  are  things? 

Oh,  thou  beautiful 

And  uirimaginable ether!  and 

Bollparlly:  but  what  doth 

Sit  ncsl  thy  heart? 

And  sUll-inereasing  Ughta !  what  are  ye?  what 

Is  this  blue  wUdemea.  of  inlermmable 

The  things  I  sei!. 

Air,  where  ye  roll  along,  as  I  have  seen 

The  leaves  along  the  limpid  streams  of  Eden  1 

But  wliat 

Is  your  cotnso  measured  for  ye  7  Or  do  ye 

Salt  nearest  it  7 

Sweep  on  m  your  unbounoed  revelry 

Through  an  aerial  universe  of  endless 
Expansion,  at  which  my  soul  aches  to  think. 

The  things  I  have  not  seen. 

Nor  ever  shall— the  tpysleries  of  death. 

Intoxicated  with  eternity? 

01.  God !  Oh  Gods !  or  whatsoe'er  ye  are  I 

What  if  I  show  lo  thee  things  which  have  died. 

How  beautiful  ye  sre '  how  beautiful 

As  I  have  shown  thee  much  which  cannot  die  7 
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on  our  mighty  wings, 

cleava  the  blue !  The  sura  fado  Troni  u 
^here  is  tny  eardi  1  lot  mo  look  on  U, 


T  is  pan  of  Ay  aWrnily,  am 
Whete  dost  ihou  lead  me  7 


,w  beyond  tha«. 


otlhonnew! 


Tis  a  fearful  light! 

er;  blue  of  the  empurpled  night 

Huge  dusky  masBOB,  bat  unlike  the  worlds 
We  wore  approachingi  which,  bogirt  with  light, 
Seem'd  full  of  life  even  when  their  atmoaphcra 
Of  light  gave  way,  and  show'd  them  taking  sh^ei 
Unequal,  of  deep  vaileja  and  vast  mountains ; 
And  some  emitting  spaj^,  and  some  displaying 
Enormous  liquid  plains,  and  some  begirt 
With  luminous  belts,  and  floating  moons,  which  loo 
Ijke  them  the  feBtures  of  fait  earth ;— instead, 
ire  seems  darli  and  dreadful. 


behold  deatlt,  and  dead  things? 


What 

Ro  more  than  life  is :  and  that  was  ere  thou 
Or  J  wore,  or  the  things  which  seem  to  us 
Greater  than  eitliet :  many  things  will  have 
No  end  ;  and  some,  which  would  pretend  to  hai 
Had  no  beginning,  have  had  one  as  mean 
As  thou  ;  and  mightier  things  have  been  extinct 
To  make  way  for  much  meaner  than  we  can 
Surmise  ;  for  moms«U  only  and  the  space 
Have  been  and  must  be  all  uttchangeabk. 
Bat  changes  make  not  death,  except  to  clay ; 

rniit  which  was  day,  and  such  thou  ehall  behol 

Clay.spirit!  What  thou  will,  I  can  survey. 

Away,  then  1 

But  the  lights  fade  from  me  lasi. 
And  some  till  now  grew  larger  as  we  approich'i 
And  wore  the  look  of  worlds. 


Are  beings  past,  and  shadows  i 


ill  that  we  inherit,  11 

jch,  I  would  behold  I 

Must  one  day  seo  perforc 


Unfold  its  gaU 


{Theg  dixipptar  Ihrdugk  the  elm 

SCENE  n. 

Haiki. 
Enter  LirciFEH  and  Caiii. 

t  and  how  vast  are  those  dim  worlds  ■ 
eem  more  than  one,  and  yet  more  people 

ill  the  upper  air,  that  I 
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Had  deem'd  Ihem  rather  the  bright  populace 

Nor  wear  the  form  of  man  as  I  have  view'd  it 

n  Adam's,  and  m  Abel's,  and  m  mine. 

But  that  on  drawing  near  them  I  behold 

Nor  m  my  sister-bride's  nor  in  my  children's  ; 

Thdr  EwcIUng  into  palpable  immen^ty 

And  yet  they  have  an  aspect,  which,  though  nut 

or  mailer,  which  seem'd  made  Cw  life  to  dwell  on. 

Of  men  nor  angels,  looks  hke  something  which. 

Rather  than  life  itself.     Bui  here,  all  is 

If  not  the  last,  rose  higher  than  the  first. 

So  shadowy  ani3  so  full  of  twUight,  Ihat 

HauEhly,  and  high,  and  beautiful,  and  full 

il  speaks  of  s  day  past. 

Of  seeming  stren^  but  of  inexplicable 

Shape !  for  I  never  saw  such.    They  bear  not 

ItisUiereaUn 

The  wing  of  seraph,  nor  the  face  of  man. 

01  death.— Wouldst  ha.e  it  present? 

Nor  form  of  mightiest  brute,  nor  anghl  that  is 

Now  breatliing  ]  mighty  yet  and  Jjeautliiil 

Till  1  know 

As  the  most  beatrtiful  and  mighty  which 

That  which  il  really  is,  I  cannot  answer. 

Live,  and  yet  so  unlike  them,  that  I  scarce 

But  if  It  bo  as  I  have  heard  my  falher 

Can  caU  them  living. 

Deal  out  in  his  tong  homilies,  'tis  a  thing— 

Oh  God'  Idarenotlhinkon'il  Cursed  be 

Yet  they  hved. 

Or  Ihe  duU  mass  of  life,  that  being  life 

Could  not  reta-ln.  but  needs  must  forfeit  it- 

Even  for  the  innocent  I 

WhuB 

Thou  livest. 

Doet  thou  curse  IhyfalherT 

When? 

Cursed  he  not  ma  in  giving  me  my  binh? 
Cursed  he  nol  me  before  my  binh,  in  daring 

On  what  tho'J  callcst  earth 

To  pluck  tlie  fruit  forbidden? 

They  did  inhabit. 

Thou  say'sl  well: 

Adam  is  the  first 

The  curse  is  mutual 't  vriit  thy  are  and  Ihee— 

But  for  thy  sons  and  brother  } 

Of  thine,  I  grant  thee— hut  too  mean  to  be 

ThelaslofUiese. 

Let  them  share  it 

With  me,  their  sire  and  broUier  1  What  else  is 

And  what  are  tbeyT 

That  which 
Thou  Shalt  he. 

Some  fully  shown,  some  indistmct,  and  aU 

Butwhat»H''«ihey7 

Live  ye,  or  have  ye  lired  J 

Living,  high. 

Soi^what  of  both. 

As  much  superior  unto  all  thy  sire. 

'J.Tien  what  is  death  ? 

Adam,  could  e'er  have  been  in  Eden,  as 

What  ?  Hatii  not  He  who  made  ye 
Said  'l  is  another  life  7 

In  its  dull  damp  degeneracy,  to 

Thee  and  thy  Eon; — and  how  weak  they  are.juJge 

Ti'lnowHehath 

Said  nothing,  save  thai  all  shaJI  die. 

Ah  me!  and  did  (A^  perisii ? 

IITCIFER. 

Perhaps 

Yes,  from  their  earth,  as  thou  wilt  fade  from  ihine. 

He  one  day  will  tufold  that  further  secret. 

esis. 

BulwasBiinelhcu-sJ 

Happy  the  day! 

It  was. 

Yes,  ha{ipy!  when  unfolded 

'Bulnolasnow: 

Yet  unborn  myriads  of  unconscious  atoms, 

It  is  too  Utile  and  too  lowly  to 

Sustain  such  creatures. 

What  are  these  mighty  phantoms  which  I  see 

True,  it  was  more  glorious. 

Hoalmg  around  me  ?— they  wear  not  the  form 

or  ilie  nuelligencos  1  have  seen 

And  wherefore  did  it  fall? 
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Aak  Him  who  fells. 

Their  earth  is  gone  for  ever- 

So  changed  by  ils  convulsion,  tliey  would  not 

Bnthow? 

Be  conscious  la  a  single  present  spot 

Of  its  now  scarcely-harden'd  surface — 't  was — 

By  a  most  criisliing  and  ineiorable 

Oh,  what  a  beau^ful  world  it  b,'h  .' 

Which  «ruck  B  world  to  chaos,  as  a  coan. 

And  is; 

Subsiding  has  struck  out  a  world :  such  things, 

It  is  not  with  the  earth,  though  I  must  till  it. 

Though  rare  in  lime,  are  frequent  in  eternity.— 

I  fool  at  war,  but  that  I  may  not  profit 

Pass  (HI,  and  gaze  upon  the  past. 

By  what  it  bears  of  beautiful,  unloiling. 

Sor  gratify  my  thousand  swelhng  thoughts 

Tia  awful! 

Of  death  and  life. 

And  [me.     Behold  thcBB  phantoms !  Ihey  wore  onco 

Malerial  as  thou  arU 

What  thy  world  is  thou  aee'st, 

But  canst  not  comprehend  the  shadow  of 

And  must  I  he 

That  which  it  was. 

L^ketliem; 

And  those  enoimous  cfoalure,, 

Let  Him  who  mada  thee  tuiswor  that. 

I  show  ttiaa  what  thj  predecessors  are. 

(At  least  BO  seeming)  to  the  things  we  have  passM, 

And  what  Lhey  acre  thou  feelest,  in  degree 

Besembling  somewhat  the  wild  habitants 

Infeiior  as  th;  petty  feelings,  and 

or  the  deep  wo«b  of  earth,  the  hugest  which 

Thy  pettier  portion  of  the  inunortal  part 

Roar  nightly  in  the  forest,  but  ten-foM 

What  ye  m  common  have  with  what  li.ey  had 

The  cherub-guarded  waJla  of  Eden,  with 

Is  life,  and  what  ye  sinU  have-death ;  tlie  rest 

Eyes  flashing  like  the  fiery  swords  which  fence  them 

or  your  poor  attributes  is  such  as  euils 

And  tusks  projecting  like  the  trees  siripp'd  of 

Their  bark  and  branches— what  were  they  7 

A  Bcircely-yel  shaped  planet,  peopled  with 

That  whii-fi 

Thuigs  whose  enjoyment  was  to  be  ui  bUndness — 

The  mammoth  is  m  thy  world  j-but  these  lie 

A  Paradise  of  lenoranoe,  from  which 

Knowledge  was  barr-d  as  poison.     But  behold 

What  these  superior  bangs  are  or  were ; 

But 
None  on  it? 

Or,  if  it  irk  thee,  turn  thee  back  and  Ull 

The  earth,  Ihy  task — I  'U  waft  iliee  there  in  safety. 

CAIN. 

No:  for  thy  IVail  race  to  war 

No:  I'L  slay  here. 

With  them  would  render  the  curse  on  it  useless— 

'T  would  he  destroy'd  so  early. 

now  long? 

'  Forever!    Since 

'   Butwhy«.«r? 

1  must  one  day  return  here  from  the  earth. 

I  rather  would  remain ;  I  am  sick  of  all 

You  have  forgotten  the  deiiunciaiiun 

That  dusl  has  shown  me— let  me  dwell  m  shadows. 

Which  drove  your  race  from  Edon— war  with  all  thing« 

And  death  to  all  things,  and  disease  to  most  things 

It  cannot  be :  ihou  now  beholdeai  aa 

And  pangs,  and  bitterness ;  these  were  the  fruits 

A  vision  that  which  is  reality. 

To  make  thyself  lit  for  this  dwelling,  thou 

But  animals- 
Did  they  too  eat  of  it,  that  they  must  die? 

Must  pass  through  what  the  things  thou  sca'st  have 
pass'd- 

The  gates  of  death. 

Tour  Maker  told  ye,  lAfy  were  made  for  you. 

By  wliat  gale  have  *e  enter'd 

As  you  for  him.— You  would  not  have  their  doom 

Even  now? 

Superior  to  your  own?  Had  Adam  not 

Fallen,  aU  had  stood. 

By  mine!  Bui, plighted  to  return. 

My  spirit  buoys  thee  up  to  breathe  in  regions 

Alas!  the  hopeiess  wretciic's 

Where  aU  is  breathless  save  thyself.     Gaze  on ; 

They  too  must  share  my  sire's  fate,  like  his  sons ; 

But  do  not  think  to  dwell  here  till  thine  hour 

Like  them,  too,  without  having  shared  the  apple, 

laoome. 

Like  them,  too,  without  the  so  dear-bought  ho/aUdg. 

It  was  a  lying  tree — for  we  kma  nothing. 

And  llieae,  too,  can  they  ne'er  repoM 

^ 
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It  may  be  death  leads  to  th=  highal  knowledge ; 

Many  of  the  same  kirul  (at  least  so  call'd). 

And  being  of  all  things  the  sole  thing  certain. 

But  never  that  precisely  which  persuaded 

Al  least  leads  ID  the  tureil  science;  tbereroce 

The  fatal  fruit,  nor  even  of  the  same  aspect. 

The  Iroa  was  true,  though  deadly. 

Your  father  saw  hhn  not? 

These  dim  irealma ! 

1  see  tbem,  but  1  knon  them  no^ 

No;  'twas  my  mother 

Who  templed  him- she  tempted  by  the  serpenU 

Tliy  hour  ia  yet  afar,  and  matter  cannot 

Good  man  1  whene'er  thy  wife,  or  thy  sons'  wives 

Comprehend  spirit  wholly— but 't  is  something 

Tempt  thee  or  them  to  aught  that 's  new  or  strange 

To  know  thete  ore  such  realms. 

Be  sure  thou  see'st  first  who  hath  tempted  Ihem. 

We  .knew  already 

Thy  precept  comes  too  late :  there  i  no  more 

That  there  was  death. 

For  serpents  to  lompt  woman  to. 

But  not  what  was  beyond  it. 

But  there 

Are  some  things  still  which  woman  may  tempt  man 

"=1 

Nor  know  I  now. 

And  man  tempt  woman:— let  thy  sons  look  toil! 

My  counsel  is  a  kind  one :  for  >t  is  even 

Given  chiefly  at  my  own  enpense !  '1  is  true. 

A  sUtB,  and  many  slates  lieyond  Ihme  own— 

'T  wiU  not  be  foUow'd,  so  there 's  little  lost. 

And  this  Ihou  Imewest  rot  this  mom. 

But  all 
Seems  dim  and  shadowy. 

The  happier  thonl- 
Thc  world  and  thou  are  still  too  young  1  Thou  II  link 

Be  content;  it  will 

Thyselfmosl  wicked  and  unhappy;  ia  it 

Not  so  7 

CAIM. 

Por  crime  I  know  not ;  but  for  pain, 

And  yon  immeaBuraMs  liquid  space 

I  have  felt  much. 

<>r  glorious  azure  which  iloals  on  beyond  us. 

Which  looks  liko  water,  and  whicli  I  should  deem 

First-born  of  the  first  man ! 

Ti^e  river  which  Howe  out  of  Paradise 

Past  my  own  dwelling,  but  that  it  is  bankless 

Thy  present  state  of  sin— and  thou  art  evil. 
Of  sorrow— and  thou  sufferest,  are  iiolh  Eden, 

And  boundless  and  of  an  eiliereal  hue — 
What  is  il  7 

In  alt  its  innocence,  compared  to  what 

Thou  shortly  may'st  be ;  and  that  state  again, 

There  is  still  some  such  on  earth. 
Although  inferior,  and  thy  children  shall 

To  what  thy  sons'  aona'  sons,  accumulating 
In  gens-ations  like  to  dust  (which  they 
In  fact  but  add  to),  shall  endure  and  do.— 

Dwell  near  it— 'l  is  the  phantasm  of  an  ocean. 

Now  let  us  back  to  earth ! 

T  is  like  another  world ;,  a  liquid  sun- 

And  those  inordinate  creatures  sportuig  o'er 

And  wherefore  didst  thou 

Its  shining  surface  7 

Lead  me  hero  only  to  inform  me  this  7 

Are  its  habitants. 

Was  not  thy  quest  for  knowledge  7 

The  (»sl  leviathans. 

Ycs!  as  being 

And  yon  immense 

The  road  to  happiness. 

Serpent,  which  rears  bis  dripping  mane  and  vasly 

Head  ten  times  higher  than  the  haughtiest  cedar 

If  truth  be  so. 

[■•orth  Irom  the  abj-as,  looking  as  he  could  coil 

Himself  around  the  orbs  W6  lately  look'd  on— 

Is  ho  not  of  the  kind  whicb  bask'd  beneath 

Then  my  father's  God  did  well 

The  tree  ui  Eden  7 

E»&  thy  mother,  best 

But  had  done  better  m  not  planting  it. 

Can  tell  what  shape  of  serpen!  tempted  her. 

But  ignorance  ef  evil  doth  not  save 

From  evil ;  it  must  sliU  roll  on  the  same, 

I  n,sseeriis  too  terrible.    No  doubt  the  other 

A  part  of  all  things. 

H-rtmoreof  bcau■- 

Not  of  all  tilings,     rto. 

HasItho<lne'e^beheldhlm7 

I  'II  not  boheve  il— for  I  thirst  for  good. 
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Within  Ihoae  glorious  orhs  which  we  behold. 
Distant  and  dazzling,  and  innumembtei 
Ere  wc  camE  down  uilo  Ihis  phantom  realm, 
111  eannut  conic:  they  are  too  beautiful. 


jiolTable. 
Host  beautirnl) 


The  bvebest  thii 


My  sister  Adih.— AH  the  stara  of  heaven, 
The  ileep  blue  noon  of  night,  lil  by  an  orb 
Which  looks  a  spirit/ or  s.  spirit's  world— 
The  hues  of  Iwilighl^he  Eim^B  gorgeous  e 
His  salting  indesoribsble,  which  fills 
My  eyes  with  pleasant  tears  as  I  behold 


The  fonsat  shade— the 

The  vesper  bird's,  whl 

And  mbgles  with  the  song  of  chc-ubim. 

As  the  day  closes  over  Eden's. wdls ;— 


beyond 

all  bo 

n  thine  ej 

Why 

an  thou 

wretched 

Why  do 

Wh^ 

irtldouwretc 

why  .are 

KV"I 

Hewh. 

lUst  be  01 

orti 

ngsunl 

app7l 

'I'o 

produce. 

t;an 

«relyne 

task  of  jo 

Thi 

question  of  m 

er-  a: 

dh. 

:(<:<■ 

use  this  evil  o 

nlT« 

path 

I'o 

ood.     Strange 

,Hij,l 

earflj  opposite 

il 

ielys 

All 

nb  stuns  by  a. 

apt 

.!    th 

Lay 

foaming  on  th 

1,  hen 

piteous  bleaii 

ess 

Mj  father  pluck'd 

herbs 

and 

float  soAly  with  him 
I  of  clouds— 
L  bough — tho  btrd's  voicfr^ 


The  mother's  milk,  who  o'er  it  tremulous 
icking  its  reviving  limbs  with  joy. 
Behold,  my  son  I  said  Adam,  how  from  ev 
■  igs  good ! 


ise  renewal  of  its  little  life 
Lgonies  unutterable,  though 
Dispell'd  by  antidotesp 

But  as  thoi 
bU  beloved  things  thou  lovest  h 
Who  Bhared  thy  mother's  milk,  an. 
Unto  thy  children 

What  should  I  be  without  her  ? 


. — He  being  good  I    I  Bsk'd 
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Even  Ailain  and  mj  mother  bolh  are  fait ; 
Bm  very  fait. 


Pm  sorry  for  U;b«t 

All  J  when  her  beaul  j  disappears,  methint 
He  who  creates  all  beauty  will  lose  mora 


Why  should  he  n. 
Thy  fallier  iovos  him  well— so  does  ihy  God, 
And  so  do  I. 

'Tis  well  and  meekly  done. 
Meekly  I 


ond  bora  of  flesh, 


And  is  his  mother's 


Aiidhisfiither's? 


A"d  the  Jehovah— the  indulgent  Lord, 

Hu,  too,  looks  smilingly  on  Abel. 

I 
S«et  saw  Him,  ond  1  know  not  if  He  si 

"'''■Rarely. 


Sobelhuy!  whorolbre  speak  lo  mo  of  Uiia? 


tie  thought,  why  recall  a  thought  llial 1 

as  agitated) — Spbltl 

ewe  are  in  %  world;  speak  not  of  mil 

Thou  hast  shown  me  wondera ;  thou  hast  show 

y  Pre-Adamiles  who  walk'd  the  eailJi 

Of  which  ours  is  the  wreelt:  thou  hast  poiii 

Myriads  of  starry  «orlds,  of  which  our  own 

Infinity  of  Ufe:  thou  hast  shoivn  me  shadow 
or  that  eiistence  with  the  dreaded  name 
Which  my  sire  brooEht  us— death ;  thou  liast 
much— 


Urn,  and  o'er  all  space. 

But 
Have  some  allotted  dwelling— as  oil  Ihin^  ; 
Clay  has  its  earth,  and  other  worlds  their  le 

FccuIIm  clement ;  and  Things  which  have 
Long  ceised  to  breathe  oar  breath  have  I 
sny'st ; 


Would  there  were  only  one  of  ye !  perchance 

An  unity  of  put^ose  might  make  union 

In  elements  which  seem  now  jajr'd  in  stornis. 

Art  Uiou  not  Abel's  hrother? 

We  are  brethren. 

Is  spii^t  like  to  flesh  1  can  it  fall  out  ] 
Infinity  with  immortality  1 

ForAvLtV 


Ye  are  bolh  aemil? 

Yeal 

And  wliai 
Yon  blue  immensily,  is  boundless? 
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Of  worlds  a 


I  hold  with  hioi— Ng ! 


Then  leave  us 
Thy  dwetling,  ot  las  dwelling. 


And  why  not  now? 

Tliy  human  mind  halh  scarcely  grasp  to  gather 

And  clear  thought ;  and  (ftnu  vmuldst  go  on  asphing 
To  the  groat  double  mysterioB !  the  duo  Priadplci ! 
And  gaie  upon  Ihem  on  their  sectel  thrones ! 
Dust  •.  limit  thy  ambition,  for  to  see 
Eiiiiiir  of  these,  wouU  he  for  ihee  to  perish ! 


The  son  of  hor  who  snaleh'd  the  apple  spake! 
But  thou  wouldst  only  perish,  and  not  see  them 
That  Eight  is  for  the  oihor  state. 


And  now  I  mill  conrey  thee  to  thy  world. 

Where  thou  shalt  multiply  the  race  of  Adam, 

Eat,  drinlt,  toil,  Ireinble,  laiigh,  weep,  deep,  and  die. 


Homage  He  has  from  all— but  none  from  me : 

I  battle  it  against  him,  ss  I  battled 
ji  highest  heatenj    Through  all  eternity, 
Ind  the  unfalhomable  gulls  of  Hades, 

And  the  mlorminable  redms  of  space. 

And  tile  Lnfmity  of  endless  sges, 

AH,  all,  wiU  I  dispute  1     And  world  b;  world, 

I  tremble  in  the  balance,  till  the  great 
Conflict  8haU  cease,  if  ever  it  shall  cease, 
h  it  ne'er  shall,  till  ho  or  I  he  quench'd ! 
vhat  can  quench  our  immortality. 
Our  mutual  and  kreuocahla  hate  ? 

:  a  conqueror  wilt  caU  the  conquerM 
but  what  wUI  be  the  goad  He  gives  ? 
Were  I  the  lictor,  kis  works  would  be  deem'd 
The  only  evil  ones.     And  you,  ye  new 
'  nd  scoroe-bom  mortals,  what  have  been  his  g 
0  you  abeadj  in  your  little  world  ? 


But  few 


le  of  th 


ith  mo,  then,  to  thine  ewth,  and  try  the  resl 
Of  his  celestial  boons  to  ye  and  yours. 


Evil  I 


dgood 


b  their 


node  good  or  evil  by  the  giver ; 
But  if  he  givps  you  good-^so  call  him  j  if 

V  better  its  true  fount  j  and  judge 
Not  by  words,  though  of  apuits,  but  the  fruitB 
Of  your  eiistence,  euch  as  it  must  be. 
One  good  gift  h^  the  fatal  apple  pven— 
Your  <easm  .—let  it  not  be  metsway'd 
By  tyrannous  threats  to  force  you  into  faitli 
"■  "    ■    "  eitemal  sense  and  inward  feeling : 

In  your  own  bosom — where  the  outward  fails : 
So  shall  you  nearer  be  tha  spiritual 

and  war  triumphant  with  your  own. 

[They  dt3app£>j^ 


SCENE  I. 
The  EarSt  new  Eden,  as 


And  this  should  bo  the  human  sum 
Of  knowledge,  to  know  mortal  nature's  noiiimgness ; 
Beiiueatli  that  soience  to  thy  childron,  and 
T  will  spare  them  many  tortures. 

Haughty  sphit  1 
rhou  speak*Et  it  proudly ;  but  thyself,  though  proud. 


Holds,  and  tlie  abyss,  and  tb 
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Shut  o,,!  the  sun  like  night,  and  therefore  seemy 

To  me,  but  only  Aourj  upon  the  sun. 

^■iUing  to  shallow  slumber. 

And  yet  I  have  approach'd  that  sun,  aud  seen 

Ay,  the  last — 

Worlds  which  ha  once  shone  on,  and  never  mora 

And  loi^gesl ;  hut  no  matter— lead  me  to  him. 

Shall  light;  and  worlds  he  never  lit:  metliought 

tr^fi-ouptottocftiW. 

Years  had  roU'd  o'or  my  absence. 

How  lorely  he  appears !  his  ILilIe  dieaks, 

Tiie  rose-leaves  strewn  beneath  iliem. 

And  his  lips,  too, 
How beaulirully  parted!  No, you  shall  not 

The  mind  then  hath  capaaty  of  lime. 

And  measures  it  by  that  which  it  beholds, 
Pleasing  or  panful,  little  or  ahnighty. 

His  liour  of  mid-day  rest  is  nearly  over. 

or  endless  beings ;  skhr'd  exllnguiah'd  worlds: 

But  it  were  pity  to  disturb  hun  till 
Tiscloaed. 

And,  gazmg  on  etanity,  melhooght 

1  had  borrow'd  more  by  a  rew  drops  of  ages 

Toil  have  stud  well;  I  will  contain 
My  heart  till  then.    He  smiles,  and  sleeps  I— Sleep  on 

From  its  immenaty ;  but  now  1  reel 

My  littleness  again.    Well  said  tho  spirit, 

That  I  was  nothing! 

And  smile,  thou  little,  young  inheritor 

or  a  world  scarce  less  young :  sleep  on,  and  smile  1 

Wherefore  said  he  so  1 

Thinr,  are  the  hours  and  days  when  both  are  cheermg 

4nd  innocent  1  &ou  hast  not  pluclt'd  the  fmit— 

rhou  know'st  not  thou  art  naked  1  Must  the  time 

With  makmg  us  the  velhing  which  we  are ; 

Which  were  not  Ihino  nor  nune  I     Hul  now  sleep  on ! 

And  aDcr  flattering  dust  with  glimpses  cf 

His  cheeks  are  reddening  into  deeper  smiles, 

Eden  and  immortality,  resolves 
It  back  to  dust  again — for  what  1 

And  shining  lids  are  trembling  o'er  his  long 

Lashes,  dath  as  (he  cypress  which  waves  o'et  them : 

Half  open,  from  beneath  them  the  clear  blue 

Thou  know'f  t— 

Laughs  out,  although  in  slumber.    He  niiiat  dream — 

or  what?    or  Paradise  !-Ay!, dream  of  it. 

Even  for  our  paj^nts  error. 

My  disinherited  boy !     'T  is  but  a  dream } 

What  is  that 

For  never  more  thyself,  thy  sons,  nor  falliets. 
Shall  walk  in  that  forbidden  place  of  joy ! 

Tous7  they  sinn'd,  then  tartm  die! 

Dea,  Csin  I    Nay,  do  not  whisper  o'er  our  sou 

Thou  hast  not  spoken  well,  nor  is  that  thought 

Why  wilt  thou  always  moum  for  Paradise  1 

Thy  own,  but  of  the  spirit  who  was  with  Ihoo. 

Would  f  eould  dio  for  them,  so  thiy  might  live ! 

Can  we  not  make  another  7 

Why,  so  say  1 — provided  that  one  victim 

Where? 

Might  satiate  the  insatiable  of  life. 

And  that  our  litlfe  rosy  sleepor  thero 

Here,  or 

Might  never  taste  of  death  nor  human 'sorrow. 

IVLere'er  thou  wilt :  where'er  thou  art,  1  feel  not 

Nor  hand  it  down  to  those  who  spring  (loia  him. 

The  want  of  this  so  much  regretted  Eden. 

Have  1  not  thoe,  our  boy,  our  aire,  and  brother. 

Hnw  know  we  that  some  such  atonement  one  day 

May  not  redeem  our  race? 

To  wliom  we  owe  so  much  besides  our  birtl.  ? 

By  sacrilicing 

Ves,  death.  Coo,  is  amongst  the  debts  we  owe  her. 

The  harmless  ror  the  guilty  }  what  atonement 

Were  there?  why,  los  are  innocent:  what  have  we 

Uain  1  that  proud  spirit,  who  withdrew  thee  hence, 

Done,  Ihat  wb  must  be  victims  for  a  deed 

Hath  sadden'd  thine  still  deeper.     1  had  hoped 

Before  our  birth,  or  need  liave  vicums  to 

The  promised  wonders  which  thou  hast  behold, 

Visions,  thou  say'st,  of  past  and  present  worlds. 

If  it  be  such  a  sin  to  seek  for  knowledge! 

Would  ha»e  composed  thy  mind  into  the  cabn 

Alas!  Iho-jsinnostnow.  myCoin;  Ihy  words 

Thy  grtide  hath  done  thee  evil :  still  I  thank  him. 

Sound  impi^os  in  mine  ears. 

And  can  forpve  him  all,  that  he  so  soon 

Hriih  given  thee  back  to  us. 

Then  leave  me: 

""soEoon? 

Ne-a 

Though  thy  t>od  left  thee. 

T  is  scarcely 

r«o  iKiiiis  since  ye  ch^parled:  two  long  hours 

Say,  what  have  we  here? 
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lich  oiir  brother  Ab^  made 


id  how  knew  he,  Ihal  /  would  b( 


Show 


When  Oma  art  genHe.     Love  ua,  then,  my  C 

made 

And  love  Uiyself  for  our  aakea,  for  wo  love  Ih 

oolfer 

Look  I  how  ha  laughs  and  stretches  out  his  a 

To  hail  hla  bther;  while  his  Utde  form 

Flutters  as  wing'd  with  joy.    Talk  not  of  pai 

daily  brings 

The  childloBB  cheruba  well  might  envy  Uiee 

mility 

One  ollar  may  sufKeo ;  I  have  no  oHerln 
The  froiis  o!  the  earth,  the  cnrly,  besutii 


Bias; 


and  bird,  a.nd  bloon 


glolheci 
t  should  I 


The  bread 
For  heiuR  I 
Tilll 


itle;  for  a.  war 
3  Ihey  will  vLeld 
t1  For  what  must  I  bo  grateful! 
ling  Qusc,  and  grovelling  in  the  dtist, 
return  to  dust  9  If  I  am  nothing— 
Fia  nothing  shall  I  be  a  hypocrite, 
And  seem  well  pleaaed  wilh  pain}  For  what  should 
Be  contrite  7  for  my  father's  sin,  already 

And  to  be  more  than  expiated  by 
TIte  ages  prophefliod,  upon  our  seodp 

The  gorma  of  an  eternal  misery 

To  myriads  is  within  him  I  belter 't  were 

1  snalch'd  him  in  his  sleep,  and  dash'd  him  'gainst 

The  rocka,  than  lei  him  live  to 

Ob,  my  God ! 
Touch  not  the  child— my  child !  %  child  I  Oh  Caii 

Fenr  not !  for  all  the  stars,  and  all  tho  power 
Which  sways  ihem,  I  would  not  accost  yon  infant 
With  ruder  greeting  than  a  father's  kiss. 

Than,  why  so  awful  in  thy  speech  ? 

■^  were  better  that  he  ceased  lo  live,  than  ^ve 


Oh,  do  not  say  so !  Where  were  then  the  joys, 
The  mother's  joys  of  watching,  nourishing. 
And  loving  him!  Soft  I  ha  awakes.     Sweet  Enoc 
[Sht  goes  loUuci 
OhCainl  look  on  him;  see  how  foil  of  life. 
Of  strcn^  of  bloom,  of  beauty,  and  of  joy, 
now  like  to  me — how  liko  to  thee,  when  gentle, 
For  (fes  we  are  nH  alike ;  is't  not  so,  Cain! 
Mother,  and  sire,  and  son,  our  features  are 
Reflected  in  each  olher  ;  as  Ihey  are 
In  the  Clear  waters,  when  ifiey  ate  geatU,  and 


lis  beaft  ^11,  and  thine  o^ 


Has  the  Most  High  hi 


[Exit  Adah,  ailA  hei 
Where  haat  thou  hcen 


unbounded,  the  omnipolor 
mysteries  of  space — 
forlds  that  wets  and  arc— 
ih  ovavihelniiiij  thinifa. 
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Thine  eyas  are  flasiuiig  wiUi  unnatural  light — 
Thy  cheek  is  fluah'd  with  an  unnatural  hue— 
Thy  words  are  fraught  wilh  an  unnacutal  sound — 
Wbat  majtlus  mean? 


sacrificed  together. 


Bui  thee  the  better :  I  care  not  for  that ; 
Thou  art  fitter  for  his  worship  than  I  am : 
Revere  him,  then— but  let  it  be  alone— 
Al  least  without  me. 

Brother,  I  should  ill 
Deaerf  e  the  name  of  our  great  father's  so 
If  as  my  cider  I  revered  thee  not, 
And  in  the  woraiiip  of  our  God  call'd  not 
On  thee  to  join  mo,  and  praceda  me  in 


Kothing  can  calm  me  more.    Calm!  say  1 7    Nevi 

I  have  seen  the  elements  slill'd.     My  Abel,  leate  i 
Or  let  me  leave  thee  to  thy  pious  purpose. 


1  of  those  livo  altaii. 


Where  are  UiineT 


L  shepherd's  humble  offering. 

I  have  no  flocks; 
am  a  tiller  of  the  ground,  and  must 
Yield  what  it  yieldcth  to  ray  tml-^ls  fruit : 

[He  gathers  fiuiU. 
Behold  them  in  their  various  bloom  and  ripeness. 

\Theff  dress  Guir  altars^  taid  kindte  ajtame  wpoit 


with  sacriSoe. 

No— I  am  now  to  this  ;  lead  thou  tlie  way, 
And  I  will  follow— as  I  may. 

ABEL  {koteling). 

Oh  God! 
Who  made  us,  and  who  breathed  the  breath  of  lifp 
Within  our  nostrils,  who  hath  blessed  us, 


jr  father' 
m  all  lost,  as  they  might  hi 


with 


■y  which  is  thy  delight,  as 
Accord  a  pardon  bko  a  paradiao. 
Compared  with  our  great  crimes : — Sole  Lord  of  light  > 
Of  good,  and  glory,  end  etomity  I 
Without  whom  all  were  i 


soept  to 


[oodend 


Of  thine 

Insctutahle,  but  still  to  he  fulffll'd— 
Accept  from  out  thy  humble  first  of  shepherd^a 
First  of  the  first-bom  flocks — an  offering. 
In  itself  nothing — ^  what  offering  can  be 
Aught  unto  thee  J — but  yet  accept  it  fiir 
The  thanksgiving  of  him  vfho  spreads  it  in 
The  face  of  thy  lugh  heaven,  boning  his  own 
Even  to  the  dust,  of  which  he  i^,  in  honour 

[H  {standing  erect  daring  this  speech/ 


Spirit 


erlhou 


ly  he— and,  if  good, 
Shown  in  the  exemption  of  thy  deeds  from  ( 
Jehovah  upon  earth  J  and  God  m  heaven ! 
And  it  may  be  with  other  names,  because 


And  sollen'd  with  a.  sacriRce,  recai 
Two  beings  here  erect  tham  unto  1 
If  thou  lovest  blood,  the  shepherd's  i 
On  my  right  hand,  hath  shed  it  for 
In  the  first  of  his  fiock,  whose  liml 
In  sanguinary  incense  to  thy  skies 
Or  if  ihe  sweet  and  blooming  fruiti 
And  milder  seasons,  which  the  un 
I  spread  them  on,  now  offers  in  thi 
Of  the  broad  sun  which  ripen'd  ih 
Good  to  Ihee,  inasmuch  as  they  havi 


irlife,! 


5rfom 


A  sample  of  thy  works,  than 
To  look  on  ours !  If  a  shrine  voihout  victim. 
And  altar  without  gore,  may  mn  thy  favour. 
Look  on  It!  and  lac  hioi  wlio  dresseth  it, 
He  is— such  as  Ihou  niad'st  him ;  and  seeks  . 
Which  must  be  won  by  knealing :  if  he 's  e\ 
Strike  lum  I  thou  art  omnipatent,  and  may^st. 
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1  oppoEG  7  Tf  he  be  good. 


Uiee; 


gsUiou 


theaiselres,  save  in  Ihy  will ; 
And  wlielber  that  be  good  or  ill  I  know  nol, 
Not  beuig  oimiipotenti  or  iit  to  judee 

lis  mandate,  which  thus  far  1  have  endured. 

IThe  Jire  vpan  Ihe  aUar  iif  AlEi.hi'Ulla  VI 
artunm  qf  the  bright^  Jltane^  and  asci 
to  heaven;  vrldte  a  vjhirlurmd  throws  d- 
the  altar  qf  Cim,  itnii  scaUers  the  fi 
abroad  upon  Bk  earth, 

AB£L  (^eefini'). 
Oh,btolhef,pray!  Jehovah 's  ivrolh  wilh  Iheo ! 

Why  30? 

Thy  fruits  aia  BOaller'd  on  the  eailh. 

From  earth  Ihej  03 


Hoivh< 


ks  up  the  flames,  when  thidi  with  blood  1 


To  cast  down  yon  vile  flatt'tet  of  the  clouds, 
The  smoky  harbinger  of  thy  dull  pntyera — 
Thine  altar,  with  its  htood  of  iambs  and  kids, 
tVhieh  fed  on  miltc,  to  he  destroy'd  in  blood. 

ABEt  (opposing' Aim). 
Thou  Shalt  not  i — add  not  impious  woiliE  to  impieos 
Words !  let  that  altar  stand — 't  is  hallow'd  now 
By  the  immortal  pleseuro  of  Jehovah, 
In  his  acceptance  of  the  victims. 

Ha! 
Kit  pleasure  1  what  was  his  high  pleasure  in 
The  fumes  of  scorching  Befih  and  smoking  blood. 
To  the  pam  of  tho  bleating  mothers,  wliich 
Still  yearn  for  their  dead  oifspring  7  or  the  pangs 
Of  the  sad  ignorant  victims  underneath 
Thy  pious  knifo?  Give  wayl  this  liloody  record 
ShaU  nol  stand  in  the  sun,  to  shame  creation ! 

Brother,  ^ve  back !  thou  sholt  not  touch  my  eitai 
With  violence  :  if  that  Ihou  wilt  adopt  it. 
To  try  another  Eaerifioo,  't  is  Ihine. 


In  Sis  great  name, 
d  between  Ihoe  and  the  shrine  wluch  hath 
Had  his  acceptance. 

If  thou  lov'st  thyself, 
Stand  back  till  I  hate  slrew'd  this  turf  along 

iBEi.  {/posing  ?dm). 

I  love  God  far  more 
Than  life. 

[N  (sflitiBg  him  vAlh  a  brand,  on  the  templet,  whuJt 

he  malehtijrom  Ihe  nlror). 

Then  take  thy  Ufe  unto  thy  God, 


Oh,  God  <  receive  thy  servant,  and 
For^ve  his  slayer,  fe'  he  knew  nol  what 
Ho  did.— .Cain,  give  me— ^^ve  me  thy  hand ;  anu  tel 

Poor  Zillah 

esiH  {afieramommfsstaptfactiim). 

My  hand!  'tis  all  red,  and  with— 
What? 

[A  long  pause. -^Looking  stowly  roun 
Where  ami?  alone!  Where 'sAbelJ  whei 
CiunT  Can  it  lie  that  I  am  he?  B^  brother. 
Awake !— why  licst  thou  eo  on  the  green  earth  I 

lot  the  hour  of  slumber :-^why  fio  pale? 
What  hast  thou  ? thou  wert  full  of  hfe  this  mom 

Too  fiercely,  bat  not  fatally.    Ah,  why 
Wouldsl  thou  oppose  me  1  This  is  niooker; ; 

And  but  a  blow.    Stir— slir^— nay,  only  stir  i 
Why,BO— that 'swell!— thou  breath'st!  breathe  Utn 


Oh,C 


!  Oh,  God! 


who  speaks  of  God? 


)eaih  b  like  sleep  ;  and  sleep  shuts  down  our  lids, 
lis  lips,  too,  are  apart;  why  then  tie  breathes ! 
Ind  yet  I  feel  it  not.— Ifis  heart !— his  hoarl  1— 

,et  me  see,  doth  it  beat  ?-^nethinks No !— no ! 

This  is  a  vidon,  else  I  am  become 

lotber  and  worse  world. 

[Puts  his  hand  to  hrs  brow,  and  then  looks  at 
And  yet  thera  are  no  dews !  'T  is  blood— my  blood- 
My  brother's  and  my  own ;  and  shed  by  roe  I 
Then  what  have  1  further  to  do  with  life, 
Ufe  from  ra; 


deadl- 


ines death  7 
watch  bv  hmi 
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LiTe  cajinot  be  eo  slight,  as  lo  be  quendi'd 
Thus  quickljl'-he  hath  spoken  lo  mo  since— 
What  shall  I  sov  to  him  ?— My  bwither  I— Ko ; 
He  will  not  answer  to  that  nanio ;  for  brethren 
.    Yet — yel — speak  to  me. 


That 


!  Tors 


I  hearil  a  heav7  sound :  what  can  it  he  ? 
TisCain;  and  watehmg  by  Iny  husband.    What 
Dost  Uiou  there,  brother  J  Doth  he  sleep  7  Oh !  haavi 
What  means  this  paleness,  anil  yon  stream?— No!  i 
It  is  not  blood ;  for  i-ho  would  shed  his  blood  ] 
Abel!  wh9.t'a  this!— who  hath  done  this?  He  mo 

He  breathes  not :  and  his  hands  drop  down  Irom  m 
With  etony  lifelessnoss  !  Ah!  cruel  Cain! 

""  ■     '  '    ce  T  Whatever  hath  asaail'd  him, 


Thou 


1  shoaM'st 


1  stepp'd 


m  him  and  aggression  I  Fathi 
Adah  t— come  hither  !  Death  b  in  the  world  I 

[Eail  ZiLLAH  coiling  on  herpamUa^  etc. 
CAIN  (soias). 
And  who  hath  brought  him  there  ?— -I— who  abhor 
Tlie  name  of  death  so  deeply,  that  the  thought 
Empoison'd  all  my  life,  before  I  knew 
His  aspect — I  have  led  lum  here,  and  ^ven 
My  brother  lo  his  cold  and  still  embrace, 
As  if  he  would  not  have  asserted  his 
Inexorable  claim  without  my  aid. 
I  am  awake  at  last — a  dreary  dream 
Ilad  madden'd  me  :— but  M  shali  ne'er  awake ! 


it  now — he  hangs  his  guilty  head. 
And  covers  his  ferocious  eye  with  hands 
Incarnadine. 

Mother,  thou  dost  him  wrong— 
Cam !  clear  thee  from  this  horrible  accusal, 
Which  grief  wrings  fi-om  our  parcnL 

Hear.Jehonh 

For  he  was  fitter  for  liis  seed  than  ours. 
May  all  his  days  be  desolate  I  May 


Ha  hath  left  thee  no  brother 
ZUlah  no  husband— me  no  son  .'—for  this 

All  bonds  I  break  between  us,  as  he  brolie 

That  of  hia  nature,  in  yon Oh  death  I  deal 

Why  didst  thou  not  talie  me,  who  first  mcurr'd 
Why  dost  thou  not  so  now  ? 


Enter  A 


E,  Adah,  ond  Zillab. 


A  Toice  of  woe  from  ZiUah  brings  me  here.— 
What  do  I  see  ?— 'T  is  true !— My  son  ! 
Woman,  behold  the  serpent's  work,  and  thine ! 

[7b  Eve. 

Oh  t  speak  not  of  it  now ;  the  serpent's  fangs 
Are  m  my  heart.    My  best  beloved,  Ab^ ! 
Jdiovah  I  this  is  punishment  beyond 
A  mother's  sin,  to  take  Km  from  me ! 

Who, 
Or  what  hath  done  this  deed  1 — apeak,  Cain,  since  lliou 
Wert  present :  waa  it  some  more  hostile  angel. 
Who  waliis  not  with  Jehovah  ?  or  some  wild 
])rute  of  the  forest  7 

Ah!  ahvidlight 
jjrealis  through,  as  from  a  ihunder-doud  I  yon  brand. 
Massy  and  bloody !  snatoh'd  from  off  the  allar. 
And  black  with  smoke,  and  red  with 


$l^ak.Cahi',  andsayU 


Thy  natural  grief,  lead  to  implet 
A  heavy  doom  was  long  foreapol 
And  now  that  it  begins,  let  it  be 


ot  this. 


withth 


lay  all  Ih 


Of  life 

Drive  hira  Ibrlh  o'er  the  wilderness,  like  us. 
From  Eden,  till  his  children  do  by  him 
As  he  did  by  his  brother !  May  the  swords 
And  wings  of  5^  cherubim  pursue  him 
By  day  and  night— snakes  rpring  u[ 
Earth's  frui- 


rhich  ht 


head  to 


leave 


With  scorpions  1  May  his 
May  the  clear  rivers  turn 
May  every  clement 


eepbost 


lofhi 


[ay  he  liv 


■Chan 


To  him  who  first  acquai 

Hence,  fratricide  t  henceforth  that  word  is  Cain, 

Through  all  the  coming'  myriads  of  mankind. 

Who  ^lall  abhor  thee,  though  thou  wcrl  their  sire ' 

May  tite  grass  wither  from  thy  feet !  the  woods 

Deny  thee  shelter  I  earth  a  home  1  the  dust 

A  grave  !  the  sun  his  light !  and  heaven  her  God ' 


le  dwell  nc 


re  togoth^ir. 
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wieping. 


Lot  us  depart,  nor  walk  tlio  wiMemcss 
f  nder  the  cloud  of  night — Niy,  sped 


Why,  all  have  left  Uiee. 


St  thou?  Dostlhou 


Shrink  from  the  deed  whkh  Ic; 
I  must  not  speak  of  tliia — it  ia 
And  the  great  God. 

AVoictfrimwll 


Hcat'st  thou  that  ■ 


Enter  &i  AsBEi.  oi 
s  thy  broker  Abel? 


Tha  voice  of  thy  slain  brother's  blood  cries  out, 
Even  fromthe  ground,  unto  the  Lord!— Now  art  th< 
Cursed  from  the  earth,  which  opened  late  her  mouth 
To  drink  thy  brother's  blood  from  thy  rash  hand. 
Henceforth,  when  thou  shalt  till  the  ground,  it  shall  n 
yield  thee  her  slrel^gth;  s  fugitive  shalt  thou 
Be  from  this  day,  and  vagabond  on  earth  I 

Behold,  thou  drivest  him  from  the  face  of  earth. 
And  from  the  Eioe  of  God  shall  ha  be  hid. 
A  Ciigitive  anJ  vagabond  on  earth, 
'T  mil  come  to  pass,  that  whoso  Gndath  Bum 


Angd  of  light!  bo  merciful,  nor  say 
That  this  poor  aching  breast  now  nourisl 
A  murderer  in  my  boy,  and  of  his  father. 


iiay  go  forth  in  safely. 


m  his  head.    Come  hi 


Stem  hast  thou  been  and  i 


ubbom  from  the  w 
the  flocks  he  lendi 


lie  ghastly !  so  shall  be  restoj 
By  God  the  life  to  him  ho  loved ;  a 
me  a  btnug  1  ne'er  loved  to  bf 


I  fuia  thy  days  1  and  be  Ihy  dee. 


And  I  who  li 

the  four 

Thitik'st  thoi 
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ADAH. 

No, 

A  dreary,  and  an  ewly  doom,  my  brother, 

No  more  of  threata :  we  have  had  too  many  of  them : 

Has  been  liiy  lot!  Of  all  who  mourn  for  Ihec, 

Go  to  our  ddldren ;  I  wUi  foUow  thee. 

I  akine  must  not  weep.    My  ofiice  is 

Henceforth  to  dry  up  tears,  and  not  to  shed  them . 

r  will  nol  leave  *ee  lonely  witJi  the  dead ; 

But  yet,  of  all  who  mourn,  none  mourn  like  me, 

1  :el  ua  depart  together. 

Not  only  for  thyself,  but  him  who  slew  thee. 

Now,Caini  1  will  diWde  thy  burden  with  Ihee. 

Oh!  thou  dead 

And  everlasting  witneaa !  whose  uneinliing 

Eastward  from  Eden  will  we  take  our  way ; 

Blood  darkens  earth  and  heaven !  vrhat  Ihou  noio  art. 

'Tia  the  most  desolate,  and  suits  my  steps. 

!  know  not  >  but  if  Ihou  aee'sl  what  /  am, 

I  think  thou  wilt  forgive  him,  wtiom  hia  God 

Lead!  thou  Shalt  be  my  guide,  and  may  our  God 

Can  ne'er  forgive,  nor  his  own  soul.— Farewell ! 

Be  thine !  Now  let  us  carry  forth  our  children. 

I  must  not,  dara  not,  touch  what  I  have  made  ihea. 

I,  who  sprung  f>om  the  samo  womb  with  thee,  drain'd 

And  he  who  lieth  there  was  chMesa. 

The  same  breast,  olasp'd  Ihee  often  to  my  0^™, 

1  have  dried  the  fountain  of  a  gentle  race. 

Which  might  have  gi-aoed  his  recent  marriage  couch. 

Can  never  meet  thee  more,  nor  even  dare 

And  might  have  lemper'd  this  stem  blood  of  mine, 

To  do  that  for  thae,  wiiich  thou  sliooldst  have  done 

Uniting  with  our  diildren  Abel's  offspruig ! 

For  me — compose  thy  limbs  mto  then'  grave — 

O  Abel  I 

The  first  gtave  yet  dug  for  mortality. 

lint  who  hath  dug  that  grave?  Oh,  earth!  Oh.  earth! 

Peace  be  with  Um! 

For  all  the  fruits  thou  hast  render'd  to  me,  I 

(ijve  theo  back  this.-Now  for  the  wilderness. 

But  with  ws.' 

[Adah  lioqpj  down  and  iijsej  the  bods  "f  Abel. 

[£^n 
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A  TRAGEDY. 


TO    THE    ILLUSTRIOUS    liOETHE, 

BY  ONE  OF  Ht9  HUaiBLEST  ADMIRERS, 
TSIS  TBACEBT  IS  DEDICATED. 


The  following  drajna  is  taJren  entirely  fr 
man's  TMr,  Kmiliner,"  published  manj 
"/.tc'j  Canta-bmy  T^;"  v/rittaa  (I  believe)  by  two 
Mstera,  of  whom  one  furnished  only  Ibis  story  an ' 
another,  both  of  wfuch  are  considered  superior  to  Ih 
remauider  of  the  collection.  I  have  adopted  the  char 
uctera,  tfian,  and  ev^  the  language,  of  many  parts  d 
Ihis  Elorj.  Some  of  the  characters  are  modified  c 
altered,  a  feiv  of  the  names  changed,  and  one  characte 
(Ida  of  Stralenheim)  added  by  myself:  but  m  the  ret 
the  original  is  chiefly  fbllo^ved.  When  T  was  young 
laliout  Ibvrteen,  I  think)  I  first  read  this  tale,  wl'  ' 
indde  a  deep  improsaion  upon  me  i  and  may,  indeed,  be 
njid  to  contain  the  germ  of  much  that  I  have 


iif  other  great  w 


populari 


in  the  a 


tage-  Amongst  tliose  whose  opinions  agreed  with  mine 
on  f  hia  story,  I  couU  nionlion  aome  very  high  names ; 
t  it  is  not  necessary,  nor  indeed  of  any  use ;  for  every 
c  muBt  judge  acoordiog  to  their  own  feelings.  1 
irely  refer  the  reader  to  the  original  story,that  he  may 
1  lo  what  extent  I  have  borrowed  from  it ;  and  am  not 
wilhng  that  he  should  find  much  greater  pleasure  in 
ruang  it  thaJI  the  drama  which  is  founded  upon  its 

I  had  begun  a  drama  upon  thia  tale  ao  far  back  as 
IS  (the  first  1  ever  attempted,  eicept  one  at  thirteen 
years  old,  called  "  Uific  and  llmna^'^  which  I  had  sense 
nough  to  btu^),  and  had  nearly  compl:ted  an  act, 
hen  I  was  interrupted  by  chcumstances  This  is  some- 
'hcro  amongst  my  papers  in  England;  b--  --  "  '-as  not 
een  fonnd,  1  have  re-written  the  firat,  — '■-  '—  -^d  the 


und  that  thoae  who  Amf  read  it,  agreed  a 
and  conception  which  it  developea.    I  should  alio 


The  ' 


neither  m 


inded,  ri 


m  any  ahape 
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DRAMATIS  PERSONS. 

Thou  knowest  not ;  but  sJill  I  love  theo,  nor 
Shall  aught  divide  us. 

[Webhek  Kalts  on  abrnpHj/,  and  lien  ap- 

MEN. 

pn,i«i«  Josephine. 

The  storm  of  the  mghi. 

Perhaps,  affacla  me:  I 'm  a  thmg  of  feelings. 

And  have  of  late  been  sickly,  as,  alas ! 

Timu  know'st  by  sufferings  mora  tlftn  mine,  my  love ' 

Gaboe.      '               P 

Fkiti.                       L     w 

WOMEN. 

To  see  thee  happy 

Josephine. 

Ida  Stralenheiu. 

Where  hast  thou  seen  such? 

Let  me  be  wretched  with  the  rest! 

Scma— partly  on  the  froiitier  of  SileMi,  and  partly  in 

SiegendQtf  Castle,  near  Prague. 

Gut  think 

Time— Uie  dose  of  the  thirty  years'  war. 

How  many  in  this  hour  of  tempest  sliiver 
Beneath  the  biting  wind  and  heavy  ri^n, 

Whose  every  drop  bows  them  do»n  n^irer  earth. 

Which  hatli  no  chamber  for  Ihem  save  beneath 

WERNER. 

Her  surface. 

And  that's  not  the  worst:  who  cares 

ACT  I. 

For  chambers  1  rest  is  all.    The  wretches  whom 

SCENE  I. 

Thou  namesl—ay,  the  wind  howls  round  Ihem,  and 
The  dull  and  dropping  rain  saps  in  their  bones 

Thi  Hi^ofadc^edP^h^i^^aimaUTiwmontke 

The  creeping  marrow.    I  have  been  a  soldier. 

A  hunter,  and  a  traveller,  and  am 

Werner  and  Jobephibe  i«  «ift. 

A  beggar,  and  shouM  know  the  thing  (hou  talk'sl  of. 

My  love,  be  calmer  1 

And  art  Ihou  not  now  shelter'd  from  them  all  I 

WERNER. 

I  am  calm. 

Yea — and  from  these  alone. 

Tome- 

Yes,  but  not  to  Ihjsclf :  thy  pace  is  hurried. 

True— to  a  peasant. 

With  steps  like  Ihine  when  his  heart  is  at  rest. 

Were  it  a  garden,  I  should  deem  thee  happy, 

Should  the  nobly  born 

And  sLeppiug  widi  the  bee  from  flower  to  Hower; 

Be  thankless  for  that  refuge  which  their  habits 

But^re! 

Of  early  dehcacy  render  more 

Needful  than  to  the  peasant,  when  the  ebb 

T  is  chill ;  the  tapestry  lets  through 

or  fortune  leaves  thorn  on  the  shoals  of  life  7 

The  wind  to  which  it  waves :  my  blood  h  froaaa. 

It  is  not  thai,  thou  know'st  it  is  not :  wa 

Ah,  no! 

Have  borne  all  this,  I  '11  not  say  patiently. 

WEBNEH  (sSliKnj). 

Bicept  in  thoe— but  wa  have  borno  it. 

Why !  wouldst  thou  have  it  so  7 

Well! 

I  would 

WERHKB. 

Have  it  a  heallhfd  current. 

Something  beyond  our  outward  sufl-a^ngs  (though 

These  were  enough  to  gnaw  mlo  our  souls) 

Let  it  now 

Hath  Slung  me  of),  and,  more  than  ever,  noio 

Until 't  is  spilt  or  che^'d-how  soon,  I  cara  not. 

Seized  ma  upon  this  desolate  frontior,  and 

And  am  I  nothing  in  thy  heart? 

Hath  wasted  not  alone  my  strength,  but  means, 

And  leaves  us,-no!  this  is  beyond  ma !  but 

All-^i 

For  this  I  had  been  happy— rt«  been  happy— 

Tliea  canst  thou  wish  for  that  which  must  break  mine? 

My  father's  name-been  still  upheld ;  and,  more 

WERNER  (apprOMiing  her  sl^y). 

Than  those 

But  for  (to  I  had  been— no  matter  what. 

JOSEPHINE  {ahruplls). 

But  much  of  good  and  evU ;  what  I  am, 

Myson-ourson— DurUl^c. 

Thou  knowest ;  what  I  might  or  should  have  been, 

Been  clasp'd  agam  m  these  long-amply  amis. 
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And  a.11  a  mother's  huRgei>  Ealisfied. 
Twelve  y&acE  1  he  was  but  eight  then :  heautiful 
He  was,  and  beaoilfgl  he  must  he  now, 
MjUh'ic!  my  adored! 


Or  worse— involving  bH  I  bve,  in  this 

Km  worse  tnan  eohlude.    Atme,  I  had  died. 

And  I  had  not  outlived  thee ;  but  pray  take 
Conifijrl!  Wehave  struggled  long  i  and  they  who  strivE 
With  fortune  win  or  weory  her  at  last, 
So  that  they  And  the  god,  or  ccaso  to  fc 
Further.    Take  comfort,— we  shaL  find 

Wbw 


We  ne'er  were  wealthy. 

But  I  was  bom  to  wealth,  and  rank,  aiid  power ,' 
Enjoy'd  them,  loved  them,  and,  alas !  abused  them. 
And  forfeited  them  by  my  lather's  wraih, 
In  my  n'er-fervent  youth ;  bul  for  the  abuse 
Long  Bufierings  have  atoned.    My  father's  death 
Loll  the  path  open,  yet  not  without  snares. 
■  This  cold  and  creeping  kinsman,  who  so  long 
Kept  his  eye  on  me,  as  the  snake  upon 
The  fluttering  bird,  hath  ere  this  time  outstopi  mo. 
Become  the  maetor  of  ray  rights,  ami  lord 
Of  that  which  lifts  him  up  to  princes  in 


May  have  tetum'd  back  to  his  grandsire,  e 
Even  now  uphold  thy  rights  for  Ihoe ! 

'Tis 
Since  his  strange  disappearance  from  my  i 
Bntailmg,  as  it  wore,  my  sins  upon 
Himself;  no  lidmgs  have  reveal'd  his  coursi 
I  parted  with  him  to  his  grandsire,  on 
The  nronusB  that  his  anger  would  stop  sho 
Of  the  third  generation ;  huf  Heaven  seen 

Upon  my  boy  his  father's  faults  and  follies. 


How  do  I  kr 


le  halh  not  track'd  us  here  T 


d  1*43  not  know  thy  person ;  and  his  spies, 
lo  ao  long  watch'd  ihoe,  have  been  left  at  Hamburch, 
Our  uneipecled  journey,  and  this  change 

None  hold  us  here  lor  aught  save  what  we  seem. 


Thalbi 


aughl 


PVho  would  read 
The  high  soul  of  the  son  of  a  long  luie  ? 
Who,  in  this  garb,  the  heir  of  princely  lands  7 
jyJiOj  in  this  sunken,  sickly  eye,  the  pndo 
Of  rank  and  ancestry;  m  this  worn  cheek. 
And  famine-hoUow'd  brow,  tho  lord  of  halls. 
Which  daily  feaat  a  thousand  vassals  3 

You 


rho  foreign  daughter  o 
In  enile's  daughter  wit 


Your  father  did  not  think  so,  though  'twas 
But  had  my  birth  been  all  my  claim  to  mat 
With  thee,  I  should  have  deem'd  it  what  '.I 


All  which  it 
How,— nothiti} 


ithasbf 


Thy  heart  from  the  beginning :  but  for  this. 
We  had  not  felt  our  poverly,  but  as 
Millions  of  myriads  feel  it,  cheerfully ; 
But  for  these  phantoms  of  ihy  feudal  fathers. 
Thou  might'st  have  eiun'd  Ihy  bread  as  Ihousaon 
Or,  if  that  seem  too  humble,  tried  by  commar 
Or  other  civic  means,  to  mend  thy  fortunes, 

AndbeenanHanseatieburghorl  Excellent ! 


WhatE 


rthou 


light'st  have  been,  to  m 
rfimcei — which  chose 


thou 


Thy  birth,  thy  hopes,  thy  pride;  nought,  save  thy  sorn 
While  they  last,  let  me  comfort  or  divide  them ; 
When  they  end,  let  mine  end  with  Ihem,  or  thee  1 
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Ne'er  raised  a  thoughl  to  injure  thee  or  thine. 

In  youtli  was  soch  as  lo  unmake  M  empire, 
Had  such  been  iny  inherilajice ;  but  now, 
ChaelcnM,  subdued,  outworn,  and  taught  to  Imoui 
Myseli;— to  lose  this  for  our  son  and  theo ! 

My  father  bair'd  me  from  loy  father's  house. 
The  last  wle  scion  of  a  thousand  sires 
(For  I  was  then  the  iast),  it  hurt  me  less 
Than  to  behold  my  boy  ajid  my  hoy'sj 


Surgeoi 
Perhapi 


tanl  (hoping  to  be  surgeon), 
a  tiBs  aone  mirEcles  i'  the  way  of  business 
rhaps  you  are  related  to  my  relative  } 


Oh,  yes,  we  are,  but  distantly. 

[Adds  to  Webne 
ol  you  humour  tlie  dull  gossip,  till 
We  lesm  his  purpose  3 


My  faults  deserred  excluG 
My  passions  were  all  hvi, 
Tiiined  like  the  gorgon's  ■ 


;efron 


Lvhat 
although  t! 

[A  loiot^ang  M  laatd. 
Harkt 


You  appear  to  have  drunk  enough  akeady, 
And  if  you  had  not,  I  're  no  wine  to  offer. 
Else  it  were  yours ;  but  this  you  know,  or  should  know  ■ 

That  1  would  bs  alone ;  but  to  your  business  I 
What  biuigs  vou  here  7 


[Wehner  puto  Ais  hand  inlD  his  ho 
tearck  for  some  weapoiu 


Why,» 


hould  bt 


w  not,  though  I  think  tliat  I  could  guess 
That  which  will  send  you  hence. 

Patience,  door  Wen 


And  worthy wimt  's  youi 

Sot  afraid  to  demand  it? 

Not  afraid  I 
Egad  1  I  am  afraid.    You  look  as  if 
I  Bsk'd  for  Eomeihing  belter  iJian  your  as 
By  Uie  face  you  put  on  it. 


my  friend  ? 

Are  you  1. 


Br  has  o'erflow'd. 

AL 


a  groat  personage,  who  fam  would  crOas 
nst  the  stream,  and  three  postilions'  wishei 
jwn'd  below  the  lord,  with  five  post-horee! 
inkey,  and  a  mastiS',  and  a  valet. 


BeUer  or  worse,  like  matrimony,  what 
Shall  I  say  more  !  You  have  been  a  guest  this  month 
Here  in  the  piince's  palace — (to  be  sure, 
His  highness  had  resigned  it  to  the  ghosts 
And  rats  these  twelve  years — but 't  is  still  n  palace)  - 
'    '    ir,  and  as  yet 


We  know  not  if  hi 


Yes,  of  the  i, 
Kittle !  but  as  yet 
lelleney  's  dead 

ouldbe. 


Wo  4 


wyour 


My  name  is  Wemcf 


in  ui  office 
in  is,  that 


Enough  of  the  Oder  to  have  burst  tw 

~     m  and  Hungarian  travoLer, 
Who,  at  their  proper  peril,  enalch'd  him  friim 
The  whirling  river,  have  sent  on  to  crav^ 
A.  lodging,  or  a  grave,  accordmg  as 
It  iia/  turn  out  with  the  live  or  dead  hodt 


■a?  Ji 
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IDENSTEIS. 

rOEBSTElK. 

Here !  no ,  but  in  the  prince's  own  apartment. 

But  are  you  sure 

As  fits  a  noble  guest :  '1  is  damp,  no  doubt. 

Not  havmg  been  inhabited  Uieaa  twelve  years  J 

But  then  he  comes  from  a  much  damper  place, 

I  do  not  know. 

So  scarcely  will  catch  cold  m  '1,  if  h«  bs 

IDENSTEIB. 

SUU  liable  tQ  cold-and  if  not,  why 

And  yet  you  saved  his  life. 

He 'Q  be  worse  lodged  to-morrow:  no'erlheless. 

1  have  order'd  firs  and  all  i^plisncea 

Ihetp'dmyCiendtodoso. 

In  case  he  should  survive. 

Well,  that's  strange 

To  save  a  man's  life  whom  you  do  not  know. 

Poo            man 

I  hope  be  win,  with  all  my  heart. 

Not  so  i  for  there  are  some  I  know  so  well. 

WEKBEB 

I  scarce  should  give  myself  the  trouble. 

Bsvajou  not  learo'd  his  name     H     J 

Pray 

[A-^            ^fi. 

Good  friend,  and  who  may  you  be  ? 

Ralire— I-aidftlhisrooh                {En  3        a      . 

By  my  familj. 

His  name?  oh  Lord! 

Hungarian. 

Who  knows  if  ho  hath  now  a  name  or  no ; 

Tis  lime  enouEh  to  ask  it  when  he 's  able 

Which  is  call'd? 

To  give  an  answer,  or  if  not,  to  put 

It  matters  liiae. 

Just  now  you  chid  me  for  demandmg  names  T 

IDENBTEIS    (asids). 

True,  true,  I  did  so  ;  you  say  well  and  wisely. 

Since  no  one  cares  to  tell  me  what  he 's  call'd ! 
Pray,  has  his  excellency  a  large  suite  7 

Enter  Gabor. 

Sufficient. 

If  I  mlrudo,  I  "»'^^^^^_^_ 

How  many?                  ^^^^J 

rhis  is  the  palace ;  this  a  stranger  like 

I  did  not  count  them. 
We  came  up  by  mete  accident,  and  just 

Voutself  1  I  pray  you  make  yourself  at  home: 

In  time  to  drag  him  through  his  cairiago  window. 

But  where 's  his  excellency,  and  how  fates  he  7 

Wttly  and  wearily,  but  out  of  peril ; 

Well,  what  would  I  give  to  save  a  great  man ! 

No  doubt  you '11  have  a  swinging  sum  as  recompense. 

He  paused  to  change  his  garments  in  a  cottage 

(Where  1  dolT'd  nune  for  these,  ojid  came  on  hither), 

Perhaps. 

And  h  as  almost  recoTcr'd  from  his  drenching. 

Ha  will  be  hero  anon. 

Now,  how  much  do  you  reckon  on  J 

What  ho,  there !  bustle  1 

I  have  not  yet  put  up  myself  to  sale : 

Wiilvoui  there,  Hermen,  Weilburg,  Peter,  Conrad ! 

In  the  mean  lime,  my  beet  reward  would  be 

[Giw.  <iir«(i<™  to  difo'ent  jmanls  ttfio  inler. 

A  nobleman  sleeps  here  lo-ni^t— see  that 

Wreathed  with  rich  grapes  and  Bacchanal  devices, 

AU  is  in  order  in  the  damask  chamber — 

O'orflowing  with  the  oldest  of  your  vintage  j 

Keep  up  the  stove — I  will  myself  to  the  cellar — 

For  which  I  promise  you,  in  case  you  e'er 

And  Madame  Idenstein  (my  consort,  stranger) 

Run  hazard  of  b»ng  drown'd  (although  I  own 

Shall  furnish  forth  the  bed-appatel ;  for. 

It  seena,  of.  all  deaths,  the  least  Ukely  for  you), 

To  say  the  tiudi,  they  are  marvellous  scant  of  Ihja 

I  Tl  pull  you  out  for  nothing.    Quick,  my  fi:iend. 

Within  the  palace  precincts,  smce  his  highness 

And  Ihmk,  for  every  bumper  I  shall  quaff. 

Left  it  some  dozen  years  ago.    And  then 

A  wave  the  less  may  roll  above  yoar  head. 

His  excellency  will  sup,  doubtless  '1 

I  don't  much  like  this  feUoW— close  and  dry 

Faith! 

He  seems,  two  things  which  suit  me  not ;  however, 

I  cannot  tell ;  hut  I  should  think  the  pillow 

Wme  he  shall  have ;  if  that  unlocks  him  not, 

Would  i,Iease  him  better  than  the  table,  after 

I  shall  not  sleep  to-night  lor  curiosity. 

HiR  soaking  ioy™'"''^:  but  for  fear 

E£ri,lDEKSTE,». 

Your  vianoa  should  he  Ihrovra  away,  I  mean 

HAIOH   (toWEBBEK.) 

To  sup  myself,  and  have  a  Iriend  without 

This  master  of  U.e  ceremonies  is 

Who  will  do  honour  <□  your  good  cheer  with 

The  intendanl  of  the  palace,  I  presmno. 

A  iiavelie.'B  apoe^'e. 

■Tis  a  fine  building,  but  decay'd. 
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Ill  filior  order  for  a  sickly  guesl. 

I  wonder  ihen  you  occupied  it  not, 

werheh  [qtaekljf). 
Sir! 

Pray 
Escass  me :  have  I  eaii  aught  to  offend  ;ou  T 


Orsti 


(While  leydl'd)  at  eaeh  otter's  hearts;  b 

steel  into  its  scabbard,  ajid  lets  sleep 
spark  which  hghta  tho  matchlock,  we  i 
are  poi>r  and  sickly — I  am  not  rich,  b 
lit  for  nothing  which  I  cannot  want ; 
Eceni  devoid  of  this— will  share  it  1 

[G*BOKp«Ifat 


And  IhaX  's  the  reason  I  wouU  have  ua  less  so ! 

t  thought  our  bustling  guest  without  had  said 

You  were  a  chance  and  passing  guest,  Iha  counterpart 

Of  me  and  my  companions. 


Then,  as  wa  never  met  before,  and  nevi 
It  may  be^  may  again  encounter,  why, 
I  thought  to  cheer  up  this  old  dungeon  ] 
(Al  least  to  me)  by  asking  you  to  shar* 
The  fare  of  ray  loropanions  ejid  myaell 


Pray,  pardon 


Even  as  you  pleas 


WA 

.that's over,  n 

w,  and  peace 

Hi.' 

urn'd  w««tho 

arts  adrift 

To  11 

ea.A«,6>,^ 

y  truth. 

Home 

Wlmtislhal? 

OAEOR. 

Whate'er 

rhey 

on.    All  Silesia  apA 

Loaa 

Oi'tJ 

lo  levy  on  the 

'I'hri 

the  Chalclains 

Thei 

castlnw.ll8-beyondlherii'li 

but  doutiUUI 

K)unt  or  full-hl 

.vn  baron. 

Mye 

omfort  IS  Ihat, 

ander  where  I 

I've 

UleleilKikiBe 

WERNEB. 

Andl-*o 

img. 

That 

s  harder  elill. 

You  say  you  w 

ereasoldia-. 

You  yourscir, 
mg  you  were  a  soldier  durmg  peace  lb 
WERNER  {looking  at  him  with  suijticio 


Your  offer's  noble,!. 


Though  scarcely  prudent;  hut  no  less  I  ihank  you. 

«hen  I  beg  of  any  one,  it  shall  bo 
m  who  was  the  first  lo  olTer  what 
can  obtaui  by  asking.     Pardon  me. 

[BlilWEHNEI'. 
OiBOR  (>0l^). 

A  goodly  fellow,  by  his  looks,  though  worn. 
As  most  good  fdlaws  ate,  by  pain  or  pleasure. 
Which  teat  life  out  of  us  before  our  time : 

■ce  know  which  most  quickly ;  but  he  seems 
ivB  seen  better  days,  as  who  has  not 
has  seen  yesterday? — But  here  apptoBChes 
Out  sage  intendanl,  with  the  wine ;  however, 
Par  the  cup's  sake,  1  'U  beat  the  cup-bearer. 

Enter  ICESSTEIH. 
'Tishere!  the  supernaculum !  twenty  jears 
>f  age,  if 'tis, a  day. 

Which  epoch  mnikes 
Young  women  and  okl  wine,  and  't  is  great  pity 

h  still  improves  the  one,  should  spoil  the  other. 
Fill  full— Here 's  to  our  hostess— your  fair  wife. 

[Toies  the  gtiai 
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{Though  in  ii  garb  sdapted  to  ita  present 
Abiuidonment)i  relum'ji  my  salutation — 


I  would  she  w. 
Bui  ywi  "re  mistaken — that 's  the  airaiiEer's  i 

And  hy  her  aspect  she  might  be  a  prince's  : 
Though  time  hath  touch'd  her  too,  she  sUU  re 
Much  beauty,  and  more  majesty. 


Is  more  than  I  can  say  Tor  Madame  Idenstein, 
AtlEESt  in  beauty;  as  for  majesty, 
8he  has  some  of  its  properties  which  might 
Be  spared — but  never  mind ! 


There  I  differ. 
Ho  ^s  poor  as  Job,  and  not  so  patient ;  but 
Who  he  may  be,  or  what,  or  aughl  of  him, 
Eioept  his  name  (and  that  I  only  leam'd 
To-night),  I  know  not. 


In  a  most  miscr^Ie  old  caleche, 

FeU  ack,  almost  to  death.    He  should  have  died. 


That 's  true ;  but  pity,  as  you  know,  does  ma 
One's  heart  commit  these  follies ;  and  besidi 
They  bad  some  valuables  lell  at  that  time. 


The  ran  of  some  of  the  oldest  palace  rooms. 
ITiey  served  to  air  thom,  at  the  least  as  king 
Ai  Ihej  could  pay  for  fire-wood. 


Oh  '  HeaTon  knows  where,  unl 
Soii>e  days  ago  that  loak'd  the  1 
Fo,  Werner. 


To  help  him  from  his  carriage,  and  pr 
Tour  humble  duly  at  the  door  7 


From  out  that  carriage  when  he  would  have  j 
His  barony  or  county  to  repel 
The  rushing  river  from  his  gurgling  throat. 
He  has  ralets  now  enough :  they  stood  aloof 
Shahmg  (hen  dripping  ears  upon  the  shore, 
AH  roaring,  "Help!"  butofiaiingnone  ;  am 
For  dutu  (as  you  call  it]  I  did  mine  Ihen, 
Now  do  jrouri.   Hence,  and  bow  and  cimge  1 

Hiall  lose  the  opportunity — 


il— but 


.11  sounds  now  jar  me! 

(Percnumg  Gahoh).    Still  here !  Is  he  not 
.  spy  of  my  pursuer's  7  His  frank  ofler, 
0  suddenly,  and  to  a  stranger,  wore 


And  yet  the  time  is 

not  akin 

to  thought. 

These  old  walls  wi 

henois 

)r  count  (or  whatB 

oe'er  this  half-drovra'd  noble 

Uay  be),  fbr  whom  this  de 

olale  village,  and 

Than  did  the  elem 

nts,  IS  c 

.D 

(™m™o- 

This  way— 

Tho  stMrcase  is  a 

:flegloo 

Somewhat  decay'd 

but  if 

ve  had  eipected 

So  high  a  guesl-p 

ruyteke 

my  arm,  my  lord! 

parlbf  his  oinn,  and  pnr%  relriners  of  the  damia 

a/ 

*ER  [uloud  and  haafHu'). 

rPTri,  says"  that? 
[Theff  took  al  him  viUh  surpriss^ 
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Here 's  one  his  eioellenoj  may  bo  pleased 

To  recognise.  [Pmnlmg  lo  Gaeo 


I  apprehend 
is  one  of  Ihe  strangers  lo  whose  aid 
;  my  rescue.    Is  not  that  the  other  1 


Thai  there  were  tv 


But,  m  the  service  render'd  to  your  iordahip, 
I  needs  must  say  but  me,  ajid.ha  is  absent. 
The  chief  part  of  whatever  aid  was  render'd 
Was  Ais!  it  wSs  his  fortune  to  be  first. 
My  wiU  was  not  inferior,  but  his  strength 
And  youth  outstripp'd  me ;  therefore  do  not  wael 
Four  thanlis  on  me.     I  was  but  a  glad  second 


r  upon  WERrvER,  then  oeif^). 


These  eyes; 

and,  though  n 

tillhav 

rkeirioDhai 

poUey  has  1 

My  own  from 

us,notloal 

rmhioiin 

Suspicion  of 

ny  plan.    Why  did  I  !e 

uld  have  made  a 

If  (Ms  be  ho 

To  have  been 

lord  of  Sieg 

ndorf,  and 

parted 

5ments  a[ 

To  fight  again 

ood 

May  lieep  mc 

prisoner  her 

[II^p-^ 

ea  aivl  loohi  at  Werne 

T 

Be  «Btch'd, 

If  ilishch 

iasooha 

Hod. 

Hie  father,  ri 

ng  from  his  grave  agau. 

rince's  chamber  is  prepared,  witii  all 
The  very  furniture  the  prince  used  when 
Last  here,  in  its  full  splendour. 

{Aside.)  Somewhat  totler'd 
evilish  damp,  but  fine  enough  by  torch-liglit  j 
lat's  enough  for  yum'  right  noble  blood 
Of  twenty  qoarterings  upon  a  hatchment ; 

let  thdr  bearer  sleep  ^ealh  something  like  one 

STBAi-EHHiiH  (titing  ond  ftirning-  la  G*BOE', 
Good  night,  good  people  1     Sir,  T  trust  to-morrow 
Will  find  me  apter  lo  requite  your  service. 
-     ■     mean  tune,  I  crave  yogf  company 


(^>ro/Eio!i^8,paMcs,  and  aiSs  Weeber). 


Sir .'  Lord  1— oh.  Lord  !  Why  don't  yoi 
His  lordship,  or  his  eiceUency  1    Pray, 

Ho  hslh'not  lieen  accustom'd  to  admission 
To  such  a  presence. 


Both  from  the  wall: 


You  may  seek 


Indeed!  ne'erlhele 
You  might  reply  with  courtesy,  lo  what 
Is  ask'd  in  kindness. 


The  inrendant  said, you  hod  been  dctain'd  by  sickness* 
If  I  could  aid  you— journeying  the  same  way  7 

WERZOIR  [qmchly). 
I  am  not  joumeyuig  the  eame  way. 


That,  ere  you  know  my  route? 


ly  that  the  rich  and  poor  must ' 
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Togelher.  You  diverged  from  thai  dread  palli 
Some  liours  ago,  and  I  some  days ;  heneefbith 
Our  roads  must  lie  asunder,  iJiough  iJiey  tend 


four  language  is  above 
f  EHKEH  [dUlerh/). 


St  ihal  I  answer  not— n 
lor.  Explain  what  yot 
^Q  satisfy  yourself,  or  n 


!  such:— Have  you  none? 


The  same  unkiio 

vnnn 

hnml 

estrar 

He  wishes  to  rem 

tofhn 

Who  can  haven 

.ght 

ncom 

nonw 

Hihin 

BTn 

I.ENH 

IM. 

[will  not  balk  yo 

rhn 

nour,  though 

I  only  meant  you 

e-but,  good 

ight 

ttoG 

.  Ht, 

youw 

■  ivill 

[Extant  S 

»ER( 

o(«.). 

■Tishe!     I'mt 

ken 

I  quitted  Hamburgh,  Giulio,  his  late  steward, 

Inform'd  me,  that  he  had  obtain'd  an  order 

From  Brandenburgh's  elector,  for  tbe  arrest 

Of  Kruitaner  (sueh  the  name  I  then  bore),  when 

I  cama  upon  Iba  frontier ;  the  free  city 

Alone  preserved  my  freedom— till  I  left 

Its  walk— fool  that  I  was  to  quit  them  1     But 

1  d^em'd  this  bumble  garb,  and  route  obscure. 

Had  baffled  tho  slow  hounds  in  their  pursuit. 

What 's  to  be  done  ?    He  knows  me  not  by  person  j 

Nor  could  aught,  save  the  eye  of  apprehenaon. 

Have  reci^nised  Mm,  after  twenty  years, 

n  a  met  30  rarely  and  so  coldly  in 

Ouryoutii.     Bui  thosaahout faimt    Nowlcan 

niirne  the  franlaess  of  Uie  Hungarian,  who, 

No  doubt,  is  a  mere  tool  and  spy  of  Strolcnhelm's 

1  o  sound  and  to  aeoure  me.    Without  means ! 

Sick,  poor— begirt  too  with  the  flooding  rivers. 

Impassable  even  to  the  wealthy,  with 

&l\  the  appliances  which  purdiaae  modes 

'»r  oiemowering  peril  with  men's  lives,— 


Arrives  fron 
I  wiU  do  wh 


IS  of  gdd  might  save  mo  s 
.TEIH  and  FaiTZ  in  amm 


10  trouble ;  you  will  be  repaid 


e  lie  fire,  and  slumbers ;  and  has  order'd 
When  he  wUl  take  himself  lo  bed. 


Prom  their  scant  pallets,  and,  at  peril  of 
Their  lives,  despatch  them  o'er  the  river  towai-ds 
Frankfort.     Methuiks  the  baton's  own  eiperien'^e 
Somo  hours  ago  might  leach  him  fellow-feeling ; 
But  no,  "  it  miiBi,"  ajid  there 's  an  end.     How  n-" 
Are  you  there,  Mynheer  Werner  ? 

You  have  leil 
Your  noble  guest  right  quickly. 

'"""'"i'..-h.'.d.,ini 
And  seems  to  like  that  none  should  sleep  besides. 
Here  is  a  packet  for  the  commandant 
Of  Frankfort,  at  all  risks  and  all  expenses ; 
But  I  must  not  lose  lime :  good  night  1 

[Exit  Ieehbt 


itthickcna!  Ay,  "than 


I'his  tallies  < 
Of  this  cool  cal< 

He  writes  for  a 


ather's  house.    No  doubt 

!Ss. — Sooner  than. 

s  anflpid,  and  muA^s  up  a  kn}f* 
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Now  I  am  maEter  of  myself  at  least. 

With  its  own  weight  impedes  more  than  protccls. 

Good  night.    I  trust  lo  mcnl  with  him  at  day-break. 

Will  wak  for  even  the  show  ot  that  authority 

[E^iGakoi. 

Be-enter  IcEKsTEis  (md  some  peaaunla.    JoBEPiii^ 

That  he  suspeets  me  'b  certain.    I  'ni  alone ; 

relir,,^th^jm. 

Ho  witli  a  numerous  train,     I  weak;  he  strong 

In  n^\A,  in  numbers,  rank,  authority. 

But  ifl'mdrown'd! 

DeEtruction,  till  I  reach  my  own  domain ; 
He  fun-blown  with  his  lilies,  whicli  impose 

Why,  you  '11  be  yeU  paid  for 
And  have  risk'd  more  than  drownmg  for  as  much, 

Still  further  on  these  obscure  peUy  burghers 

Than  they  couki  do  elsewh«%     Hark]  nearer  slJU! 

™   '  '""'             SECOBD   PEASANT 

I  '11  lo  the  secret  passage,  which  communicates 
With  the No!  all  is  alent— 'twas  my  fancy!- 

But  our  wives  and  families? 

Still  as  ths  breathless  mterval  between 

Cannot  be  ivorse  olf  than  they  are,  and  may 

The  flash  and  miinder  ;-I  most  hush  my  »ul 

Be  better. 

Amidst  its  perils.    Yet  I  will  retire. 

To  see  if  still  be  unei:nlored  iJie  nassase 
I  wot  of!  it  will  serve  me  as  a  den 

I  have  neither,  and  wiU  venture. 

Of  sfcrecj  for  some  hours,  at  the  worst, 

[Werbek  draois  a  panel,  and  txil,  clnnng  it 
after  him. 

That's  right.    A  gallant  carle,  aiid  fit  lobe 
A  soldier.    1 11  promote  you  to  the  ranks 

In  the  prince's  body-guard — if  you  succeed  ; 

Enler  Gabor  raid  Josephine. 

And  you  shall  have  besides  in  sparMing  coin 

Two  thalera. 

Where  is  your  husband  ? 

No  more  7 

Here,  I  thought:  I  led  him 

Not  long  since  in  his  chamber.     But  these  rooms 

Out  upon  your  avarice  '. 

Have  many  outlefa,  and  he  may  be  gone 

Can  that  low  vice  alloy  so  much  ambition  T 

I  tell  thee,  fellow,  ih*t  two  thalcrs  in 

Small  change  will  subdivide  into  a  treasure. 

Pu(  many  quesUons  to  the  intendant  on 

Risk  lives  and  souls  for  the  tithe  of  one  thaler  J 

The  subject  of  your  lord,  and,  lo  be  plain, 

When  had  you  half  the  sum? 

1  have  my  doubU)  if  he  means  well. 

Never-but  ne  «i 

Alas! 

The  less  I  must  have  three. 

What  can  there  be  in  common  with  the  proud 

And  wealthy  baron  and  the  unluiown  Werner? 

Kavc  you  forgot 

Whoso  vassal  you  were  bom,  knave  1 

That  you  know  best. 

TBIKD   PEASAST. 

No-the  prin^o 

Or,  if  it  were  so,  how 

And  not  the  stranger's. 

Come  you  to  stir  yourself  in  his  behalf. 

Rather  than  thai  of  him  whose  life  you  saved  1 

Sirrah !  in  tho  prince's 

I  belp'd  10  save  him,  as  in  peri! ;  but 

My  intimate  connexion ;-"  Cousin  Idenstein  > 

I  did  not  pledge  myself  to  serve  him  in 

(Quolh  he)  you'U  order  out  a  dozen  viUams." 

Oppression.     I  know  welt  Iheso  nobles,  and 

And  so,  you  villains!  Iroop — march — march,  I  saj 

Their  Lhousand  modes  of  trampling  on  the  poor. 

And  if  a  single  dog's  ear  of  this  packal 

I  have  proved  them ;  and  my  spirit  boils  up,  when 

Bo  sprinkled  by  the  Oder— look  to  it ! 

I  find  them  practising  against  the  weak : — 

For  every  page  of  paper,  shaU  a  hida 

This  is  my  only  motive. 

Like  Ziska's  skin,  lo  heal  alarm  lo  all 

It  would' be 

Refi-actory  vassals,  who  cannot  cfiect 

Not  easy  to  persuade  my  consort  of 

Your  good  intentions. 

{E^.dnvinslhm-^ 

losEPHiBE  {combig  foTVard). 

Is  he  so  suspicious  T 

Of  feudal  tyranny  o'er  petty  victims ; 

He  was  not  once ;  but  lime  and  troubles  have 

I  cannot  aid,  and  wiU  not  witness  such. 

Made  him  what  you  beheld. 

Even  here,  m  Ibis  remote,  unnamed,  duii-  spDi 

The  dimmest  in  the  district's  map,  exist 

I'm  sorry  for  it. 

The  insolence  of  wealth  hi  poverty 

Suspicion  Is  a  heavy  armour,  and 

O'er  something  poorer  still-ihe  uride  of  I'ani. 
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In  ^erviiudf ,  o'er  sometbrng  still  mote  servile ; 

WERBEH. 

And  vice  in  misery,  affecting  slLll 

Hope!  ImFihe 

A  Utlcr'd  splendour.     What  a  state  of  being ! 

But  let  us  to  our  chamber. 

In  Tuscany,  my  own  dear  sunny  land. 

Our  nobles  were  but  alliens  and  merchants, 

Like  Cosmo.    We  had  evils,  but  not  such 

What  hast  thou  d™(? 

As  these;  and  out  all-ripe  and  gushing  valleys 

Led  one  thing  ..mlo 
Had  mada  all  tvell :  let  me  not  think  of  it. 

Made  poverty  more  cheerfiil,  where  each  herb 
Was  in  itself  a  meal,  and  everyone 

■ITie  heart  of  man ;  and  the  ne'er  unfeli  sun 
(But  rarely  clouded,  and  when  clouded,  leaving 
His  warnilh  behmd  in  memory  of  his  beams) 
Makes  Ihe  worn  mantle,  and  tJie  Ihm  rohe,  less 

Alas,  that  I  should  doubt  of  thee ! 

[ErmM. 

ACT  II. 

But,  here  <  the  despots  of  the  north  appear 

SCENE  I. 

To  inulate  the  iee-wind  of  their  clime. 

ji  HaamthisamiPaloa. 

Searching  the  shivering  vassal  ihrongh  bis  rags. 

Enler  Idehstein  and  ottisri. 

To  wring  his  noul— as  the  bleak  elements 

His  fiirm.    And  't  b  to  be  amongst  these  sovereigns 
My  husband  pants !  and  snch  his  pride  of  birth— 
Thai  twenty  years  of  usage,  such  as  no 

Pine  doings!  goodly  dobiga  1  honest  doing 
A  baron  pillaged  in  a  prince's  palace ! 
Where,  till  this  hour,  such  a  sin  ne'er  was 

1 

Fslhor,  born  in  an  humUe  state,  cou!d  nerve 

Ha  soul  lo  persecute  a  son  wiihat, 

Haiii  ehanged  no  atom  of  his  early  rature ; 

Bui  I,  born  nobly  also,  from  my  father's 

ft  hardly  could,  unlwa  Ihe  rats  despoii'd 
The  mice  of  a  few  slireds  of  tapestry. 

Kmdness  was  taught  a  diiTerent  lesson.    Father ! 

Oh!  that  I  ere  should  live  to  sen  Ibis  day! 

May  thy  long-tried  and  now  rewarded  spirit 

The  honour  of  our  city  'b  gone  for  evei . 

Look  down  on  us,  and  our  so  long-dedred 

Ulric !  I  love  my  son,  as  thou  didst  me  [ 

What 's  that?  TTiou,  Werner!  can  it  be:  and  thus! 

Well,  but  now  lo  discover  Uie  delmqutnt ; 

Eil^  Weuhkh  haitil!,,  w!lh  &e  Uifi  i»  bi>  hand,  by 

This  sum  wilhoul  b  search. 

the  srcrel  praiel,  uJricA  he  c/oms  Imniedly  after  him. 

WEHNEH  (no!  mjirsf  nrogiuang  her). 

And  so' am  I. 

Ah!  Josephine, 

Rut  whtm  do  you  auspeci? 

fVhyartlhounotatrest? 

Suspect!  slip 

What  rest?  My  God  1 

Wilhoul-"ithin-Bbove-1«!low-Heaven 

help  me  • 

»Tl.aldoIh  Ibis  mean? 

WERNER  lahoBiing  a  nmlean). 

Is  ihere  no  olher  entrance  lo  the  chamber  ? 

Wdl  rescue  us  from  this  detosled  dungeon. 

None  whatever. 

And  how  obtain'd?-that" knife  l' 

Are  you  sure  of  thai? 

CertaHi.    I  have  lived  and  served  here  sin 

emybirin. 

nvay— we  must  to  our  eharabpr. 

And  if  there  wero  such,  must  have  heard  o 

f  such, 

Bui  whence  com'st  thou  7 

Then  it  must  be  some  one  who 

Had  access  to  the  anlechambor. 

Ask  not !  but  lot  us  think  where  we  shall  go— 

niis— this  will  make  us  way.  {shoiang  Ihi  ^Id)— 

Doubtless 

1  '11  fit  them  now. 

The  man  call'd  IVemer^s  poor! 

dare  not  tliink  thee  gudty  of  dishonour. 

Ilishon...... 

Poor  as  a 
linl  lodged  so  far  off,  in  Iho  olher  win", 

miso, 

The  baron's  chamber,  llmt  it  can't  bo  he : 

Besides,  I  bade  bun  "  good  night"  in  the 

all. 

Almost  a  mile  off,  and  which  only  leads 

risihclastnighl,  llrnsl,  thalwe  need  pass  here. 

To  his  own  apartment,  about  Ihe  same  lim 

When  this  burglarious,  larcenous  felony 

.nf  wA  the  worst,  1  hopo 

Appears  to  have  been  committed. 
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Thete'aanoiliat— 


All  gypsies,  and  LL-dolhed  and  sailow  people. 

And  for  the  boron's  gold— if  't  ia  not  found, 
At  least  he  shall  have  tlie  fuU  s^llafBctioa 


m  from  Ihe  Oder. 


Ikely. 
oof  Ih 

Bui, 
"  ^i,ile 

old-m 

ght 

t  not  have  been 

Ho«.? 

W 

isir! 

IDE 

oflhe 

nterior 

is.    You  say 

the 

great  chair— 

ivdv 

^ohalr- 

-itihis 

rider'd  nighl-gown ; 

toile' 

spread  before : 

ad  upon  it 

abine 

with  letlera,  p 

and 

i^ralr 

uloaux 

of  gold 

whloh  ™  only 

Which  fbnus  the  baron's  h 

usehold,  's  unimpB 

Fromslan 

ard  to  scullioi.,  s 

or  pecula 

,on;  such  as  in 

Weights,  measures,  larder. 

cellar,  buttery. 

Where  al 

Postage  0 

letters,  gatherin 

g^'rent,. 

feasts,  and  und, 

Etanduig  with 

The  hone 

ish  noble  masters: 

But  for  yo 

ur  petty,  picking 

IBSwedoboai 

-wages:  then 

■  our  folks  done  i^  he  would  not 

Have  bee 

His  neck 

or  me  rouleau,  h 

t  hate  swoop'd  all 

The  late  Count  Siegendorf,  his  distant  kinsmiui, 
id  near  Ptague,  in  his  castle,  mid  my  lord 

Was  there 
No  heir? 

Oh,yesi  but  he  has  disappear'd 
Long  from  the  world's  eye,  and  perhaps  the  worji 
A  prodigal  son,  beneath  his  fether's  ban 
For  the  lost  twenty  years ;  for  whom  his  sb^ 
~  '    ed  to  kill  the  fatted  calf;  and,  therefi-- 
ng,  he  must  chew  the  husks  still.     bD> 
The  baron  would  find  m 


Wer. 


There  is  some  sense  in  that 

'T  was  none  of  our  corps ;  but  some  petty,  trivial 
Picker  and  stealer,  v.  ithout  art  or  genius. 
The  only  question  is— Who  else  could  have 
Access,  save  the  Hungarian  and  yourself? 


You  don't  n 


ne? 


iciples,  I  hope. 

i:  What'stobedonel 


And  the  p<JieB  (though  there 's  none  nearer 
Frankfort];  post  notices  in  manuscript 
(For  we've  no  printer);  and  sot  by  my  clerf 

We'll  :end  out  villains  to  atrip  beggars,  and 


!-appeaj 


And  has  much  inUuenci 

He's  fartimate. 

'T  is  true,  there  is  a 
Whom  the  lata  count  recldm'd  from 
And  educated  as  his  heir ;  but  then 
t  doubtful. 


left-hand  love,  miprudcnt  sort  of  marriage, 
^ith  an  Italian  e-iile'a  dark.-eyed  daughter : 
Noble,  they  say,  too ;  but  no  match  fiw  such 
A  house  as  Siegendotra.    The  grandsire  ill 
Could  brook  the  alliance ;  and  could  ne'er  be  brou 
e  the  parents,  though  ho  tooli  the  Eon. 

If  he  *3  a  lad  of  mettle,  he  may  yet 

Dispute  your  claim,  and  weave  a  web  that  may 

Why, 
For  mettle,  he  has  quite  enough :  they  say, 

id  grandsire's  qualities,<-^petuoUB  ss 

le  former,  and  deep  as  the  latter ;  but 

The  strangest  is,  that  he  too  disappear'J 


ThedevUhedid? 


WhT.ye-K 
It  was  bnAen  b»  H. 
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IDEBSTEIB. 

Have  rank  by  birth  and  soHiorship,  and  fiienda 

Was  ihmm  cause  assignM? 

Who  shaa  be  yours.    T  is  true,  this  pa-Jee  of  peace 

Favours  such  views  at  present  scantily ; 

Plenty,  no  doubt. 

But  twill  not  last,  men's  spirits  are  too  stirring ; 

And  none  perhaps  the  Ime  one.    Some  aTerr'd 

And,  afler  thirty  years  of  conflict,  peace 

II  was  to  aeeli  his  parents ;  some,  because 

Is  but  a  petty  war,  as  Ihe  times  show  us 

The  old  man  held  hia  spHl  in  so  striclly 

In  every  forest,  or  a  mere  arm'd  truce. 

(But  that  could  scarce  be,  for  he  doted  on  him): 

War  wiL  reclaim  his  own ;  and,  in  the  mean  umc. 

A  third  beliered  he  wish'd  to  serve  in  war, 

You  might  obtain  a  post,  which  would  insure 

A  higher  soon,  and,  by  my  influence,  fail  noi 

He  might  have  since  return'd,  wers  that  Ihe  motive ; 

A  fourth  set  charitably  have  surmised, 

I  stand  wen  with  the  elector ;  in  Bohemia, 

Like  jou,  I  am  a  stranger,  and  we  iuc  now 

That  in  the  wild  emberance  of  his  nature, 

Upon  its  frontier. 

He  had  joio'd  the  black  bands,  who  Uy  waffle  Lusatia, 

You  perceive  my  garb 

Since  the  lest  years  of  wai  had  dwindled  bto 

A  kind  of  general  condotliero  aptem 

Of  bandit  warfare ;  each  Iroop  with  its  chief, 

Your  offer,  'tis  witli  the  same  feeling  which 

And  all  against  mankind. 

Induced  iu 

That  cannot  be. 

Why,  this  is  mere  usury! 

A  young  heir,  bred  to  mealih  and  lusury,  , 

I  owe  my  Ufe  to  you,  and  you  refuse 

To  risk  his  life  and  honours  with  disbanded 

Heaven  best  knows! 

To  heap  more  obligations  on  me,  IJU 

""^       VLR.C. 

But  there  are  human  natures  so  sllied 

You  shall  say  so.  when 

(Into  the  savage  hive  of  enterprise. 

I  ciMm  the  payment. 

'Hiat  they  will  seek  for  peril  as  a  pleasure. 

I  've  heard  that  nodimg  can  recl^m  your  Indian, 

Well,  sh-,sinc8  you  will  not    ■ 

Or  tame  the  tiger,  though  their  infancy 

You  are  nobly  bom  T 

Were  fed  on  milk  and  honey.    After  all. 

Vour  Wallenalcui,  your  T^lly  and  Guslavus, 

I  've  heard  my  kinsmen  say  so 

Your  Bannicr,  and  your  Torstenson  and  Weimar, 

Were  but  the  same  thing  upon  a  grand  scale ; 

Your  actions  show  it.     Might  1  ask  your  name? 

And  non  that  they  are  gone,  and  peace  proclaimM, 

The;  who  would  follow  the  same  pastime  must 

Ulrio. 

Pursue  it  on  their  own  account.    Here  comes 

The  baron,  and  the  Saxon  stranger,  who 

Your  house's? 

Was  his  chief  ad  in  yesterday's  escape. 

CLHIC. 

But  did  not  leave  the  cottage  by  the  Oder 

When  I  'm  worthy  of  it. 

Dntil  this  morning. 

I 'U  answer  you. 

A'nlET  Stsalehheih  <md  Ulhic. 

STHALKHHEIH  (oirfde). 

Most  probably  an  Austrian, 

Since  you  have  refused 
Inadequate  thanks,  you  akoost  check  even  Ihem, 

Whom  these  unsettled  dmes  forbid  lo  boast 

His  Imeage  on  these  wild  and  dangerous  frontiers. 

Where  the  name  of  his  country  is  abhotr'd. 

[Aloud  to  Feitz  and  Idghste  u. 

And  bUish  ai  my  own  banen  gratitude. 

So,8irs!  how  have  you  sped  in  your  researdieaJ 

They  soeni  so  niggardly,  compared  with  wliat 

Vour  courteous  courage  did  in  my  behali^ 

Indifferent  well,  your  eicellenoy. 

I  piay  you  press  Uie  theme  no  further. 

Then 

I  am  to  deem  (he  plunderer  is  caught  J 

But 

Can  1  not  serve  you  ?  You  are  young,  and  of 

Humph!— not  enactly. 

That  mould  which  throws  out  heroes ;  fair  ui  favour ; 

Brave,  I  know,  by  my  living  now  to  say  so. 

Or  at  least  suspected. 

And,  doubtlessly,  with  su<^  a  ibrm  and  heart. 

Would  look  into  the  fiery  eyes  of  war, 

Oh !  ibr  ihal  matter,  very  much  suspected. 

As  ardently  for  glory  as  you  dared 

An  ohKCUre  death  lo  save  an  unknown  stranger 

Who  may  he  be? 

In  an  as  perilous  but  opposite  element. 

Vm  i-R  made  for  the  service .-  I  have  served ; 

Why,  don't  you  know,  my  lord  ' 
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Why,  if 
Vour  lordship,  bang  rohb'd,  don't  recognise 
The  rogua ;  how  should  I,  not  bang  robWd,  identify 
The  tMer among  so  many?  In  the  crowd, 
Moy  it  please  your  excellency,  your  thief  looks 
Exactly  like  the  rest,  or  rather  belter : 
'T  is  only  at  Ihe  bar  and  in  the  dungeon 
Thai  wise  men  know  your  felon  by  lus  features ; 
But  I  '11  engage,  that  if  seen  there  but  once. 
Whether  he  be  Ibund  criminal  or  no. 
His  lace  shall  be  so. 

aTRAI,E»HErH(toFRITzl. 

Prithee,  Friti,  ii 


■a  the  fellow  7 


What  hath  been  it 

My  lord,  not  much  as  yel,  except  con 

Besides  ihe  loss  (whidi,  I  must  ovm, 
Just  now  materially),  I  needs  would  j 
The  villun  out  of  public  motiFesj  fo 

Through  my  attendants,  and  so  manj 
And  hghted  chambers,  on  my  rest,  ar 
The  gold  before  my  scarce-closed  eye 
Leave  bare  your  borough,  Sir  Intend; 

If  there  were  aught  to  carry  off,  my  ' 
What  is  all  this! 


The  intendanl  can  inform  you  of  . 
Most  wilUngly.    You  see 

STHALESHEIM  (jmjji 

Defer 
Till  certain  of  the  hearer's  patien 


My  cabinet  before  me,  with  st 
Though  in  part  only):  ^ 


.  hundred  golden  ducats,  whi< 
would  be  fain,  and  there's  ai 
You  (as  1  sliL  am  rather  faint) 
To  yesterday's  great  obUgalini 
Thou^  slighter,  yet  not  sMght, 
[Who  seem  but  lukewami)  in 


e  iugemous  person 
uoninveo  to  guae  tnruugn  all  my  own  attendanta 
Besides  those  of  the  place,  and  bore  away 


I  have 


,  old  oracle,  expound  thy  riddle ! 

[EmI  with  iDEMsTEiB  and  FniT 

i,  active,  soldier-looking  stripling, 
B  as  Hercules  ere  his  first  labour, 
a  brow  of  thought  beyond  his  years 
repose,  till  his  eye  kindle  up 
ing  yours.    I  wish  I  could  engage  him ; 


e  is  worth  a  sUTiggle. 
And  though  1  am  not  the  man  to  yield  without  one. 
Neither  are  they  who  now  rise  up  between  me 
And  my  desire.    The  boy,  they  say,  's  a  hold  one : 
But  he  hath  play'd  the  truant  m  Eone  hour 
Of  freakish  folly,  leaving  fortune  to 
Champion  his  claims :  that's  welL  The  father,  when 
For  years  I  've  ttack'd,  as  does  the  blood-hound,  neve 
In  sight,  but  constantly  in  scent,  had  put  mo 
To  fault,  but  hen  I  have  hun,  and  that 's  better. 

Of  my  mquuies,  still  confirm  it— Tea  1 

The  man,  his  bearmg,  and  the  mystery 

or  his  arrival,  and  the  tims ;  the  account,  loo, 

The  intendant  gave  (for  I  have  not  beheld  her) 

Of  his  wife's  dignified  but  foreign  aspect : 

Besides  the  antipathy  with  which  we  met, 

As  snakes  and  lions  shrink  back  from  each  other 

Deadly,  willicut  bemg  natural  prey  to  either  i 
All — all — confirm  it  to  my  mind  i  howevH", 
Wo  '11  grapple,  ne'eitheless.  In  a  few  hours 
The  mder  comes  fi:om  Frankfort,  ■''  'hese  water- 
lUse  not  ihe  higher  (and  the  weather  favours 
Their  quick  abatement),  and  1 11  have  him  sale 
Within  a  dungeon,  v^bere  he  may  avouch 

Should  he  prove  other  than  I  deem.    This  robb'jy 
(Save  for  the  actual  loss)  is  lucky  also : 
He 's  poet,  and  that 's  '    " 
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and  Ihat's  dafencBleaa.—bTie,  we  have  no  proofs 

Because  they  love  their  lives  loo !  Yet  he 's  right 

Of  guilt,  but  whal  hath  he  of  mnocanoe  ? 

'Tis  strange  they  should,  when  such  as  he  may  put 

them 

To  hazard  at  his  pleasure.     OhI  thouworld! 

ITie  inoulpatjon  on  the  Hungarian,  who 

Thou  art  indeed  a  melancholy  jest !        [Exit  Gadob 

Halh  something  which  I  Uke  noi ;  and  alone 

Of  all  around,  eicept  the  intendaiit,  and 

The  prince's  household  and  ray  own,  had  ingress 

SCENE  II. 

Fanuhar  to  the  chamber. 

The  Aparmenl  of  Wermeb,  in  ihe  Palaci. 

Enler  Gabor. 

Cnto-JosEPBiBEonJUi-nic, 

Friend,  how  fare  jou7 

JOSEPHINE. 

Stand  back,  and  let  me  look  on  Uiee  again  1 

As  those  who  fere  well  eveiy  where,  when  ihey 

My  Ulric  !-my  beloved!-can  it  be- 
ATler  twelve  years  7 

Have  suppM  and  sluraber'd,  no  great  matter  bow— 

And  you,  my  lord  7 

Better  in  rest  than  purse; 

My  dearest  mothcrl 

Mine  inn  is  like  to  cost  me  deaf. 

Yes! 

HA  BOH, 

How  more  Uian  aE  I  sigh'd  for !  Heaven  receive 

or  your  late  loss :  but 't  is  a  trifle  to 

A  mother's  thanks  I— a  mother's  tears  of  joy  ! 

One  of  your  order. 

This  is  indeed  thy  work !— At  such  an  hour  too. 

You  would  ha^ytWnk  so 

Ho  comes  not  only  as  a  eon  hut  saviour. 

Were  the  loss  yours. 

If  such  joy  await  me,  it  must  double 

I  never  had  so  much 

What  I  novr  feel,  and  lighten,  from  my  heart. 

A  part  of  the  long  debt  of  duty,  not 

(At  oncel  in  o.v  whole  hfe,  and  therefore  am  not 

Fit  to  decide.    But  I  came  here  to  seek  you. 

This  long  delay  was  not  my  fault. 

Your  couriers  are  tum'd  back-I  have  oulatript  them. 

STRALEfBElH. 

But  cannot  think  of  sorrow  now,  and  doubt 

You!— Why? 

If  I  e'er  fell  it,  t  is  so  dazzled  from 

I  went  at  day-break, 

Mywml 

EniT  Werber, 

To  witch  for  the  ahalemenl  of  the  river. 

Your  messengers  were  all  cheek'd  like  myself  j 

What  have  we  here  T — more  strangers  7 

The  current's  pleasure. 

No' 

Look  upon  him  1  What  do  you  see  7 

Would  the  dogs  were  in  it ! 

Why  dm  mev  noU  at  least,  attempt  (he  passage  ! 

WEHNEB,          ^  j,^-    iIj, 

lorder'ajusataUrbks. 

For  the  first  time 

uiKic  {kntehne). 

Could  you  order 

For  twelve  long  years,  my  father  \ 

ITie  Oder  to  divide,  as  Moses  did 

The  Bed  Sea  tscarcely  redder  than  the  flood 

Oh,  God! 

Of  Ihe  swoln  stream),  and  bo  obey'd,  perhaps 

They  might  have  ventured. 

Ho  faints  1 

No-I  am  better  now— 

The  knaves !  the  staves  1 — but  they  shall  smart  for  (his. 

Uhic!  (EmhtacAhim). 

[£h(Strai.ehheih. 

CAEOB  (soZus). 

My  father,  Siegendorf ! 

There  goes  my  noble,  feudal,  self-wilt'd  baion ! 

Epitome  of  what  brave  chivalry 

Hush  !   boy- 

The  preui  ehevaUers  of  the  good  old  Uniea 

TTie  walls  may  hear  that  name  1 

Have  left  us.    Yesterday  he  would  have  given 

His  lands  (if  he  had)  any],  and,  still  dearer. 

What  then? 

rris  siitaen  quaHerings,  for  as  much  fresh  air 

As  would  have  filled  a  bladder,  while  he  lay 

Why,  then- 

Giirgbng  and  foammg  halfway  through  the  window 

But  wo  will  t^  of  that  anbn.     Rememher, 

Of  his  o'erset  and  waler-logg'd  conveyance ; 

I  must  be  known  here  but  as  Wemw.     Come ! 

And  now  he  stomu  at  halTa  dozen  wretches 

Cometomyaimiagdnl  Why,  thou  look'sl  all 
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And  yci  you  line 


Mymemory  served  me  ratmoferonJIy:  I 
Have  not  rorgoUeauught;  anil  od'tlmes  in 
The  proud  and  prmeely  halls  of— (I  '11  nol  nami 
As  you  say  that  'tis  paiiLoua),  but  i'  the  pornp 
Of  your  Eire's  feudal  mansion,  I  lauli'd  back 


And  looking  tiko  Ihe  o;ik,  vrorn,  but  still  steady 

Amidst  the  elements,  whilst  younger  trees 

fell  fast  fltotind  him.  'T  »as  scarce  three  moniha  s 


Ay,  if  at  Prague : 

Snares  for  thy  fatlier,  which,  if  hitherto 
He  ha.th  escaped  them,  Is  by  fiumne,  not 
By  favour 


Why  did  you  leave  him  7 


And  found  dicm  i  hut,  oh !  hoio,  and  in  what  state  ? 

All  shall  be  better'd.    What  we  have  to  do 

Is  <□  proceed,  and  to  assort  our  rights. 

Or  rather  yours ;  for  I  wai-e  all,  u.iiess 

Your  father  has  disposed  in  such  a  sort 

or  his  broad  lands  as  to  make  mine  the  faremost. 

So  that  I  must  prefer  my  claim  for  form ; 


Have  you  not  heard  of  Strak 
His  life  but  yesterday !  he 's 


Riddles !  what  is  this  Stralfshein 


never  heard  his  name  till  ootv.    The  count, 

f  his  own  Ime  should  fail,  might  bs  remotely 

I  never  named  before  me — and  what  then  ? 
ight  must  yield  to  ours. 


Dotli  he  personally  ki 


ryouT 


iCthev 


and  as  such  nc 


have  pledged  myself  to  do  so ; 
^Vhii^  brought  me  here  was  chii 
Have  found,  in  searching  for  imr 

n  whole  treasure — you,  my  pan 
WERNER  [agilatsdty). 


nehle  name  belongs 


ibb'd  him 
and  the  bus 
iflythat!  bi 


.  rufRon  from  his  deeds. 


rhat  ruffian  is  thy  father  I 

Oh,  my  son : 

Heilcve  him  no.-and  yet ! (tfer  vai^J 

mnio  (s(orts,  looiaeoraes^u/WERNEB 


Ulric 


before 


LiCam  to  idivine  imd  judge  his  actions.    Yowig, 

Or  misery's  temptation  7  Wait— (not  long, 
r  ooineih  like  the  night,  and  quickly)— Wait:— 
Wait  till,  like  me,  your  hopes  are  blighted— till 
Sorrow  and  shame  are  handmaids  of  your  cabin 
Fambie  and  poverty  your  guests  at  table ; 
Despair  your  bed-  feUow-lJ,en  rise,  but  not 
From  sleep,  and  judge  I  Should  that  day  e'er  ar 
Should  you  see  then  the  serpent,  who  haih  coil'J 


HoasdbyGoOgle 


400                                             BYRON'S  WORKS. 

IlinEcIf  around  all  that  is  dear  and  noMa 

Condemn  him  not  from  his  own  mouth,  but  irusi 

Of  you  and  jours,  lie  slumbering  in  your  path, 

To  me  who  have  borne  so  much  with  hun,  and  for  him 

WLLh  but  hia  folds  between  your  steps  and  happiness. 

That  this  is  but  the  surface  of  his  soul. 

When  he,  who  Uvea  but  to  teat  from  you  name. 

And  that  the  depth  is  rich  in  belter  things. 

Lands,  life  itseli;  lies  at  your  mercy,  with 

Chance  your  conducWr;  midnight  for  your  mantle; 

These  than  are  but  my  ibthar's  principles! 

The  bare  knile  jn  your  hand,  and  earth  asloep, 

My  mother  thinks  not  with  him  ? 

Inviting  deaUi,  by  looking  like  it,  whUa 

Nor  doth  he 

Hij  death  alone  can  save  you:— Thank  jour  God ! 

Think  as  he  speaks.     Alas !  long  years  of  grief 

If  then,  hke  me,  content  with  petty  plunder, 

Have  made  him  sometimes  thus. 

you  turn  aade 1  did  ao. 

Eiplaintome 

But 

More  dearly,  then,  these  claims  of  Stralenhcim, 

WEHNEK  [abruptlg). 

That,  when  I  see  iha  suhjact  m  its  hearings. 

Hearmel 

[  may  prepare  to  facs  him,  or,  at  least, 

1  will  not  brook  a  human  voice-scarce  dare  ' 

Listen  to  my  own  (if  that  be  human  siill)— 

I  pledge  myself  to  accomplish  this— but  would 

Hear  me  !  jou  do  not  know  this  man— I  do. 

I  had  arrived  a  few  hours  sooner ! 

Ho  'a  mean,  deceitful,  afaricious.    You 

Deem  yourself  safe,  as  young  and  bravo ;  hut  learn 

Ay! 

None  arc  secure  from  desperation,  few 

Hadst  thou  but  done  so! 

From  suhtjlty.    My  worst  foe,  Stralenhram, 

Housed  in  a  prince's  palace,  couch'd  within 

OABOR  <<»Ulr,c). 

A  prmoe's  chamber,  lij  below  my  knife  I 

I  have  sought  you,  comrade. 

An  instant — a  mate  motion — the  least  impulse — 

So  this  is  my  reward: 

Had  swept  him  and  all  fears  of  mine  from  earth. 

He  v?as  withui  my  power — my  knife  was  raised — 

What  do  you  mean? 

VVithdrawn-andI'minhis:  are  you  not  so  ? 

Who  tells  you  that  he  knows  you  n=i  ?    Who  says 

'S  death !  have  1  lived  to  these  years,  and  for  thrs  J 

He  hath  not  lured  yon  here  to  end  you,  or 

(TolDEwaTEis).  But  for  your  age  ajld  folly,  Iwould- 

To  plunge  you,  with  your  parents,  in  a  dungeon  ? 

[Hipmiee>. 

H^ll 

Handsoff!  touch  an intendant ! 

Proceed — proceed  1 

'  Do  not  think 

Me  ha  hath  aver  known. 

I  '11  honour  you  so  much  as  to  save  your  throat 

And  hunte.l  through  each  change  of  time — name — 

From  the  Ravenstone,'  by  dioking  you  myselC 

And  why  not  jou  ?  Are  you  more  versed  in  men  ^ 

I  thank  you  for  the  respilo ;  but  there  are 

He  wound  snares  round  me ;  Sung  along  my  path 

Those  who  have  greater  need  of  it  than  me. 

Reptiles,  whom,  in  my  youth,  I  would  have  spum'd 

Even  from  my  presence:  hut,  in  spuming  now. 

TTnriddle  this  vile  wrangling,  or 

Fill  only  with  fresh  venom.    Will  you  be 

More  patient?  Ulrio  !-Ulric  1-there  are  crimes 

At  once,  then, 

The  baron  has  been  robb'd,  and  upon  mo 

Which  nature  cannot  master  or  forbear. 

This  worthy  personage  has  delgn'd  to  fis 

(.-Ln.«  {hoksjira  0/  ftim,  ami  iW  m  JosEPaiSE). 

His  kind  suspicions-me  !  whom  he  n.'er  saw 

My  mother ! 

Till  yeslar  evening. 

Ay !  I  thought  so :  yon  have  now 

Wouldst  havr  ihb  suspect 

Only  one  parcni.     I  have  lost  alike 

Fether  and  son,  and  stand  alona 

Thai  I  keep  better  company. 

•  Butstaj! 

You  shall 

[Werner  Tjaka  out  of  the  shamber. 

Keep  the  best  shortly,  and  the  last  for  all  men — 

JOSEPBIHE    (/oOlRIc). 

The  worms  I  you  hound  of  malice  1 

Toilow  him  not,  until  this  storm  of  passion 

Ahates.    Thmk'st  thou  thai  were  h  well  for  him 

ULR.C  (infcrrtring). 

Ihadnotfollow'd? 

Nay,  no  violence 

He 's  olJ,  unarm'd-he  temperate,  Gabor ! 

GAEOS    ((cHmffJolDEN^TEIs). 

Allhoug':  reluctantly.    My  first  act  shall  not 

Truer 

tic  one  of  disohedienoe. 

Ohi  he  is  bom! 

Germaui.  and  ao  calkd  from  the  rsveni  psichine  ouit 

b,  Google 


WERNER.                                                     40! 

1  am  a  fuol  lo  lose  mjsdf  because 

I  do  net  ask  for  hints,  and  surmises. 

Tuols  deem  me  knave :  it  is  Uieir  homage. 

And  circumstance,  and-  praofe ;  I  know  enough 

ULHIC  (to  !IIEI>BTK1H). 

Of  what  I  have  done  for  you,  and  what  you  owe  mc 

How 

Fare  jou7 

■Rian  paid  myself,  had  I  been  eager  of 

Your  gold.    I  also  know  that  were  I  even 

Help! 

The  villun  I  am  deem'd,  the  service  render'd 

So  recently  would  not  permit  you  to 

1  hme  helpM  you. 

Pursue  ma  to  the  death,  eiocpl  Ihrough  shame. 

Such  as  would  leave  your  scutcheon  but  a  blank. 

Killhimt  then 

But  this  is  nothing ;  I  demand  of  you 

ITlsayse. 

Justice  upon  your  unjust  servants,  and 

Prom  your  own  lips  a  disavowal  of 

I  am  calm-live  on! 

AH  sanctinn  of  their  insolence ;  thus  much 

You  owe  to  the  unknown,  who  asks  no  more. 

That's  more 

And  never  thought  to  have  ask'd  so  much. 

Than  jou  shal!  do,  if  there  be  judge  or  judgment 

In  Uermany.    ITie  baron  shall  decide  1 

May  be  of  innocence. 

Does  he  abet  you  in  your  accusation  T 

'Sdealh!  who  dare  doubt  it. 

Does  he  not  7 

Eicept  such  villmns  as  ne'er  had  it  ? 

Then  neit  lime  let  him  go  sink. 

You 

Ere  t  so  bans  for  inatchine  him  from  drowning. 

Bu(  hero  he  comes! 

Must  I  turn  an  icicle 

E^ir  SlRALKBHEIM. 

Before  the  breath  of  menials,  and  heir  master? 

c^taR(soes^lohim). 

My  noble  lord,  I'm  here! 

Ulric  t  you  know  this  man ;  1  found  iun  m 

Wen,  sir! 

WeffflmdjroumiheOdsr: 

Have  you  aught  with  me  ? 

Would  we  had  lea  you  there! 

What  should  I 

I  give  you  thanks,  sc. 

Have  with  you? 

OADOR. 

I  \<,  eam'd  them  ;  but  might  have  earn'd  more  fix™ 

You  know  best,  ifyeslerday's 

Flood  has  not  wash'd  away  your  memory ; 

Perchance,  if  I  had  left  you  to  your  f»1e. 

But  thai  'b  a  trifle.     1  stand  here  accused. 

In  phrases  not  equivocal,  by  yon 

Uh-ic !  you  know  tins  man  ? 

Inlondant,  of  the  pillage  of  your  person. 

Or  chamber — is  the  charge  your  own,  or  his  ! 

No  more  than  you  do. 

I  accuse  no  man    ^'""■'■^''"""■ 

If  he  avouches  not  my  honour. 

Then  you  acquit  me,  baron  ? 

I 

Can  avouflh  your  courage,  and,  as  far  as  my 

I  know  not  v,hom  to  accuse  or  to  acq-dl, 

Or  scarcely  lo  suspect. 

Then 

I'm  satisfied. 

But  you  at  least 

DAfloE  [irmiadly). 

Should  know  whom  nol  to  suspect.    I  am  insulted — 

Right  easily,  melhinks. 

Oppress'd  here  by  these  menials,  and  I  look 

What  is  the  speU  in  his  asseveraUon 

To  you  for  remedy— teach  them  their  duty  I 

More  than  hi  nrino? 

To  look  for  thieves  at  home  were  part  of  it, 

If  duly  taught:  but,ui  one  word,  if  I 

I  merely  siud  Ihat  / 

Have  an  accuser,  let  it  be  a  man 

Was  satisfied- not  that  you  were  abaolved. 

Wottliy  10  bo  so  of  a  man  like  me. 

lam  your  equal. 

Again !    Am  I  accused  or  no  7 

You!    ' 

Goto! 

Ay,  Mr;  and  for 

And  general  suspicion  be  ajdmst  you. 

Aught  that  you  know,  superior  i  but  [Jtoceed — 

Is  the  fault  mme  7    Is  1  not  enough  that ) 
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Declino  all  question  of  your  guill  or  innocence? 

Mj  lord,  my  lord,  diis  is  mere  cozenage ; 

Your  doublH  are  catt^nlias  la  all  aroimd  you — 
Your  looks,  a  ueice— your  frowns,  a.  aentencoj  you 
Are  practising  your  power  on  mo— because 
You  have  it ;  but  beware,  you  bnow  not  whom 
You  stiire  to  tread  on. 


Not  wilh  your  gold. 

With  bootless  insolence. 
[To  Ms  jiuendrmla  attd  Idebbteib. 
You  need  not  further  to  molest  this  man. 
But  lot  him  go  his  way.    Ulric,  good  morrow ! 
[Exit  Stbalesheim,  Ideksteih,  and  AUcalaTil! 
in  (/oHoiwn^). 


Without  there  !  Ho!  helpl  helpl— Oh[  Godi  here's 

murder !  [Easil  JoaK?HISE,  shrieking. 

Gaeob  and  Ulhic  j!gi(.    GsBon  ii  dUarjucdJasi  ut 


OhI  glorious  Heaven !  he's  safe! 

jrAo'ssBfe7 


What  Imth  caused  all  this  7 

.  laron,  I  believo ;  but  as  the  etfoct 
Is  harmless)  let  it  not  distflrb  you. — Gahor ! 
There  is  your  sword ;  and  when  you  bare  it  neit, 
IjCI  it  not  be  against  yaar  friends. 

[Ulric  proTiounces  Ihe  last  viords  ahwty  and 
emphabcaily  in  a  low  voice  to  Gabou. 


I  '11  aiter  1 


ULBIC  («- 


FbB  arroganco  of  somethmg  higher  than 
Ourselves — the  highest  cannot  temper  Satan, 
Nor  the  lowest  bis  vicegerents  upon  earth. 

Things  which  had  made  this  silk-worm  cast  his  skbi- 
Aod  slirmk  you  from  a  few  sharp  sneers  and  words  J 


I  merely  BsVd  a  simple  quoslion. 

if  fno  judge  ask'd  me,  I  would  answer  "  No  " — 
7  o  you  I  answer  thus.  [He  drauii 

ULJtTC  -idramngy 

Withal)  my  heart. 


B^.so^llaki7igJut!uiord). 
They  ahidl.  You  hive  wrong 
your  unkind  thoughts  than  swo 


.nd  dull  suspidon  are  .a  part  of  his 

nntail  will  lost  him  longer  than  bis  lands. — 

;ul  I  may  fit  lam  yet : — you  have  vanquiah'd  me. 

Already  proved  by  greal 


in  friendship. 


[E^tl  Gac 


>ra  I  This  outrage  following  up  his  in! 
Perhaps  his  guilt,  has  cancell'd  all  the  litlls 
'  owed  blni  heretofore  for  the  so  vaunled 

id  which  he  added  to  your  abler  suocuur, 
Ulric,  yo-j  ar^  not  hurt  J 

Not  even  by  a  scrai 

Yon  fellow :  1  revoke  my  former  lenity. 
He  shaU  be  sent  to  Frankfort  with  an  escort, 
The  Instant  that  the  waters  have  abated 
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March,  vassolsl  I'm 
Eipoae  his  precious  1 


[EMt  rjJKNSTEis  and  Attendants^ 


VTho  seeks  him? 

Noone— forlho  presrat:  but 
I  Tain  would  parky,  Ulric,  with  yourself 


And  what  have  t  to  do  with  this  ? 


To  Frankfort,  to  the  governor,  my  friend— 
(1  have  the  authority  to  do  bo  by 

For  a  fit  csooi  t— but  ihls  cursed  flood 
It  is  abating. 


For  me,  you  lannot  be  indifTcrent  to 

The  life  you  rescued. — Keep  your  eye  on  him 

Watch  him!— afl  you  would  watch  the  wild  bo 
He  makes  against  you  in  the  hunter's  gap— 


I  will  retire  tvith  you. 

Between  me  and  a.  bravo  inheritance. 

Not  so. 

Oh!  could  you  see  it!  But  you  shall. 

I  hope  s 

Ail  places  here. 

(Addttt>Vi.Bic  Msfo!S=«i«r).  Ohl  Ultio 

have  a 

It  is  the  richisl  oT  the  rich  Bohemia, 

Unscathed  by  scorching  war.    Tt  lies  so  near 

DLKIc((rlJoSEPHII>E). 

Have  ekimm'd  it  lightly:  so  that  now,  besides 

""""''-        ,^,^^„,.,_[^-"-. 

Its  own  exuberance,  it  bears  double  value 

Confronted  with  whole  realms  afar  and  near 

UhJc,  I  think  that  I  may  Iriisl  you  ? 

Hade  deserts. 

You  saved  my  life-and  acts  like  these  beget 

You  describe  it'faithfuUy. 

Say"™: 

Ay — could  you  see  it,  you  mould  say  so— but 

As  I  have  said,  you  shall. 

Mysterious 
And  long-eogender'd  circumFlances  (not 

1  accept  the  omen. 

To  be  now  fully  entsr'd  on)  have  mado 

Then  claim  a  recompense  from  it  and  me. 

This  man  obnoxious— perhaps  fatal  to  me. 

Such  as  froift  may  make  worlJiy  your  oeceptanuu 

Who!  Gabor,  the  Hungarian T 

And  services  lo  me  and  mine  for  ever. 

No— this  "We 

ner" 

With  the  taUe  name  and  habit. 

This  wayworn  stranger— stands  between  you  on 
This  paradise  7— (As  Aaam  did  bolwoon 

"'■''"'■  How  can  this  be  T 

Tlie  devil  and  \ns.)—[MidE.-\ 

He  is  the  poorest  of  the  poor — and  yellow 
Sickness  sits  cavem'd  in  hb  hollow  eye : 
The  mai>  is  helpless. 

But  if  he  be  Ihe  man  I  deem  (and  that 
Be  is  so,  alt  around  us  here-and  much 
Thai  is  not  here — confirm  my  apprehension). 


Bight !  none.    A  disinherited  prodigal. 
Who  for  those  twenty  years  disgraced  his  I 
In  al!  his  acts — but  diielly  by  his  mai  Tage 
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Call  such  your  mother.    You  hi 
He  coUs  hb  wite. 


Than  he's  your  CiUief 

-anlln 

lan  girl. 

sh'd  mai 

On  love  and  poverty  with  this  b 

meWetne 

They  are  childless,  th 

n? 

The 

abaGtard 

re  {as  old 

aga 

U  ever  doling)  took  l 

Aa  it  went  chilly  dow 

™dtol 

Jim  the  imp  stands  n 

inniyp 

th-he  ha 

Ho  one  hnotvs  whithei 

;  and  if 

le  had  not 

ffia  claims  alone  were 

To  stand. Why  d 

yon  smi 

ULK  0. 

Alyour 

vain  fears 

113  grasp 

-1  child 

or  doubtful  biflh~ca 

An'Etobefeai'd,wh 

re  all  is  l. 

be  gain'd 

True;  aad  augia  don 

or  10  obt^ 

it. 

you  have  hirp'd  the 

erystxmg 

neitlomy 

heart. 

I  may  depend  upon  y 

To  doubt  it. 

Let  no  foolish  pity  shake 
your  bosom  (for  the  appearance  of  the  man 
l>  pitiful)— he  is  a  wretch,  as  Uliely 
To  have  roWd  me  as  the  feltow  more  suspects' 
Except  that  larcumslance  is  less  agamst  him ; 
He  being  lodged  far  oH',  and  in  a  chamber 
Without  approach  to  mine ;  and,  to  say  truth, 
I  thuik  too  well  of  blood  allied  ta  mine. 
To  deem  he  would  descend  to  such  an  aclj 

Once— though  loo  rash. 

And  they,  my  lord,  wa 
By  your  experience,  never  plunder  till 
They  knock  the  hrauis  out  first— which  make; 

heirs. 
Not  thiever      The  dead,  who  feel  nought,  ea 

not^irng, 
Nur  t'er  be  robb'd :  their  spoi.s  are  a  bequest- 


le  sure  you  'II  keep  an  ey 
me  knov  his  sUghteet  m 


ACT  III 

SCENE  1. 


lave  told  my  tale ;  if  it  so  please  you 
To  give  me  refuge  for  a  few  hours,  well— 
If  not— I  'U  try  my  fortune  elsewhere. 


A  shelter  ? — wanting  eu 


The  wounded  Uon  his  coo!  cave.    Methinhs 


e  so,  brang  much  disposed  to  do 
The  same  myself;  but  will  you  shelter  me  ? 

ippress'd  like  you — and  poor  like  you — 
Disgraced — 

WEHNEB  (oi.mp%). 
Who  told  you  that  I  was  disgraooi 

le ;  nor  did  I  say  jrou  were  so  t  with 
Tour  poverty  my  likeness  ended ;  but 
-    ud  /  was  so— aiid  would  add,  with  truth, 


No,  no— I  caimot. 

Why,  that's  my  heart  of  honour!  yon  young  gallant- 
Your  miserly  intendant,  and  dense  noble- 
All— all  suspected  me ;  and  why?  because 
1  am  the  worst-ckithed  and  least-named  amongst  them 
Although,  were  Momus'  lattico  m  our  breasts. 
My  sout  might  brook  to  open  it  more  widely 
Than  theirs ;  hut  thus  it  is — you  poor  and  helpless- 
■"    ■  still  more  than  myself 
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foil  're  right ;  I  asK  for  shelter  at  the  hand 

Whiili  1  call  helpless ;  if  you  now  deny  it, 

I  were  well  pdd.     But  you,  who  soem  to  have  prov 

The  ivholesome  bitterness  of  life,  know  well, 

By  sympalhy,  that  ail  the  outspread  gold 

Of  the  Neiv  World,  the  Spaniard  boasts  about, 

Weigh'd  at  it!  proper  value  in  the  balance, 
Save  in  such  guise  (and  there  I  grant  lis  power. 
Because  I  feel  it)  as  may  leave  no  nightinara 
Upon  his  heart  o'  iiiglils. 


Just  what  I  say;  I  iJiought  my  speech  was  plain: 

Should  aid  each  o'ber. 

It  is  a  damn'd  world,  sir. 

So  ia  the  nearest  of  the  two  next,  as 

The  priesis  say  (and  no  doubl  they  should  know  best] , 

Therefore  I  '11  suck  by  this— as  being  toth 

To  suffer  martyrdom,  at  least  with  such 

The  dove  did,  ttuathig  that  they  have  abated. 


Abated?  is 


I  there  hope  of  that? 

There  waa 

Then  we  may  be  safe. 


Ko— you  don't  look  a  leech  for  that  disorder ; 
And  I  lio»e  none ;  I  merely  seek  a  covert. 


jfl.    {A  noise  heard  wiihaul).    Batha^k'. 


.ow  n,e  any  place.    1 
Thhik  if  it  were  your  own  ( 


spy  of  Sltalenheun'sT 


If  you  are  not  his  friend,  you  wLl  assist  n 


r  found  it, 
said :  it  leads  through  winding  walls, 
as  to  bear  paths  within  their  ribs, 
Lo  jot  of  strength  or  statehness) 
w  cells,  and  obscure  niches,  to 


Yes,  but  who  knows  to  what  place  it  may  lead? 
I  know  not-(matk  you !  )-but  who  knows  it  migl. 
Lead  even  info  the  chambers  of  your  foe  1 
So  strangely  were  contrived  these  galleiie* 
By  our  Teutonic  fathers  in  oM  days. 
When  mwi  Ijuilt  less  against  the  elements 
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Beyond  the  two  first  winding?  ]  if  you  do, 
(Albeit  I  never  paes'd  them),  1 11  nol  answa 
For  What  yoa  may  he  led  to. 


A  thousand  thanks ! 

You  '1!  find  Ihe  epriny  more  ohrious 
On  Ihe  olher  side ;  and,  when  you  would  return, 
[t  yields  lo  the  least  tooeh. 

I  'n  in — farewell  1 
[G*BOil  goa  in  try  Iht  trmrs*  paittl. 

WERNER  (solus). 


Whose  sacrifice  had  saved  perhaps  my  ovra— 
They  come !  to  seok  elsewhoro  what  is  before  them 
Enter  Idehbteih,  and  oMffs. 

Is  he  not  here  T  He  must  have  vanish'd  Uien 

Through  the  dim  Gothic  glass  by  pious  aid 

Of  pictured  saints,  upon  the  red  and  yellow 

C  Bsementa.thiough  which  theaunsetstroamshliesuni 

On  long  paarl-colour'd  beads  and  crimson  crosses. 

And  helms,  and  twisted  annour,  and  long  swords. 

An  the  fiuilaslio  (umllure  of  windows. 

Dim  with  brave  knights  and  holy  hermits,  whose 


Whom  do  you  seek  7 


I  should  like  to  k 
In  good  sooth,  if  you  really  are  Ihe  r 
That  Siraienheim  's  m  quest  of? 


Wlij  nwd  yon  come  so  far,  then  7 


or  him  who  robb'd  Ihe  baron. 


le  base  sin  halh  done  me  less  iU  than 
ivlng  undone  one  far  greater.  Dowi 
iiisy  devil!  rising  in  my  hean  I 


sought  you,  father. 


The  doubts  that  rise  like  briars  i 
But  must  break  through  (hem  as 
Would,  though  with  naked  limbs, 
In  the  same  thicket  where  he  he 
Nets  are  for  thrushes,  eagles  are 


That  is  strange. 
Came  the  thought  ne'er  into  your  mind  last  mgkl  I 

I  understand  you  not. 

Then  we  shall  never 


More  uniierstand  es 
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i  you  the  irouWe ;  bui  had  1  a|ipcai 
All  had  been  known  at  onoo. 


B,m 


w  your  remedy !     I  thought  to  escape 


s  of  this  I 


^  gold,  b 


I  dare  not  use  it,  show  it, 

For  motto,  noi  the  minlago  of  die  stale ; 
And,  for  the  Boveragn's  head,  mj  own  begirt 
With  hissing  snakes,  who  curl  around  my  temples. 
And  cry  to  ell  beholders— b !  a  villain ! 


til  for  his  old  caleche 


Toacthet  with  m 


So  lately  found,  in  peril  too  J 

The  only  fear  were  if  we  fled  together. 

Fur  that  would  make  oui'  lies  beyond  all  doubl. 

Tho  waters  only  lie  in  floods  between 

This  burgh  and  Frankfort ;  so  far 's  in  onr  &vour. 

Tho  route  on  to  Bohemia,  though  encumber'd. 

Is  nol  impassahle  ;  and  when  you  gain 

The  sanio  to  jour  pursuers.     Once  beyond 
The  frontier,  and  you're  safe. 

My  noble  boy ! 

Hush!  hush!  notranspotls:  we  11  indulge  in  them 
In  Castle  Siegendorf!     Display  no  gold : 

And  have  look'd  Ibrough  him) :  it  wilt  answer  thus 

A  double  purpose.    Slralenhfflm  lost  gold— 

No  jewel :  therefore,  ii  could  mt  he  hia ; 

And  then,  the  man  who  was  possess'd  of  iHs 

Can  hardly  bo  suspected  of  abstracting 

~ fli  he  could  thus  convert 


This 


111  i^  thmt>s  your  dire 


!  as  aught  of  ki: 
To  lull  all  doubts,  and  ilie 


Siralenham  knows 


My  father  hated  me :  why  not  my  son  ? 
Your  father  knew  you  not  as  I  do. 


Scorpions 

Are  in  thy  wort 

!    Thou  know  me?    In  this 

Thou  canst  not 

nowme-Iamnotmyself- 

Yet  (hate  me  n 

0  I  will  be  soon. 

Nor 

I  have  fathom'd  it,  and  you.     But  lei  ua  talk 

Not  noui;  your  error  has  redoubled  all 
The  present  difliculties  of  our  house. 
At  secret  war  with  that  of  Slralenheim ; 
All  we  have  now  to  think  of  is  to  bafHs 


Who  show'd  himUlf  and  faihcr's  lafely  \n 
One  day. 

YourtoKbesafe:  let  that  suffice. 
Would  Stialenheim's  appearanca  in  noneniia 

Admitted  to  our  lands  ? 
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WEHHEH. 

DLHrC. 

Assuredly, 

An  old  Bohemian— an  imperial  gipsy. 

SilualB  aa  wa  are  now,  alltouBh  the  first 

PosEf  psor  might,  us  usual,  proie  the  strongest, 

A  gipsy  or  Bohemian,  'tis  Ihe  same, 

Especially  tha  neit  in  blood. 

For  ihey  pass  by  both  names.    And  was  ha  one? 
I've  heard  so i  Imt  1  must  take  leave.     Intendant, 

BliodI  'tis 

A  ivord  of  many  meanings :  in  the  veins 

YourBervantS-Wemer  (toWEKP<BB,jtfgMir),irilia; 

And  out  of  them  it  is  a  different  Uiing- 

he  your  name. 

And  so  it  should  be,  wlien  the  sima  in  blood 

Yours.                                                       [EtU  Ulric. 

(As  it  is  call'd)  are  aliens  b>  each  oiher. 

LJkoThebanbrathren:  when  a  part  is  bad. 

A  well-spoken,  prelty-faced  young  man  1 

A  few  spilt  oun[:es  porily  the  rest. 

And  prettily  behaved  1  He  knows  his  station. 

You  see,  sir :  haw  he  gave  to  each  his  due 

I  do  not  apprehend  you. 

Preoodenca I 

WEBBEK.' 

I  percfflved  it,  and  applaud 

That  may  bo— 

His  Just  discernment  and  your  own. 

And  sliould,  perhaps, — and  yet — but  get  ye  ready ; 

You  and  my  mother  must  awa./  to-night. 

That 'swell- 

Hare  comes  the  inlondant ; .  sound  him  wilh  Ihe  gem  ; 

That  's  lery  well.    You  also  know  your  place,  too, 

T  win  smk  mto  his  venial  soul  like  lead 

And  yet  1  don't  know  thai  I  know  your  place. 

Into  the  deep,  aixl  bring  up  slime,  and  mud, 

And  ooze,  too,  from  Ihe  bottom,  as  the  lead  dolh 

Would  this  asHsl  your  knowledge  ? 

With  ils  greased  understratum ;  but  no  less 

Will  serva  to  warn  our  vessels  through  these  shoaJs. 

eow!-What!-Eh! 

Tlie  fraght  is  rich,  so  heavo  Ihe  linB  jn  time  1 

A  jewel ! 

Farewell  1  I  scarce  have  time,  but  yet  your  kand. 

My  father ! 

T  is  your  own,  on  one  condition. 

Let  me  embrace  thee ! 

Minel-Nameit! 

We  may  be 

That  hereafler  you  permit  me 

At  thrice  its  value  to  redeem  in  't  is 

Keep  off  rrom  ma  as  from  your  foe  I 

A  lamily  ring. 

IDENSTEIN. 

A  family !  jour* .'  a  gem ! 

Be  he  who  is  the  stifling  cause,  which  smothers 

I'm  breathless  I 

You  must  also  furnish  me, 

An  hour  ere  daybreak,  with  all  means  to  quit 

Yes,  eurse-U  will  ease  you! 

This  place. 

Hiru  is  the  intendant. 

Enter  Idensteit. 

ButisitreaH  lei  me  look  on  it ; 

Master  Idenstein, 

asTWnd,  by  all  that 's  gimous ! 

How  tare  you  in  your  purposo  1    Have  you  caught 

The  rogue"? 

Come,I'll  trust  you; 

You  have  guess'd,  no  doubt,  that  I  was  born  above 

No,  faith  < 

My  present  seeming. 

Well,  there  ate  plenty  more : 

I  can't  say  I  did. 

You  may  have  better  luck  another  cliase. 

Though  this  looks  like  it;  this  is  the  true  breeding 

Where  is  tha  baron  7 

Of  genlle  blood! 

Gone  hick  to  his  chamber: 

I  have  imporlant  reasons 

And,  now  I  inmk  on  'l,  askmg  after  you 

For  wishing  to  continue  privily 

With  nohly-bom  impatience. 

My  journey  hence, 

Your  great  men 

Must  be  BUEwer'd  on  Ihe  instant,  as  tha  bound 

Whom  Stralenhemi's  in  quest  of! 

Of  the  slung  staea  repUes  unto  the  spur : 

'Tis  well  they  have  horses,  loo,  for  if  they  had  not. 

1  am  not; 

I  fear  [hat  men  must  draw  th«r  ehariots,  as 

But  bang  taken  for  him  might  conduct 

ThevsavkbigBdidSesostns. 

And  to  Ihe  baron's  self  hereafler-'t  is 

Who  was  he? 

To  spare  both,  that  t  would  avoid  iJI  bustle. 
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AndwherDforefeu? 


AD  folly.    Were  the  locks  (as  I  dcsirccl) 
Changed  to-day,  of  Ihia  chamber  7  for  last  night'i 
■  '      iluro  nakea  it  needful. 


Oh,th 


■niou  mora  than  at 

Thou  louohstone  of  Philosophy  harself ! 

Thou  bright  eye  of  lie  Mine !  thon  load-alar  of 

The  soul  I  the  true  magnetic  polo  to  which 

■  .  .  .  1,^  jjijg  iremijiing  neadles ! 


High  on  ih( 


igspii 


toftiiee 


More 


^h  makes  his  head  ache,  like 


Millions  of  hearts  which 

Shalt  thou  be  mine  ?     I  am,  raethinks,  already 

A  Little  king,  a  lucky  alchymist  I-^ 

A  wise  magician,  who  has  liound  the  devil 

Without  the  forfeit 


ar  what  else? 


in  thee 


Call  me  Werner  s 


B  spirH 


Of  whom  I  long  have  dream'd,  in  a 

But  come,  1 11  serve  thee ;  ihou  shall  be  a 

1  'II  show  thee  1  am  honeat—  (oh,  thou  jewi 
Thou  Shalt  be  fumish'd,  Wetner,  with  suci 
Of  flight,  that  if  thou  weri  a  snail,  not  bird 
Should  overtake  ihee. — Let  me  gaie  again 
I  have  a  fosler-brother  in  the  mart 
or  Hambui^h,  skUl'd  in  precious  stoaee— t 
Carat*  may  itwHghJ— Come,  Werner,  I  wi 


SCENE  II. 

•s  Chamber. 


Stkalehheiu  and  Pritit. 

Of  bng-llved  parents  Ends  a  jovial  echo 
Tolriple  lime  in  the  son's  ear. 

I'mcold- 

A11'are»dy,myj(oodlordl 

I  'm  dark_I  've  blown  my  fingers-numbor'n  o' 

And  o'er  my  sleps-and  knoci'd  my  head  again 

I  am  nol  sleepy, 

Some  filly  buttresses— and  roused  the  rata 

And  jet  I  must  to  bed ;  I  fiin  would  say 

And  bats  in  general  insurrection,  till 

To  real,  but  Bomething  heavy  on  my  spirit, 

Leave  me  scarce  hearing  for  another  sound. 

Sits  on  me  as  a  cloud  along  Jhe  sky. 

Alight!  It  is  at  distance  (if  lean 

Which  win  nM  let  the  sunbeams  through,  nor  yet 

Measure  in  darkness  distance) .-  but  it  blinki 

Descend  in  ram  and  end,  but  spreads  itself 

As  through  a  crerice  or  a  key-hole,  in 

'Twiit  earth  and  heaven,  Uke  envy  between  man 

The  mhibited  direction ;  1  must  on, 

And  roan,  an  everlasting  misl;-!  will 

Nevertheless,  from  curiosity. 

Unto  my  pilW. 

A  distant  lamp-light  is  an  incident 

In  such  a  den  as  this.    Pray  Heaven  it  lead  nw 

May  you  test  there  wdlt 

To  nothing  that  may  tempt  me!    Else  Heaven 

To  obtain  or  to  escape  it !  Shininfi  still ' 

Ifee:,  dndfear,  Islutll. 

Were  it  the  star  of  Lucifer  hmiselC 

The  inspect!. 
Who  saved  j 


iriife. 


beneath 
lyself  and  (he  young  Saion 
"  ■"  ■  Ihey  call  him  "Ul 


lliink !  you  supercilious  slave  1 
Have  you  to  Im  ymr  memory,  whici 
,  proud,  and  happy  to  retain  t] 
■n  who  saved  your  master,  as  i 
e  daily  repetition  marks  your  i 
Gel  hence !  "yoa  Ikink,"  indeed !  ] 
rling  and  diipping  on  the  bank, ' 
dying,  and  the  stranoer  dash'd  asidi 
roaring  torrent,  and  restored  me  to 
Thankhim— and  despise  you,  "YoulMal 


list  I 


Mere 


Good  night! 
norrom  will  restore  your  lordsiiip 
ted  sirengili  and  temper. 

[TIic  laiu  close. 


SCENE  m. 

3Tu  Kent  Passage. 
n  the  nev< 


lock: 


It  sounds  for  joy,  takes  somet^ung  from  enjoyment 
With  every  clang.    'T  is  a  perpetual  knell. 
Though  for  a  marriage  feast  it  rings ;  each  strokn 
Peals  of  a  hope  the  less  {  the  funeral  note 
Of  bve  deep-boricd  without  rraurrcction 

"   "        ••<w 
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Or  be  himself  girt  with  its  beams,  T  could 

tIJ.RlC. 

Cmtain  no  longer.     SoOly !  mighty  well  1 

Reply,  sir,  as 

Thai  comer 'stum'd—soi-ahl  no,  right!  itdravrs 

You  priie  your  life,  or  mine ! 

Nearer.    Hera  is  a  darksome  angle — so. 

That's  >i-eather'd.-Lct  me  pause. -Suppose  it  leads 

To  what  must  I 

Into  EoniB  greater  danger  than  that  which 

Answer  ? 

(  have  escaped  )— no  niaUer,  't  is  a  ne«  one ; 

Are  you  or  are  you  not  ths  assassin 

Wear  more  magnetic  aspects:  I  will  on. 

And  be  it  where  it  may— I  hare  my  dagger. 

WWeh  may  protecl  me  al  a  pinch.— Burn  still. 

I  never  was  as  yet 

Thou  little  light !     Tiiou  art  my  igma/atKva ! 

The  murderer  of  any  man.    What  mean  you  7 

My  stationary  Will  o' the  ivisp!-So!  so! 

lie  hears  my  inyooaiion,  and  fails  not. 

Did  JOU  not  iW.  night  (as  the  night  before) 

IThtaamtcbscs. 

Retrace  the  SBcret  passage  7    Did  you  not 

^gain  revisit  Slralcnheim's  chamber  I  and 

[ULHlOp^M, 

SCENE  IV. 

A  Gord«i. 

Proceed. 

EkIct  Werbek. 

Di«lhanotbyyour'hand7 

All  >s  ready.     Idenstein  has  kept  his  word : 

Great  God! 

tipun  the  forest's  edge,  tha  Vehicle 

You  are  innocent,  then  !  my  father 's  innooeni ! 

Awaits  us.    Now  the  dwindling  stars  begbi 

Embraceme!  Yea, — your  tone— your  look — yes.yes— 

Tp  pale  in  heaven ;  and  for  the  last  time  I 

Yet  s^  50 ! 

I^k  on  these  horrible  waUs.     Oh  •  never,  never 

Shall  I  forget  them.    Here  I  come  moat  poor. 

If  I  e'er,  in  heart  oi- mind. 

Rul  not  dishonour'd :  and  I  leave  them  ivith 

Conceived  deliberalelv  such  a  thought. 

A  etain,-^f  not  upon  my  name,  yet  in 

But  rather  strove  to  trample  back  to  hell 

My  heart!  A  never-dying  canker-worm. 

Such  thoughts— if  e'er  they  glared  a  moment  Ihiough 

Which  all  the  conring  splendour  of  the  lands. 

The  irritation  of  my  oppress'd  spirit — 

And  rights,  and  sovereignty  of  Siegeudorf, 

May  Heaven  be  shut  for  ever  from  my  hopes 

Can  scarcely  luU  a  moment :  I  must  find 

Some  means  of  restitution,  which  would  ease 

My  soul  in  part ;  but  how,  without  diaoovwy  ?— 

It  niuBl  he  done,  however  i  and  1  '11  pause 

U]ioo  the  method  the  first  hour  of  safely. 

'T  is  horrible !  '1  is  hideous,  as  t  is  hateful  !- 

The  madness  of  my  misei  r  led  to  tiiis 

But  what  have  1  to  do  whh  this  1 

No  bolt 

My  .piril,  though  he  would  grasp  all  of  mine ; 

Is  forced ;  no  violence  can  be  detected. 

Lands,  freedom,  lifof-and  yet  he  sleeps !  as  soundly, 

Save  on  his  body.    Part  of  his  ovn,  household 

Spread  for  his  cajiopy,  o'er  silken  pillows, 

Absent,  I  look  upon  myself  the  care 

Such  as  when Hark!  what  noise  is  that  7  Again! 

or  mustering  the  police.    His  chamber  has. 

Tlie  branches  shako ;  and  some  loose  stones  have  fallen 

Past  doubt,  been  entor'dsecredy.    Excuse  me. 

From  yonder  terrace. 

[U(.ii.c  fenpj  drmmfnm  tlu  fcn-n«. 

Oh,  my  hoy !  v.l,al  unknown  woes 

Of  dark  fataJlly,  like  clouds,  are  gathering 

Above  our  house! 

Stop!  before 

vlTt!  approach,  toll  me 

My  fl^,^!'!  acquit  yo"! 

But  will  Ihe  world  do  so?  Will  even  the  judge, 

Why  look  you  so? 

I! bul  you  must  away  Ibis  instant- 

Do  I 

rf,.S.,l<lmifol(.er.oi 

I  '11  face  it.    Whoshall  dare  ausiiecl  mo  7 

What? 

^^ 

You  had  no  guests — no  visitors — no  fife 

Brcalliing  around  you,  aavo  ray  mother's  7 

.rswn  or  insolent' 

Ah! 
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T(,en,me™nl 

You,my™/-d™bled— 

He  is  gone !  he  diaappear'd 

AndBoyoudouWnf  him 

Ero  Eunset. 

ThefufftiveT 

No;  1  hid  him  in  that  verj- 

Boy!  aince  1  fell  into 

Conceal'd  and  fatat  gallery. 

The  abyss  of  «ime  (though  not  of  «<tJ.  oHme),  I, 

Having  seen  the  innocent  oppreaa'd  for  me, 

Tfere  111  find  him. 

May  doubt  even  of  the  guilty's  guilt.     Your  heart 

[ULE.ciiyoJnir. 

Is  free,  and  quick  wiDi  virtuoua  wrath  lo  accuse 

Ills  too  lata:  ho  had  left  Ihe  palace  ere 

In  innocence's  ahadow,  it  may  bo. 

1  qiHlIed  it.    1  found  the  secret  panel 

Because 'tis  dusky. 

Upen,  and  the  doors  which  lead  from  that  halt 

Which  masks  it :  1  but  thought  he  had  snatch'd  the  alem 

\nd  feirourable  moment  lo  escape 

What  will  mankind,  who  know  jou  not,  or  knew 

But  to  oppress  ?  You  must  not  stand  the  hazard. 

Dogging  him  yeater-even. 

Awoy ! — I  '11  make  all  eaey.    Idensiein 

Will,  for  his  own  sake  and  his  jewel's,  hold 

Yoii  ro-closed 

His  peace— he  also  is  a  partner  in 

TliepaneW 

Yea ;  and  not  without  reproach 

Fly  I  and  leave  my  name 

Unk'd  with  the  Hungarian's,  or  prefcrr'd,  as  poorest, 

To  bear  the  brand  of  Uloodabed? 

His  shelterer'a  asylum  to  the  risk 

Of  a  discotery. 

Pshaw!  leave  any  Ihinj 

Eicept  our  fiithers'  sovereignty  and  casiles. 

For  which  you  have  aa  long  panted  and  in  vain ! 

What  nmnt  1  You  leave  no  nume,  since  that  yon  beM 

Ceilain, 

Is  feign'd. 

That  'a  »ell ;  but  had  hcen  bolter  if 

Most  true ;  but  aUll  1  would  not  have  U 

you  ne'er  had  turn'il  it  W  a  den  for [He  pauia. 

Engraved  in  crimson  in  men'a  memories. 

Tlicugh  in  this  most  obacuro  abode  of  men— 

Thieves! 

Beades,  Uie  searcb 

Thou  wouldst  say :  I  niuat  bear  k,  and  deserve  it ; 

But  not 

I  will  provide  against 

Aught  tliat  can  touch  you.    No  me  luiowa  you  here 

No,  father,  do  not  apeak  of  this; 

Asheirof  Siegendorf!  if  Idcnstetl 

This  is  no  hour  to  ihioli  of  pelty  crimes, 

Suspecta,  't  is  bat  msjAdm,  and  he  is 

Why  would  you  sheher  this  man  } 

Too,  that  the  unknown  Werner  shall  give  way 

To  nearer  thoughts  of  self.    The  laws  (if  e'er 

CouldIahunit7 

Laws  reieh'd  iWs  viflagc)  ate  aH  in  abejanco 

A  man  pursued  by  my  chief  foe ;  disgraced 

With  the  late  general  war  of  thirty  yoara. 

For  my  own  crime ;  a  victim  lo  nij  aafoty, 

Or  cruah'd,  or  rising  slowly  from  the  dust, 

To  which  the  march  of  armies  trampled  (hem. 

The  very  wretch  who  waa  (lie  cauae  he  needed 

Sueh  refugo.     Had  he  been  a  wolf,  I  could  not 

Hen,  save  as  tucA — without  lands,  influence. 

Have,  m  auch  circumstances,  thrust  him  forth. 

Save  what  bath  perisb'd  with  him ;  fe*  prolonc 

A  wceli  beyond  their  funeral  rites  their  sway 

And  like  the  wolf  he  hath  repaid  you.     But 

O'er  men,  unleaa  by  relaUves,  whose  interest 

It  is  too  late  lo  ponder  tliis :  you  must 

Is  roused :  such  is  not  here  the  case ;  he  died 

Set  out  ere  dawn.    I  will  rem^n  here  to 

Alone,  unknown, — a  aobtary  grave. 

Obscure  as  his  deaetta,  w-^ut  a  scutcheon. 

la  all  ho '11  have,  or  wants.    Jf/dlsoov»- 

But  this  my  sudden  Right  will  give  the  Moloch 

The  assassin,  't  will  he  well — if  not,  believe  me. 

Suspicion,  two  new  victima,  in  the  lieu 

None  else,  tliough  all  Lhe  fnll-fed  train  of  meniid. 

May  howl  above  his  ashes,  as  they  did 

Who  seems  liie  culprit,  and 

Around  him  in  his  danger  on  llie  Oder, 

Will  no  more  stb  a  finger  n™  than  Wm. 

'Whoieena!  fVho  e]st 

Hence!  hcneel  1  must  not  hear  your  ^nswe^■  too* 

Can  he  so  7 

The  stai^  are  almost  faded,  and  the  gray 

Begins  LO  grizde  the  black  hau-  of  nigliL 

Not  I,  though  just  now  you  doubted— 
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Am  pereraplory ;  'I  is  your  son  Ihat  Hpeaks, 

Your  long-lost,  late-found  son— Let  'a  call  my  mother ! 

Softly  and  swifUj  slop,  and  leave  tlie  test 

That 's  not  a  fulhful  vassal's  likeness. 

To  me ;  I  'U  answer  for  tha  event  as  far 

As  regards  j™,  and  that  is  (he  chief  point, 

But 

Ab  my  first  duly,  which  shall  be  observed. 

Perhaps  a  true  one. 

Our  banners  shall  he  glorious !  Think  of  that 

Bty,aslsaid, 

Alone,  and  leave  all  other  thoughts  to  mo, 

The  wars  are  over:  in  tho  hall, who  like 

And  may  your  ago  be  happy! — I  will  kiss 

Whichawesbulyetoffendsnot?  in  the  field. 

My  mother  once  more,  then  Heaven's  speed  be  with  you! 

Who  like  him  with  his  spear  m  hand,  when,  gnashing 

His  tusks,  and  ripping  up  from  right  to  leil 

The  howling  hounds,  the  boar  makes  for  the  thicket  1 

Who  backs  a  horse,  or  bears  a  hawk,  or  wears 

To  save  a  father  is  a  child's  chief  honour. 

A  sivOTd  hka  him  ?  Whose  plume  nods  knightlier  ? 

[E™>^. 

No  one's,  I  grant  yon :  do  not  fear,  if  war 
Be  long  in  conung,  ho  is  of  that  kind 

ACT  IV. 

Will  make  it  for  himself,  if  he  hath  not 

Already  done  as  much. 

SCENE  L 

A  GoAU  Haa  in  At  Vastk  oj  Si<^gBi^Tf,  neir  PrigMt, 

What  do  you  mean? 

Bnur  Earc  ubJ  Hehbice,  relaiaeri  oflhi  Cmmt. 

You  can't  deny  his  tr«n  of  follower. 

Su,  better  toes  h«  coma  at  last ;  to  these 

(But  few  our  follow  native  vassals  bom 

On  the  domaui)  are  such  a  sort  of  knaves 

Old  walls  new  mastors  and  high  wassail,  both 

As (poasM). 

WhatJ 

II  might  be  unto  those  who  long  for  noveUy. 

The  war  {you  lo-^  so  much)  leaves  living ; 

Though  made  by  a  new  gra™ :  but  aa  for  wassail. 

Like  other  parents,  sliB  spoils  her  worst  chikheu. 

'Methinks  the  old  Count  Siegendarf  maintam'd 

Ills  feudiL  hospitality  as  high 

Nonsense  1  they  are  all  brave  iron-visaged  fellows. 

As  o'er  another  prince  of  the  empire. 

Such  as  old  Tilly  loved. 

Why, 

And  who  loved  Tilly  I 

For  the  mere  cup  and  trencher,  we  no  doutl 

Fared  pas^g  well;  but  as  for  merriment 

Wallenstein  either-thoy  are  gone  to— - 

And  sport,  williout  which  salt  and  sauces  season 

The  cheer  bat  scantily,  our  siiings  were 

Best; 

Even  of  the  narrowest. 

The  old  count  loved  not 

I  wish  they  had  left  us  something  of  their  rest  .- 

The  roar  of  revel ;  ere  you  sure  that  ihi,  does  J 

The  country  (nominally  now  at  peace) 

Is  overrun  whh-God  knows  who-lhey  fiy 

Aa  yet  he  hath  been  courteous  as  he 's  bounteous. 

By  night,  and  disappear  with  sunriso ;  but 

And  we  all  love  him. 

Leave  no  less  desolation,  nay,  even  more 

Than  tha  moat  open  warfare. 

His  reign  is  aa  yet 

Hardly  a  year  o'crpasC  its  honey-moon. 

But  Count  CIrio— 

What  haa  allthls  to  do  with  him  I 

Anon,  we  shall  perceive  his  real  sway 

Andnioodaofmind. 

WithAJm! 

He might  prevent  it.    Aa  you  say  ha  'a  fond 

Pray  Heavffli  he  keep  Uie  present ! 

Of  war,  why  makea  ho  it  not  on  llioae  maraudcia  I 

Then  his  bravo  son.  Count  IJlric— tliere  'a  a  knight! 

Pity  ihB  wars  are  o'er  1 

You'd  better  ask  himaolf. 

Why  BO  7 

I  would  as  soon 

Look  on  hunt 

Ask  of  tha  lion  why  ho  laps  not  mil*. 

and  answer  that  yourself 

And  here  he  comes! 

aSHKIfl. 

Ilo's  my  youthful, 

Thedevill  you'll  hold  your  tongue? 

^'-                 ■ 

Who  were  bom  in  then),  and  bred  up  upon 


The  doga  are  order'd 
I>DH'n  to  Ifae  forest,  and  Che  vasssla  out 
To  beat  the  bushes,  and  The  da;  looks  promisin 
Shall  I  caU  rorUi  your  eicellcncy's  suite? 
What  courier  wIU  ;ou  please  to  mount  1 


Wolalcin. 

I  fear  ho  Ecarcoly  hsa  recavar'd 
The  toils  of  Monday :  't  was  a  uoUb  cHubo— 
You  spearM  four  with  your  own  hand. 

Trae,  good  Eri 
1  had  forgotten— let  it  be  the  gray,  then, 
Old  Ziska :  he  has  not  boon  out  this  fortnight 


Master  of  tlie  borse. 


laawhwardfromlhe— {BonoiPHpiiiniBtDHESRioK.) 
How  now,  Henrick,  why 


For  your 


Go  to  my  faiher,  and  present  my  duty, 

And  leam  If  he  would  aught  wilb  me  before 

I  mount.  [£x{|  Heuhick. 

Rodolph,  our  friends  have  had  a  check 
Upon  the  frontiers  of  tVanconia,  and 
'T  is  tiunour'd  that  the  column  sent  against  Ihem 


<re  sure  adrices. 


to  the  count,  yoar  felher. 

Yes,  but  the  unsettled  stale  of  our  domain 

In  High  Silesia,  will  permit  and  cover 

My  jaumej.    In  the  mean  lime,  when  we  are 

Engaged  in  the  chase,  draw  olf  the  eighty  men 

Whom  WoUfe  leads-^keep  the  forests  on  your  route ! 

You  know  H  well  1 

As  well  as  on  that  nighl 
When  we 

We  win  not  speak  of  that  until 

And  when  you  have  jtan'd,  give  Rosenberg  this  letter. 
[Giisiatoer, 
Add  further,  that  I  have  sent  this  slight  addition 
To  our  force  with  you  and  Wolffe,  as  herald  of 
My  coming,  though  I  could  but  spare  them  ill 


thought  you  loved  the  lady  Ida? 


rid  bind  in  my  youtii  and  glorious  yea 
So  brief  and  burning,  with  a  lady's  zone. 


I  think  so ;  for  I  love 
Nougtil  else.— But  I  have  not  the  time  to  pause 
Upon  these  gewgaws  of  the  heart.     Great  tilings 
We  have  to  do  ere  long.  Speed !  speed !  good  Rodo'ph' 


Perhaps !  my  father  wishes  it,  and 
'T  is  no  bad  policy ;  this  union  wil 
The  last  hud  of  the  rival  branch  al 
Unites  the  future  and  dealroys  the  ] 


I  with     BulW 
n— '1  was  a  most  kind  act  in  the  ( 
Your  father,  to  send  «p  to  Eonigsbuig 
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For  tills  fair  orphan  of  the  baron,  and 

Did  I  not  echo  your  own  wish  J 

Yes,m-ic, 

Wondrous  kind! 

But  then  I  wish'd  it  not  with  such  a  glance. 

EKpeciallj  as  Utile  kindness  till 

And  scarce  knew  what  I  s^d  ;  but  let  me  be 

Thei  grew  between  them. 

Sister  or  cousin,  what  you  will,  so  that 

I  still  to  you  am  something. 

Thetoharondied 

Oraferer,di<ltienot! 

You  shall  be 

How  BhoulJl  know? 

I  have  heard  it  wlusper'd  there  was  somellung  strange 

But  I  can  wait. 

About  his  deatb-and  even  the  place  of  it 

Is  scarcely  known. 

Dear  Ida! 

Some  obscure  village  on 

Ca!l  me  Ida, 

The  Saion  or  Silesian  frontier. 

Your  Ida,  for  I  would  be  yours,  none  else's— 

Indeed  I  have  none  else  Idt,  since  my  poor  father— 

Ho 

ISI^  p^ 

tJm  left  no  testament-^o  farewell  words ! 

ULRIC. 

You  have  ?niie— you  have  nis. 

t  am  reilher  confessor  nor  notary. 

Boeaimolsay. 

DearUlrio!  howlw 

My  falher  could  but  view  our  happiness, 

Ahl  here 'a  the  lady  Ida. 

Which  wants  but  this! 

Indeed  ! 

1  ou  are  early,  my  Bweel  couam ! 

Yoi  would  have  loved  h 

Noltoneuly, 
Dear  niric,  if  I  do  not  interrupt  you. 
Why  do  you  call  me  "ojusm?" 

Answenolsol 

He  you  ]  Ibr  the  brave  ever  love  each  other : 
His  manner  was  a  little  cold,  his  spirit 

This  grave  eJ^erior-^vould  you  had  known  each  oth 
Had  such  as  you  been  near  him  on  his  jouriiL-y, 

He  had  not  died  vrithout  a  Ciend  to  sooihe 

res,  bat  I  do  not  like  the  narlie ;  methinks 

His  last  and  lonely  moments. 

h  sounds  eo  cold,  t»  if  you  thouBht  upon 

Our  pedigree,  and  only  weigh'd  our  Uood. 

Who  says  iSol  ? 

""""'""""■ 

What? 

Why  does  yours  start  from  your  cheeks  7 

That  he  died  n!<™. 

Ay!  doth  it? 

The  general  rumour. 

It  doth— bul  no !  il  rushes  hke  a  toirent 

Have  ne'er  relurn'd .-  that  fever  was  most  deaiily 

Rven  to  your  brow  again. 

Which  swept  them  all  away. 

iFLRic  Ireawtng  himself). 

And  if  it  fled. 

If  they  were  near  him 

ft  only  was  because  your  presence  sent  it 

He  could  not  die  neglected  or  alone. 

Back  to  my  heart,  which  beats  for  you,  sweet  couMn  ! 

Alas  1  what  is  a  menial  to  a  death-bed. 

When  the  dim  eye  roUs  vajnly  round  for  what 

It  loves  ?- the  J  say  he  died  of  a  fever. 

Nay,  then  I  'Q  call  you  sister. 

1  like  ^t  name  still  worse— ivould  we  had  ne'er 

'•" 

Been  Bught  of  kindred! 

ULHIO  (gt^ity). 

Would  we  never  haJ! 

All  dreams  are  «  le. 

Ob  Haaven  i  aivJ  can  jou  m,h  that  7 

Dearest  Ma! 

And  yet  I  see  hun  as 
I  see  you. 
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Bui  do  you  not  see  his /a™  7 
lUA  {kokmg  al  him.). 
No  1  oh,  my  God !  do  j™  ? 


ULHic  {agilatedlf/). 
Ida,  this  is  mcrs  cIiildishncES :  your  weakness 
Infects  me,  lo  my  shame ;  but  as  all  feelings 
or  yours  arc  common  to  nic,  il  atTocta  uie. 


Hark,  Iny  lord,  the  bugle  I 
IDA  (peetijWjfa  Bodolph). 
Whyieedyoutellhinilhat?  Can  he  nol  hear  it. 


Wili,oi 


Pardon  me,  lair  baroness  1 

Counl  Ulrlo  from  Iha  chase  to-day. 

You  will  not. 


Latiy,  need  aid  or  mi 


Imual 


No  trafl  knight.— Oome,  dear  Ulrio!  yield  U.in( 
In  this,  for  this  one  day ;  the  day  looks  heary. 


'Tb  nothing;  but  if  't 
lo  hills,  and  social  banquei 


bring  you  sii  boars'  heads  for  trophies  h 
<villyoonolsJay,lhen?    You  ahal!  nol 


Vm  make  a  soldier 


So  let  them— you  forget 
To-morruvF  is  the  appointed  festival 
In  Prague,  for  peace  restored.    You  are  apt  to 
The  chase  with  such  an  ardour  as  will  scarce 
Pennit  you  lo  return  lo-day,  or  if 
Rolurn'd,  too  much  fatigued  to  join  tQ-morro» 
The  nobles  u  our  marshall'd  ranks. 


And  far  the  noblest 

True,  dear  child. 
Though  SDmeivhat  fnuikly  said  for  a  fair  damsel.- 
But,  Clric,  recollect  too  our  position, 
So  lately  rdnstated  in  our  honours. 
Believe  me,  'I  would  be  mark'd  in  any  house, 
But  most  in  ouri,  that  one  should  be  found  nanliiig 
At  such  a  time  and  place.     Beades,  the  Henven 

It  spread  its  peace  o'er  all,  hath  double  claims 
On  us  for  thanksgiving ;  Drat,  for  our  country. 
And  neil,  that  wo  are  here  lo  share  its  blessings. 

Devout,  too  1  Well,  sit,  I  obey  at  once. 

[Tkeri  aloud  lo  a  xtvxiii, 
Ludwig,  dismiss  the  train  without  1 

[E^  LuDwio. 

And  so 
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Ulric, 


Then  goo. 


By  and  by. 

I!o  Mire  1 11  Eound  it  Itelter  [han  your  bugles ; 
Thsn  prav  j-ou  bo  as  punctual  In  its  notes ; 
I T  \t\iij  yau  King  Giistavus^  marcb. 

And  why  nol 


Old  Tnly's. 

Not  I 
My  horp-glrings 

Your  mother  wi] 


idbyhi 


!  I  should  Ihinl 


When 


el  Rosenberg  reply, 
ikgendorf,  command  you  aught  J  I 

6IEGE»DO«r  (^ar/j). 
I  on  Ic^af  frontier? 


The  Sileskn,  on 
My  nay— {oxide  In  Ulric).     fVI\m  Bhall  I  nay  I 

ULHIC  (flsiJi,  ioROEOLPH). 

To  Hamburgh. 
[Aside  U:  Mmsetf).    That 
IVord  will,  I  ihink,  put  a  firm  padiock  00 
His  further  inquisition. 


SrEOESEOBF. 

BIEBEBDORI-  {agiUOtd). 

None  else  but  I,  who  see  it— /«{ it— keener 

amburgh  1  O",  I  have  nought  to  do  there,  nor 

Than  would  your  adversary,  who  dared  say  s 

m  Hught  connected  with  that  city.    Then 

Your  sabre  in  his  heart!     But  mine  survives 

The  wound. 

Fare  ye  well.  Count  Siogendorfl 

You  err.    My  natuia  is  not  givel 

{ElilEoCOEPH. 

To  outward  fondling ;  how  should  it  be  so. 

After  twelve  years'  divorcement  from  my  pare 

no  of  those  Etrange  companions,  whom  I  fam 

And  did  not  I  too  pass  those  twelve  lorn  year 

Vould  reason  with  you  on. 

In  a  like  absence?     But 't  is  vdn  to  urge  you 

My  lord,  he  ». 

Let 's  change  the  theme.    1  wish  you  to  cons 

oblo  hy  birth,  of  one  of  the  first  houses 

That  these  young  violent  nobles  of  lugh  name 

n  Saiony. 

But  dark  deeds  fay,  the  darkest,  if  aU  rumour 

So  they  wiU  do  of  most  men.    Even  t) 
The  sneer  of  the  last  courtier  whom  h< 


The  world  spealis  mme  than  lighdy  of  this  EoJolph ; 
They  say  he  is  leagued  witb  the  "  black  bands"  who  stil 
Ravage  the  fionlier. 


I  understand  you :  you  refer  to but 

My  destiny  has  so  involved  about  me 

Her  spider  web,  that  I  can  only  flutter 

Like  Ihc  poor  ily,  bm  break  ii  nol.    Take  heed, 

Ulric ;  you  have  seen  to  what  the  passions  led  me ; 

Quenoh'd  them  not — twenty  thousand  more,  perohai 
.Hereafler  (or  even  here  in  uimwnte  which 
Might  date  for  years,  did  anguish  make  the  dial). 
May  not  obliletate  or  expiate 
The  madness  and  dishonour  of  an  instant. 
Ulric,  ho  wam'd  by  a  father  1— I  was  not 


The  prosperous  and  beloved  Siegaidorf, 
Lord  of  a  prince's  appanage,  and  honour'd 
By  Ihosa  ha  rules,  and  those  he  ranks  with 
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Will  lead  Ihee— 


Be  leader  of  aiich,  I  would  hope ;  al  once 
To  wean  thee  from  the  peiils  of  Ihy  youlh 
And  haughty  spirit,  I  have  Ihoughl  it  well 
ThiU  thou  ahauld'sl  wed  Iha  lady  Ida-more, 


And  I  love  her,  and  thcrorote 
AJaal  I-ove  never  did  so. 


I  will  obey  your  orders,  were  thej  to 

He  should  begin,  and  ta 

Unite  widi  Hecata— can  a  aon  say  more  T 

His  eyes,  and  look  befi 

He  hath  ta'en  a  jump  i 

Be  says  too  much  in  saying  this.    It  is  not 

The  nature  of  thine  age,  nor  of  thy  hlood. 

Nor  of  thy  temperament,  to  talk  so  coolly. 

Or  act  so  careleEsl;,  in  that  which  is 

I  did  and  do. 

The  bloom  or  blighl  of  all  men's  happiness, 

(For  glory's  pillow  b  but  restless,  if 

Thenfii 

Love  lay  not  down  his  cheek  there):  some  strong  bias, 

Some  master  fiend,  is  in  thy  setmce,  to 

Misrule  (he  mortal  who  believes  him  stave. 

And,  cerles,  courteous. 

Thou  Mat  say  nt  once,  "  I  love  young  Ida,  and 

/wia«igage<orAer. 

Will  wed  her,"  or,  "  I  love  her  not,  and  all 

Hie  powers  of  earth  shall  never  make  me,"— So 
Would  1  have  answer'd. 

For  any  woman;  and 

Sir,  i/™i«J  for  love. 

1  fain  would  see  nnshali 

1  did,  and  it  has  been  my  only  refuge 

To  woo. 

In  many  miseries. 

Which  miseries 

Count, 'lis  a 

HaJ  never  been  but  for  Uiis  love-match. 

SobeitoTjourwooin 

Obey  you  in  e^ousing  her? 

Asfej- 
As  you  tbel,  nothing,  but  all  life  for  her. 
She's  young— all-beautiful-adores  you— is 
Endowed  with  qualities  to  give  happiness. 

Of  something  which  your  poets  cannot  pauit. 
And  (if  it  were  not  wisdom  to  love  virtue) 
For  which  philosophy  might  barter  wisdom ; 
And  giving  so  much  happiness  deserves 
A  little  in  return.    I  would  not  have  her 
Break  her  heart  for  a  man  who  has  none  to  break. 
Or  wither  on  her  stalk  like  some  pale  rose 
Deserted  by  the  bird  she  thought  a  nightingale. 
According  to  the  orient  tale,    She  is 


w  pay  my  duty  ( 


With  whom,  you  know,  Iho  lady  Ida  is — 

What  would  you  have  7  You  have  forbid  my  stirrin| 

For  manly  sports  beyond  the  castle  walls. 

And  I  obey ;  you  bid  me  turn  a  chamberer. 

To  pick  up  gloves,  and  fans,  and  kniBing-needles, 

And  list  to  songs  and  tunes,  and  watch  for  smiles. 

The  eyes  of  feminle,  as  though  they  were 

The  stars  receding  early  to  our  wish 

Upon  the  dawn  of  a  ivorld- winning  battle— 

What  can  a  son  or  man  do  more  1  [Ea^  Ulsiu, 

ElEUEHnOKF  {^clu.). 

Too  much  of  duty  and  too  little  love  1 

He  pays  me  m  the  coin  he  owes  me  not : 

For  such  hath  been  my  wayward  fete,  I  could  not 

PultiV  a  parent's  durjes  by  his  side 

Till  now ;  but  love  he  owes  me,  for  my  thoughts 

""■'""  ly  eyes  long'd  withouj 


■  again 


and  now 


30 


t  obedient,  but  witji  ooldnesB , 
In  my  sight,  but  with  carelessness ;  mysterious. 
Abstracted — distant — much  given  to  long  abaenc 
And  where— none  know— in  league  with  the  most  r 
Of  our  young  nobles :  though,  to  do  hira  justice. 
He  never  stoops  down  to  their  vulgar  pleasures  ; 
Yet  there's  some  tia  tetween  them  which  I  cam 
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Um, 


Throng  found  liim  aa  a  leader:  but  with  mo 
He  halh  no  confidence !  Ah  I  can  1  hope  it 
After— what!  doth  my' father's  ourae  descend 
Even  to  my  child  !  Or  is  the  Hungarian  naar 
Co  shed  more  hlood,  or— oh  I  if  it  should  be  I 
Spirit  of  Stratenheim,  dost  thou  walk  these  walls 
To  willier  him  and  his — who,  though  they  slew  not, 
Calalch'd  the  door  of  death  (briheel  1'was  not 
Our  feidl,  not  is  onr  sin :  thoa  wert  our  foe. 
And  yet  I  spared  tliee  wheo  my  own  deslrnction 
Slept  viith  thee,  to  awake  with  thine  awakening  I 
And  only  took— accursed  gold  I  thou  liest 
JLike  poison  in  my  hands ;  I  dare  not  uso  thee. 
Nor  part  from  thee ;  ihou  cajnesi  m  such  a  guise, 
MelJiinks  thou  wouldst  contaminate  all  hands 
Like  mmo.     Yet  I  have  done,  to  atone  for  thee, 
Tliou  villanous  gold !  and  thy  dead  master's  doom. 
Though  he  died  not  by  me  or  mine,  as  much 
As  if  he  were  my  brother !  1  havo  la'on 

Who  will  be  mine. 


Eater  the  Peior  Alb 
Peacebe  with  these  wa 


Of  such,  and  I— 

Havo  the  tirst  claim  I 
The  prayers  of  our  community.    Our 
Erected  by  your  nnccstors,  is  stUl 
Protected  by  their  children. 


Continue  daily  orisons  for  ws 
In  these  dim  days  of  heresies  and  blood. 
Though  tJie  schismatic  Swede,  Custavus,  is 
Gone  home 

To  the  endless  homo  of  unbeUevers, 
Where  there  is  everlasting  wail  and  woe. 
Gnashing  of  teeth,  and  tears  of  blood,  and  lira 
Eternal,  and  the  worm  which  dieth  not  I 

True,  father :  and  lo  avert  those  pangs  from  one. 
Who,  though  of  our  most  faultless,  holy  church, 
Yel  aiea  without  its  last  and  dearest  offices, 
Whidi  smooth  iJie  soul  throu^  purgatorial  pains, 
1  have  to  otfor  humbly  this  donation 


The  largess  shall  be  only  dealt  in  alms, 

rery  mass  no  less  sung  for  the  dead. 
Our  house  needs  no  donations,  thanks  to  yarn 
Which  has  of  old  endow'd  it ;  but  from  you 


15i 


ir  iiffb-s  Ihe  gold  which  he  had  take 


Count,  if  1 
Baiaive  il,  't  Is  because  t  know  too  well 
Rellisal  wonld  offend  you.    Be  assured 


And  yours  in  all  m 

^things 'tis  lit  we  0 

^or  whom  shall  ms 

EHDORF  [faHeriig). 

Por-for- 

Might  hme  one  {  or,  in  short,  he  did  boque 
No,  not  bequeath — but  I  bestow  this  sum 
For  pious  purposes. 

A  proper  deed 
1  Ihe  behalf  of  our  departed  friends. 


Of  our  dead  enemies,  is  worthy  those 
Who  can  forgivo  them  living. 


Beslof  all!  fort 
You  fain  would  rescue  him 

Your  own  goU  too  1 


Whose  then  7  you  said  it  was  no  legacy. 


Whoo 


-of  this  I 


lurchase  Irom  your  altars : 


Is  there  no  blood  upon  it  7 
No  ;  but  there  'a  vrorse  than  blood — eternal  shame 
Did  be  who  own'd  it  die  in  his  bed} 


He  did. 

If  you  regret  your  enejay^s  bloodies 
His  death  was  fathomlessly  deep  ui 


Alas 
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in  hia  bed,  not  battle. 


I>ied,  I  scorcB  imoiv—Dui— ne  was  stabb'd  i'  the  dark. 
By  a  cut-throat ! — ay!  you  may  loak  upon  tnc ! 


No !  by  the  God  «ho  s 


Who  Blew  himT 

I  eould  only  guess  at  cme, 
As  unemploy'd.    Eicept  by  one  day's  knowledge. 


Then  you  are  fn 


EIEOENDORF  (^£^1^)- 


You  have  said  so,  and  know  best. 

Father !  I  have  spoken 
The  truth,  and  nought  but  truth,  if  not  the  wholi : 
Yet  say  I  am  not  Built;  1  for  the  blood 
or  this  n.an  weiglu  on  me,  as  if  I  shed  It, 
HiDugh  b/  the  Power  who  abhorrelh  human  blood, 
I  did  not] — nay,  once  spared  it,  when  1  might 
And  coald — aj,  perhaps  liouW— (if  our  self-safely 


ACT  V. 

SCENE  L 
A  lingt  and  mitgnificmt  Golhit  Hall  in  Ihe  CiaUc  oj 

Siegaidaf,  decorated  uart  Troplaea,  Btatmrs,  anJ 

Arms  of  that  Fhmiltf^ 
Enter  Arsueisi  and  UlEiiTSRyAUmdmlenfCovBt 


B7  your  description  Iracl 
These  revels  and  proceai 
(If  such  there  be)  must  I 


Ride  a  day's  hunting  on  an  outworn  jade, 
Than  foiluw  in  the  train  of  a  great  man 
In  these  dull  pageantries. 


laablain 


±  defeni 


When  the  mind  gathers  up  its  truth  wiltun  it. 
Rememher  the  great  festival  to-morrow. 

As  well  as  your  brave  son ;  and  smooth  your  aspect ; 

Nor  in  the  general  orison  of  thanks 

For  bloodshed  stop!,  let  bbod,  you  shed  not,  rise 

A  cloud  upon  your  thought?.    This  were  to  be 

Too  sensitive.    Take  comfort,  and  (brget 

Such  things,  and  leave  remorse  unto  the  guilty. 


Within. 

Enter  Ike  CotiWTEee  Jose 
iDi  Sth*! 


can  you  say  so!    Never  have  1  dreamt 
Of  aught  so  beautiful  1    The  flowera,  the  bou^, 
The  banners,  and  ibe  nobles,  and  the  knights, 
The  goms,  the  robes,  the  plumes,  the  happy  faces, 
The  eoursers,  and  the  i 


windows 


Wbich  bok'd  so  cabn,  and  the  celestial  hymns. 
Which  seem'd  as  if  they  rather  came  (rom  heaven 

Rolling  on  hlgli  like  a  harmonioiB  thunder  i 
The  white  robes,  and  the  hiled  eyes ;  the  w«ld 
At  peace !  and  all  at  peace  with  one  anouier ! 
Oh,  my  sweet  mother !  lEmbrating  Josefhis 


MybE 


For  such,  I  trust,  thou  st 

1  am  so  already.    Feel  how  my 

With  aught  more  bitter! 

How  should  it?  What  should  mi 


ved  child ! 
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More  geneni)  than  snoilier. 


A  vmrd  againsl  a  world  which  still  cont^ns 
V™  and  my  Ulric     Did  you  ever  sea 
Aughllikehim?  How  he  lower'd  amongst  them  all  I 
How  all  eyes  TollaWd  him !    The  Bowers  fell  faster— 
Rain'd  from  each  lattice  at  his  Teet,  methought. 
Than  before  all  the  rest,  and  where  hs  Irod 


Why  so?  he  loves  you 


Espe^ally  in  these  dark  troublous 
Have  much  to  think  of. 


Tel  there  ate  other  men. 
In  the  world's  eye,  as  goodly.    There 's,  for  instance, 
The  young  Count  Waldorf;  who  scarce  once  withdrew 
His  eyes  from  yours  to-day. 

I  did  not  see  him, 
Hwt  Ulric.    Did  you  not  see  at  the  moment 
When  all  knelt,  and  ^wept?  and  yet  meihought 
Through  my  fast  tears,  though  they  were  thick  an 


se  nodding  plumes  and  dragging  trt 
re  all,  these  stiff  and  heavy  jewels, 


Where'aClric? 

He  rode  round  the  other  way 
rilh  some  young  nobles;  bat  he  leH  themsci 

heajd  his  excellency,  with  his  train. 
Gallop  o'er  the  west  drawbridge. 

Enter  Ulkic,  ajrlendidiy  dressed^ 


Your  wish  is  granted— 
BehoUme! 

I  have  seen  the  murderer. 

Whom?  Where? 

The  Hungarian,  who  slew  Stralenheini. 

Tou  dream. 

Heard  turn )  He  dated  to 
What  name? 

Werner!  '( 


er  even  my  name. 


,.,  r.r5,l 


II  will  not  be  engraved  upon  my  tomb. 
But  it  may  lead  mo  there. 

To  the  point— the  Hraigat^ai 

Usten!— The  church  was  Ihrong'd ;  the  hymn  was  raist 
"  Te  Deum"  peal'd  from^tions,  rather  than 
Prom  choirs,  in  one  great  cry  of  "  God  be  praised" 
For  one  day's  peace,  after  thrice  ten  dread  years, 
Each  bloodier  than  the  former;  I  arose, 
With  all  the  nobles,  and  gs  I  look'd  down 
Along  the  Uncs  of  Ufled  fkces,— from 
Our  bannerM  and  escutcheon'd  gallorv,  1 
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Saw,  like  a  flush  of  liEhbiing  (Ks- 1  Giw 

What  shall  we  do  with  him! 

A  moment,  and  no  moro),  whalBtnick  ms  sightless 

To  all  else— the  Hungarian's  lace;  I  grew 

I  know  not  that. 

Sick;  andwhcnlrecovet'drtomtha  misl 

Which  curl'd  about  my  senses,  and  again 

Then  wherefore  seek! 

Look'd  down,  I  saw  turn  not.    The  thanks^ving 

Because  I  cannot  rest 

Continue. 

And  ours,  seem  intertwisted  ]  nor  can  be 

Unravell'd,  till 

When  wc  reach'd  the  Muldui's  bridge. 

^nler  an  Attendawt. 

Barks  mann'd  with  revellers  m  iheir  best  guba. 

Which  shot  along  the  glancing  tide  below, 
Tho  decorated  street,  iha  long  array. 

Your  Excellency. 

The  clashing  music,  and  the  thundering 

Who! 

Of  far  artillery,  which  seem'd  to  Wd 

A  long  and  loud  rarewell  to  its  great  doings. 

He  gave  no  name. 

The  roar  of  rushing  thousands,  all-all  could  not 
Chase  this  man  frum  my  mind  j  although  my  senses 

Admit  him,  ne'ertheloss. 

No  longer  held  him  palpable. 

You  saw  him 

AI,! 

No  more,  then? 

'T is, then,  Werner! 

I  look'd,  as  a  dying  soldier 
Looks  at  a  draught  of  water,  for  this  man ; 

S,DOE«DOHE  (h.^Mly). 

The  sajno  you  knew,  sir,  by  that  name ;  and  go^  t 

Bui  stilt  I  saw  him  not ;  but  in  his  stead 

OABO«(fc»*^™«d). 

I  recognise  you  both  j  father  and  son, 

What  in  his  stead  1 

It  seems.    Count,  I  have  heard  that  yon,  or  youre. 

Have  lately  been  in  search  of  me :  I  am  here. 

My  eye  for  ever  feU 

Upon  your  dancing  crest;  Uielofliest, 

I  have  sought  you,  and  have  found  you ;  you  aro  chirgc- 

As  on  the  loftiest  and  the  iDveUost  head 

(Your  own  heart  may  inform  you  why)  willi  such 

It  rose  Ihe  highest  of  the  stream  of  [ilumes. 

A  crime  aa [He  ponjit- 

Which  overflow'd  Iho  glittering  streets  of  Prague. 

Give  It  utterance,  and  then 

What's  this  to  the  Hungarian! 

Much,  for  r 

You  shall  do  so— 

Had  almost  then  forgot  him  in  my  eon. 

When  just  as  the  aninery  ceased,  and  paused 

TTie  music,  and  the  crowd  embraced  in  lieu 

Rrst,  who  accuses  me! 

Of  shouting,  I  heard  in  a  deep,  low  Toice, 

Distinct  and  keener  far  upon  my  ear 

All  Ihinas, 

Than  tlie  late  cannon's  volume,  diis  word — "  Wenur ."' 

If  not  all  men:  the  tmiversal  rumour— 

My  own  presence  on  tho  spot— -the  place— the  time- 

Utttr'd  by 

And  every  speck  of  circumstance,  unite 

To  lii  the  blot  on  you. 

Hiu !  I  tura'd-and  saw-and  fell 

Andon«(on/j? 

And  wherefore!  Were  you  seen! 

Pause  ere  you  answer :  is  no  other  name, 

SIEDEBDORF. 

Save  mine,  stjun'd  in  this  business  ? 

The  officious  cars 

Of  those  around  me  dragg'd  me  from  the  spot. 

Triffmg  villain  . 

Who  play'st  with  thine  own  gmll  ?  Of  all  that  breolh* 

You,  too,  were  too  remote  m  the  procession 

'Hiou  best  dost  know  tho  innocence  of  him 

(The  old  nobles  being  divided  from  their  children) 

■Gainst  whom  thy  breath  would  blow  thy  bloody  slande. . 

To  aid  me. 

But  I  will  talk  no  further  with  a  wretch. 

Furlherlhanjusliceasks.    Answer  atones. 

Bui  I 'Maid  you  now. 

And  without  quibbluig,  to  my  charj^. 

a IB OR. 

In  what! 

Tisiai»< 

In  searching  for  this  man,  or when  he 's  Brand, 

WhoaaysBol 

ao2 
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GABOR 

I  can't  help  Ihal, 

By 

Who  feeU  himself  tho  guilty  one  amonpl  os. 

I  speak  to  you,  Count  Siegendorf,  because 

Namebiml 

I  know  you  uinocent,  and  deem  you  just. 

But  ere  I  can  proceed — flare  you  protect  me  V- 

Ha 

Dare  you  command  me  ? 

Mayhaycmorenaiiieaihanone.  Your  lordaWp  had  so 

[SiEOEHBORF  ^r«  looki  at  Ike  Hung-^ 

Once  on  a  lime. 

Ihm  <d  Ulbic,  iMo  /™  anbuckM  his  ^ch 

If  you  mean  me,  I  daro 

shE^ 

ULFio  {hek,  ai  Mifaihfr,  cmd  ™js) 

Let  llie  man  go  on 

You  may  do  so,  ajid  in  saTely ; 

0*BOH. 

1  know  Iho  assassin. 

I  am  nnarm'd,  count — bid  your  son  lay  down 

His  Gabre. 

Where  is  he  7 

OABOR  {painting  to  Uleic), 

Take  it. 

Bolide  you  t 

[Ulhic  mshei forward  to  sHmi  G*BOK ; 

Ko,sb;  'tis  enough 

Thai  we  are  both  una.m'd-r  would  not  choose 

Liar  and  Rend  >  but  you  Ehnll  nol  be  slain ; 

Blood  than  came  tliere  in  battle. 

These  walla  are  mine,  and  you  are  sate  wittiin  them. 

CLHic  {cmla  Ike  aabrefrom  him  in  mirfrmpi 

[Jfe  ft.™  to  Ulric. 
Ulric,  repel  this  calumny,  as  I 

Such  other  weapon,  in  my  hands — spared  your 
Once,  when  disarm'd  and  at  mv  mercy. 

/lok  at  Am,  and  then  hear  ine. 

(Firif  (oG.AEOB.aii  tiieatoalnBgal  Ulric). 
1  hear  thee, 
ily  God  I  you  look 


Count,  you  are  bound  to  hear  me.    I  came  hither 
Nut  seeking  you,  but  Sfughi.    When  I  knelt  down 
Amidst  the  people  in  ihe  church,  I  dream'd  not 
To  lind  the  begj.'ar'd  Werner  m  the  seat 
or  Benalors  and  princes  j  but  you  hare  caS'd  me, 


ir  gold  i  his  life  alone  was  sought— 
irs  and  estaiea,  scarce  less  tlian  priucely. 


siECENDOKF  (_lalus  Ml  S071  %  (/«  hmd). 
My  eon  I  I  know  mine  oivn  innocence— and  doubt 
or  yours— but  I  have  promised  Lids  man  patience 

By  speakmg  of  myself  much ;  I  began 

Life  early — and  am  what  tho  world  has  made  me. 

At  Frankfort,  on  tho  Odor,  where  I  pass'd 

A  winter  in  obscurity^  it  was 

My  chance  at  several  places  of  resort 

(Which  I  frequented  sometunes,  hut  not  often} 

To  hear  related  a  strange  circumstance, 

In  February  last.    A  martial  force. 

Sent  by  the  slate,  had,  after  sti'ung  resistance 

Marauders  from  Ihe  hostile  camp.— They  proved, 
However,  not  to  be  so— but  banditti, 

Had  carried  from  thdr  usual  haunt— tho  forests 
Which  skirt  Bohemia— even  into  Lusatia, 
Many  amongst  thom  were  reporter)  of 
High  rantt— and  martial  law  slept  jbr  a  lime. 
Al  kisl  they  were  eseorled  o'er  the  frontiers, 
And  placed  beneath  the  avil  jtirisdiclioa 
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Of  llio  free  town  of  Frankfort.     Of  llifir  fale 


And  H*at  is  this  to  Illrio  ! 
Amongst  Ihem  thero  wgs  said  to  be  one  man 
Youth,  strength,  and  beo'itj,  idmosl  EUperliUman, 
Ilis  by  the  puhlir  rumour  j  and  his  sway. 
His  judges,  wss  attributed  to  inlchcrafL 


M>'  purse,  though  slende 


fethat 


"  no  g^ea 


calth; But  m;  soul 

Was  roused  with  various  feelings  to  seek  out 
This  prodigy,  it  only  to  behold  hun. 


You  'n  hear.     Chance  favour'd  n 
A  popuiar  affray  in  the  public  square 
Drew  crowds  together— it  was  one  of  those 

And  show  Ihem  ss  ihey  are— even  in  their  faces : 

The  moment  my  eye  met  his — I  eiclajm'd 

"  This  is  the  man !"  though  he  was  then,  as  since, 

With  the  nobles  of  the  city.    1  fell  sure 

1  had  not  errM,  and  watchM  him  long  and  nearly : 

I  noted  down  his  form — lila  gesture — features. 

Stature  aiu^  bearing-^-juid  amidst  thom  alT, 

"Midst  every  natural  and  acqun^ 


ould  disc 
id  gladiat 


seye 


And  may  sound  belter. — He  appeuM  1e  me 
One  of  those  bangs  to  whom  Fortune  bends 
As  she  doth  to  the  daring— and  on  whom 
The  falca  of  others  oft  depend ;  beades. 
An  indescribalile  sensation  drew  me 
Sear  to  this  man,  as  if  my  pomt  of  fortune 
Was  to  he  fix'd  by  him— There  I  was  wrong, 

And  may  not  be  right  now. 

I  foilow'd  him— 


Though  not  his  friendship :— it  was  bis 
To  leave  the  city  privately— wo  lall  it 
Together — and  logcLber  we  arrived 
In  lh£  poor  town  where  Werner  was  c 

And  Siralenhaim  was  suceour'd N 

The  verge — dart  you  hear  further  ? 


1  saw  m  you 
A  man  above  his  ststioR— and  if  not 

Men  such  as  you  appear'd  in  heignl  of  mind, 
In  the  most  high  of  worldly  rank ;  you  were 
Poop— oven  to  all  save  rags — I  would  have  shared 


Though  not  Sa  that— and  I  owed  you  my  si 
St  my  seeming  safely — when  the  sfavi 
Of  Slrdenheim  pursued  mo  on  the  grounds 
That  I  had  tobb'd  him. 


Your  ball's  my  court,  your 


I.     'Twill  test 
With  me  al  last  to  be  so.    You  conceal'd  me— 
ret  passages  known  to  yourself, 
aid,  and  to  none  else.    At  dead  of  nigbl, 
y  with  walching  in  llie  doik,  and  dubious 
Lcuig  baik  my  way—I  saw  a  glimmer 
igh  distant  crannies  of  a  twinkUrig  light; 

Porta] — which  opened  to  the  eltamher,  where, 
'Vith  cautious  hand  and  slow,  having  first  undone 
s  much  as  made  a  crevice  of  the  fastening, 
lookM  through,  andbeheld  a  purple  bed, 


He,  whom  you  dare  nr 


Lcn,  my  boy !  thou  art  guiltless  si 
say  /was  so  once — Oh  !  now 


Recede  now,  though  it  shake  li 
Which  frown  above  us.  You 
Ifnot,  your  son  does,— that  Iht 
Beneath  *ii  chief  inspection— 
Whiiji  lod  to  thi 


Ho  be 


With  stem  and  antious  glance  gazed  buck  ui 
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I'h«  WeeJine  body— but  il  moved  no  more. 

Been  somewhat  damaged  in  my  name  to  save 

Yours  and  your  son's.     Weigh  well  what  1  have  sai 

Oh  I  God  of  fathers : 

I  bel.eld  Lis  features 

As  I  see  yours — but  yours  they  were  not,  though 

OAEOR  [casts  his  et/ean'Vi.RK.,^11  is kimhig^ev 

Resembling  thorn— bcliold  them  in  Count  Ulnc's  1 

apiUm). 

Distinct — IE  1  beheld  them — though  ttie  expression 

If  I  should  do  so! 

Is  not  now  what  it  thou  was  i-but  it  was  sc 

When  I  first  charged  hini  with  the  crime :— so  lately. 

I  pledge  my  life  for  yours.    Withdraw  into 

This  tower.                                    [Op^  a  turret  doc 

This  is  so 

O.BOR  (fe,ite(m«iy). 

This  is  the  second  s<ift>  asylum 

Nay— hut  hoar  mo  to  the  eod ! 

You  have  offer'd  me. 

Winn  you  must  do  so. — 1  eoootived  myself 

Ketray'd  hy  you  sod  Atnt  (for  now  I  saw 

And  was  not  tlie  first  sol 

rhero  was  some  Ha  between  you)  into  this 

OADOR. 

Pretended  den  of  refuge,  to  become 

1  know  not  that  even  now— but  will  approve 

The  victim  of  your  guilt;  and  my  first  thought 

The  second.    I  have  stLI  a  further  shield— 

Was  vengeance :  hut  though  lum'd  with  u  short  poniard 

I  did  not  enter  Prague  akine-and  should  I 

(Having  left  my  sword  without),  1  was  no  match 

For  him  at  any  time,  as  had  been  proved 

Some  tongues  without  will  wag  in  my  beiiaif. 

Ths,t  morning— either  in  addtess  or  force. 

Be  brief  in  your  decision  1 

I  tum'd,  and  fled— i'  the  dark :  chance,  rather  than 

Skill,  made  me  gam  the  secret  door  of  the  halt, 

And  thence  the  chamber  where  you  slept— if  I 

My  word  is  sacred  and  irrevocable 

Bad  found  you  waWnff,  Heaven  alono  can  tell 

Within  Ihtse  walls,  but  it  emends  no  further. 

What  vengeance  and  suspicion  might  have  prompted ; 

But  ne'er  slept  guilt  aa  Werner  slept  that  nighL 

I'd  lake  It  (or  so  much. 

siECESDOHF  [points  to  Utnio's  sabrc,  sSUupiM 

And  yet  I  had  horrid  dreams !  aixd  such  brief  sleep- 

<ftegr™«d).            ^          '^ 

Tike  also  Am— 

Why  didst  thou  spare  mo  }  I  dreamt  of  my  father— 

I  saw  you  eye  il  eagerly,  and  him 

And  now  my  dream  is  out  I 

Distrustfully. 

dABDR  {taka  «p  Of  saire). 

'T  is  not  my  fault, 

If  I  have  read  U.-Well !  I  Hcd  and  hid  mis- 

To sell  my  Ufc-not  cheaply. 

chance  led  me  here  after  so  many  moons— 

(GABon  gM»  into  Ifte  tarrei,  uJiia  SiEUEBDORr  c&* 

And  show'd  me  Werner  in  Count  Siegendorf  1 

siEOENEoaF  (aduancM/oUtBic). 

Werner,  ^vhoni  I  had  sought  in  huts  in  vain. 

Now,  Count  Ukic  1 

Inhabited  the  palace  at  a  sovereign ! 

For  son  I  daro  not  call  thoe-What  sa/sl  thou  I 

You  sought  mc,  and  have  found  me — now  you  know 

UIHIC. 

My  secret,  and  may  weigh  its  worth. 

His  tale  is  true. 

ElEOEBDOBF  (qfter  a  paiat). 

Indeed! 

True,  monster  1 

IS  it  revenge  or  justice  which  inspires 

Mosltruo.fatJ,erj 

Your  meditation  T 

And  you  did  welt  to  listen  to  il :  what 

We  know,  we  can  provide  agdnsi.     He  must 

Neither-I  was  weighing 

Bo  sUenced. 

n.e  value  of  your  secreL 

You  shall  know  il 

And  will,  the  clher  half,  could  he  and  thou' 

At  once— when  you  were  ]xat,  and  1,  though  poor. 

Unsay  this  villaiiy. 

Rich  enou^  to  relievo  such  poverty 

As  might  have  envied  mine,  I  offer'd  yon 

His  no  time 

My  puide — you  would  not  share  il!— I'll  bo  franker 

For  tiiflmg  or  dissembling.     I  have  said 

With  j-ou ;  you  are  wealthy,  noble,  trusted  by 

His  story 's  true ;  and  he  too  must  be  silenced. 

Th.i  miperial  oowera— you  understand  me  J 

Howso? 

Yes.— 

As  Stratenheim  is.     AreyousodoB 

No!  quue.    You  think  mo  venal,  and  scarce  true  ; 

As  never  to  have  hit  on  this  before  ? 

'T  is  nu  less  true,  however,  tliat  my  fortunes 

When  wc  met  m  the  garden,  what  except 

Hare  made  n,e  both  «  present ;  you  shall  aid  ma ; 

'.  would  have  aided  you — and  bIeo  havo 

HU  death  ?  or  had  the  prince's  houselioW  beeo 

,di„  Google 


Then  summon'd,  would  the  cry  for  the  police 
Bwn  left  to  such  a  slranger  ?  Or  slioukl  I 
Havelnlter'duntheway?  Or  could  i/oii,  Wmur, 
The  object  of  the  baroa's  hate  and  fears, 
HaTK  fled— unless  by  many  an  hour  before 
Suspirann  noke  7  1  sought  and  falhom'd  you— 
Douhdng  if  you  were  false  or  feeble ;  I 
Perci 


at  I  doubted 


Than  common  stabber !  What  deed  of  my  Ufe, 
Or  thought  of  mine,  could  make  you  deem  me  fit 
For  your  accomplice  7 


Tha  devil  you  cannot  lay,  between  us.    TWa 

Pot  family  disputes.    While  you  were  torlurod 
Could  Jbecahn?  Think  you  that  I  have  beard 
This  fellow's  tale  without  some  feeling?  you 
Have  taught  me  feeUog  for  jou  and  mysfjf; 
For  whom  or  what  else  did  you  ever  leach  it  1 

Oh!  my  dead  father's  curse  !  '1  is  working  now. 

Let  it  work  on  1  the  grave  will  keep  it  down ! 
Ashes  are  feeble  foes :  it  is  more  easy 

Which  winds  its  blind  but  living  path  beneath  you, 
Yet  hear  me  still ! — If  i/ou  condemn  me,  yet 
Remember  who  hath  taught  me  once  too  ollen 
To  listen  to  him  I   H^  proelaim'd  to  me 
That  Uiere  were  crimes  made  venial  by  the  occasioi 
That  pasaon  was  our  nature  ?  that  the  goods 
Of  heaven  waited  on  the  goods  of  fortune  T 


M^sh 
By  hi 
Allpi 


a  only  J  fFlto  deprived  m 


J  open  day  7  hy  his  disgrace  which  stamped 
(It  might  be]  bastardy  on  me,  and  on 
Himsclf-a  /etoi'j  brand  1  The  man  who  is 

He  longs  to  do,  but  dare  not.    Is  it  strange 
That  I  should  act  what  you  could  llaiik  ?  We  have 
Wkh  right  or  wrong,  and  now  must  only  ponder 
Upon  effects,  not  causes.     Stralenheim, 
W^bose  life  1  saved,  from  impulse,  as,  unfi^^oum, 
[  would  have  saved  a  peasant's  or  a  dog's,  I  slew, 
ffnoi™  as  our  fee — hut  not  from  vengeance.    Ha 
Was  a  rock  m  our  way,  wluch  I  cut  through. 
As  doth  the  bolt,  because  it  stood  between  us 
And  our  true  destination — but  not  idly. 

His  life;  when  due,  I  but  resumed  the  debt. 
Ho,  yuu,  and  f  stood  o'er  a  gulf,  wherein 
t  have  plungod  our  enemy.    Vba  kindled  Erst 
The  torch- jou  show'd  the  path :  now  trace  me  t 


safety- 


-lolm 


Familiar  feuJs  and  va 


which  cankers  life-^ 
undone.    Wa  have 


bide ;  I  know  no  fcai 


TiBsK 


teherlo 


isityi 


Keep  your  own  secret,  keep  a  steady  eye, 

We  must  have  no  Hard  babblers  thrust  between  us. 

(lEBEHnOEF  (sohM). 

Am  I  awake  ?  are  these  my  tiuher's  balls  ? 
Andjtm— my  son?  JMjrson!  mint     ifho  have  ever 
Abhon-'d  both  mystery  and  blow),  oiid  yal 
Am  plunged  into  the  deepest  hell  of  bothl 

The  Hungarian's  1 — Ulric — he  hath  partisans. 
It  seems  i  I  nught  have  guess'd  as  much.    Oh  fool  ■ 
Wolves  prowl  in  company.    He  hath  the  key 
(As  I  too)  of  the  opposite  door  which  leads 

To  be  the  father  of  fresh  crimes— no  leas 


SCENE  II. 
37ie  Inl^ior  af  Ihe  Turrel. 
Gabqr  ami  SiEOEHDOnF. 


■Siogcndorf !  Take  these,  and  fiy ' 


Whaie'er  you  will:  si 


And  prosper ; 

Ton  pledged  your  honour  for  my  safely  I 


thus  redeem  iC     Fly !  I  ant  not  maaier, 

ners— nay,  even  of  these  very  wails, 
would  bid  them  fiJl  and  crush  mo  I  Fly ! 
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ii  ere  yaurself,  unbappy  ei 


[Exil  Gabo 
Ahl  I  hi 


lie  halh  rJearM  the  staircaj 

Safe !— Oh,  mj  fnther's  spiril !— I  am  feJnt 

of  tlie  toinef,  m  a  drooping  .poautrt. 
Enter  Ur.Kic,  iwtt  olheri  armed,  and  vath  weapaat 


Whore  will  you  go  ?  1  would  not  sepd  you  forth 

lol  alone ;  nor  morely  the  vain  heir 

ur  domains:  a  thousFand,  ay,  ten  ihoiisand 


Yes— men— who  are  worthy  of  the  name !  Go  lell 
Your  senators  that  Ihey  look  weU  to  Prague ; 
Their  feaal  of  peace  waa  early  for  the  times ; 


if  you  w 


another 


,  strike! 


n  strijtt  qf  lo8  Jewds). 
Where  is  the  ruffian  who  hath  plundwM  you  ? 
Vassals,  despatch  in  search  of  him !    You  see 
T  was  as  I  aud,  the  ivretoh  hath  stript  my  father 
or  jcweb  which  might  tbtm  a  prince's  hiarloom  I 
A>vay!  I 'U  follow  you  forthwith. 

[Exmnl  all  bill  Sieoebdobf  ami  Ul 


iplore!  Oh,  Clriel 


A  Wretch  to  profit  by  otir 
HunccEorth  you  have  no  i 


£»(«■  JoEEfHiae  ami  IcJ 


Call  me  by  th 
Means  my  go 


Ida,  beware !  there  '5  blood  upoi 
I  'd  kiss  it  off,  though  it  were  mi 


Away!  it  is  your  father's !  (iiiVULRic. 

Oh,  great  Ij-jd! 
And  I  have  loved  this  man! 

[Ida  fal^  ^'dess—3osEi'iii!iE  stands  upccihUi 
with  horror. 

The  wreidi  hath  slain 
Them  both !— my  Josephine  I  we  are  now  alone  [ 
Would  we  had  ever  been  so  I— All  is  over 
For  me ! — Now  open  wide,  my  sire,  thy  grave ; 
Thy  curse  hatli  dug  it  deeper  for  thy  son 
In  mine !— The  race  of  Sicgendorf  is  past  • 
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A  DRAMA. 

ADVERTISEMENT. 

lis  production  is  founded  partly  on  Uie  stoiy  of  a 
il,  called  "  Tha  Three  Broihers,"  published  many 
I  ago,  from  which  M.  G.  Lewis's  "  Wood  Demon" 
llso  tatwo — and  parllj  on  iJie  "Faust"  of  the  great 
he.  The  present  publication  contains  Ihe  first  tvro  H 
I  Old/,  and  the  opening  chorus  of  the  third.  The  1 
may  perhaps  appear  hereafter. 
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all  to  me  kiudlyj    Though  my  brnlhers  ara 
he  frea  chase  they  follow,  do  not  spurn  me ; 

As  is  the  h^lgehog's 
Which  sucks  at  midnight  frrni  Ihe  wholesome  dam 
Of  tho  young  bull,  unljl  Ihe  milkmaid  finds 

lipple  next  Any  sore  and  udder  dry. 

Call  not  thy  brothers  hrelhrenl  callmenot 

" "    "  er ;  for  if  1  brought  thee  fiiith,  it  was 

[Exit  Bektii 


DEFORMED  TRANSFORMED. 

PART  I. 

SCENE  l.—A  Forssl. 
Enter  Arbold  and  !/is  moiSer  Bertha. 


f  bidding ; — wflarily  but  willingly 
euld  fulRI  it,  could  1  only  hopo 
Lind  word  m  return.    What  shall  I  do 
[ARBOi.T>tieginiHiailv.-eQd;  « 
woimds  tme  of  tda  hutais. 
■  labour  for  tho  day  Is  ouer  now. 
:ursed  be  this  blood  that  flows  so  fast 
:  double  curses  will  be  my  meed  now 
home.— What  home?  I  have  no  horn. 


hateful  aspeel.    Let  me  wash 


Thay  an 
What  all 
Again,  a 
That  I  ai 
My  horri 
Deep  in 


think  on 'I.    Hideous  wrei 
aters  mock  me  with 
a  demon  placed 
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A  burthen  to  the  earth,  myself,  and  shame 
Unto  what  broDght  me  into  life  !    Thou  blooil. 
Which  flowesl  so  freely  from  a  scratch,  lei  ma 
Try  if  thou  wilt  not  in  a  fuller  stream 
Pour  Ibrth  my  woes  for  eror  with  thyself 
Onaatth,l<      "  ■  ■      " 


The  shape  of  any  reptile  save  myseU; 
And  make  a  woriJ  for  myriada  of  new  worms! 
Thisknife!  now  let  me  prove  if  It  wiU  sever 
This  wither'd  ^f  of  nature's  nighubade — my 
Vila  form — from  the  creation,  as  it  haiii 
The  green  bough  from  the  forest. 

JAhnold  placei  the  km/e  in  the  grourtd,  tui 
the  point  upward9. 

And  1  can  fall  upon  it.    Yet  one  glance 
On  the  fair  day,  which  scge  no  foul  thing  like 
Myself,  and  the  sweet  sun,  which  warm'd  me,  but 
lin.    The  birds — how  joyously  they  suigl 


Btlhem 


But  lei  their  merriesl  notes  bo  Arnold's  knell ; 
The  falling  leaves  my  monument ;  the  murmur 
Of  Uie  neat  fountain  my  sole  elegy. 
Now,  knife.  Eland  tbraly,  aa  I  fain  would  fall  1 

[As  he  rushes  to  throw  tavl^f  v/ptm  the  kni, 

his  etfe  is  svddenii/  caaght  bt/  the  /ountai 

wideh  6ee7na  In  molion. 
The  ibuntain  moves  without  a  wind ;  but  shall 
The  ripple  of  a  spring  change  my  resolve? 
No.    Yet  it  moves  again  1  the  waters  sUr, 
Not  as  with  ait,  but  by  some  subtettane 
And  rocking  power  of  the  interrial  world. 
What's  here?  A  mist!  no  more?— 

[A  d™d  eojMSjritia  Ihefatadain,  He  Stan 
ling  ujwR  it;  il  is  dia^lied^  attd  a  t 


mthhim  (and  you  seem  sc 
Society),  you  can't  tell  how 
And  lor  his  aspecti  look  upoi 
Ani!  then  on  me,  and  Judge ' 
Looks  hkest  what  the  boors 
Their  cloven-footed  terror. 

I 

To  taunt  ms  wilJi  my  bom  d 

I  to  taunt  a  bulfalo  ivi 

ti  loot  of  thine,  or  the  switt  dromedary 
With  thy  sublime  of  bumps,  the  animals 
Would  revel  in  the  compliment.    And  yel 

n  action  and  endurance  than  thyself. 
And  all  tlie  fierce  and  fau-of  U.e  same  kind 
(hcs.    Thyforhiisnatutjli  'twas  on 
e'e  mistaken  largess  to  bestow 
The  gills  which  are  of  olhera  upon  man. 


hlhis 


ue  the  Etrength  thei 
L  he  spurns  high  the 

latisnt  switbiGss  of 
'  The  helmlesa  dromedary 
Thy  fiendish  sarcasm  wit 


of  the  I 


blaekm 
Spirit  or  man? 

ASD 

Say  both  in  one? 


es  unoards  htm. 


What  would  you  !  Speak  1 


saintly  palien 


Thou  meekest  me. 

loll.    Whyst 
What  all  ore  mocking  1  That 's  poi 
To  talk  to  thee  in  human  language  (fcr 
Thou  


.e),  11 


ot  the  wretched  cc 
Or  woli^  or  lien,  leaving  paltry  game 

Ly  burghers,  who  leave  once  a-y 
Their  walla,  to  fill  their  household  caldi 

lUion  prey. 


Now 


Which  is  so  call'd  or  thought,  that  you  n.ay  add  me 
Your  purpose 


You  hav 


What  is  that  resolution  whioh  can  e'er 
lie  Interrupted!  If  I  be  the  devil 
You  deem,  a  smgle  moment  would  hav 
Mine,  and  for  ever,  by  your  euicide ; 
And  yel  my  coming  saves  you. 

I  said  1 


:k  them 


What  will  thou  do  (or  n 
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On  what  condition  1 


An  hniir  ago  you  would  have 
To  look  like  other  men,  and 
To  wear  the  farm  of  heroes. 

given  your  sou 
ow  jou  pause 

ABI.O 

No;  IwiUno 

ml. 

Worth  naming  so,  mould  dw 

11  in  such  a  ca, 

■T  is  an  aspiring  one,  whate' 
Tn  which  it  la  mislodged.    B 
Must  il  be  sign'd  in  blood? 

r  the  tenement 
t  name  your  « 

Demons  heroic- 
Demons  who  wore 

The  form  of  the  Sloic 
Or  Sophist  of  yore— 

Or  the  shape  of  each  victo 
Fnim  Macedon's  boy 

To  each  high  Roman's  pic 
Who  breathed  to  destroy 

Shadows  of  beauty  1 


Up  to 


What  do  1  see  1 


Whose  blood  then? 

We  will  talk  of  that  hereafter. 
Rut  ( 'II  be  moderate  "ith  you,  for  I  see 
Great  things  within  you.  You  shall  have  no  bond 
Rut  your  own  imll,  no  contract  save  your  deeds. 


I  take  thee  at  thy  word. 

[The  Slrong-sr  n^ijiraiKhes  Ife  faunimn,  and 
A  litlla  of  your  blood. 


To  mingle  with  Iho  magic  of  the  waters. 
And  make  the  obarm  effeclivo. 

ABNonn  {hohSagealldtjmundtd  nrai). 
Take  it  all. 

Not  now.    A  few  drops  wiH  suffice  for  this. 


But  not  as  a  mock  Cresar,  Let  him  p 
His  aspect  may  be  fan',  but  suits  me  m 

Then  you  are  far  more  difficult  to  pteai 
Than  Cato'a  sister,  or  than  Brutus'  mi 
Or  Clecipati 


When 


the  eye  than  heart. 
.sol  Shadow, pass  on ! 
[ITie  Phaalam  of  AEm  CaJar  duapj 


Walk  lovely  and  pliant  1 

From  the  depth  of  this  fountain, 
As  the  cloud-shapen  giant 

That  our  eyes  may  behold 
The  model  in  mt 
Of  the  form  I  will  mould. 

When  etlier  is  spann'd  — 


There  you  err.     His  e\fy. 
graves  enough,  and  woes  enough,  and  fame 
More  than  enough  to  track  his  memory ; 


[A  sf mud  PTinnrom  possoJ 
Who  is  he  7 


More  lovely  than  the  li 
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Invest  thcB  with  hia  Gxm  1 

Would  Ihal  I  had 
Been  bom  >riUi  il  J  But  since  I  mii]i  chooso  rurlher, 
I  will  Imk  furthor. 

\The  Shade  qf  .^^ta^  duoppeor 


Whati  that  low,  swarthy,  shon 
With  the  wide  nostrils  and  Si 
The  splay  feet  and  tow  statui 
Remain  that  which  I  am. 


The  earth's  perfecUon  of  all  mental  beauty. 
And  personification  of  all  virtue. 
^ut  you  reject  him  1 

If  hia  form  could  bring  n 


lliat  which  re 


No.    I  was  not  bom  for  philosophy. 

Tliough  I  have  iJiat  about  ma  which  has  need  oi 

Let  him  fleet  on. 


What 's  here?  whose  broad  brow  and  whose  curly  heard 

And  manly  aspect  look  like  Hercules, 

Bare  thai  hia  jocund  eye  hath  more  of  Bacclius 

rhaji  the  sad  purger  of  the  infernal  world. 

Leaning  dejected  on  his  dub  of  conquest, 

As  if  he  knew  the  worthlessness  of  those 

For  whom  he  had  fought. 


Tlie  anuent  wf^Id  Lor  Ion 


IS  the  man  who  loal 


No.    As  you  leave  mo  clioice,  I  am  difficult, 
If  but  lo  see  the  heroes  I  should  ne'er 
Uaie  seen  else  on  this  side  of  the  dim  shore 
Wlience  they  float  hack  before  us. 

Hence,  Triumvir 


Who  is  this? 
(Vho  Uu1y  looketh  like  a  demigod, 
Blooming  and  bright,  with  golden  hair,  and 


Which  shines  from  him,  and  ycl  is  but  the  flasi 

laUon  of  a  thing  more  glorious  siiH. 
Was  Ke  e'er  humatt  only  J 

Let  the  earth  speak, 


Of  the  more  solid  gold  iha 

form'd  his 

™. 

Who  was  this  ^ory  of  ma 

nkind! 

STB* 

ngeh. 

The 

sha 

)f  Greece  in  peace,  her  thunderbolt  in 

,and 

Taker  of  cities. 

olh. 

Yet  one  s 

ETHANOER  (aMrii^ng  the  S. 

odw 

5et  thee  to  Lamia's  lap  1 

[The  Sh^de  of  Demelrius  PoUorc 

. 

Tear  not,  my  hunchback. 

If  the  shac 

That  which  existed  please 

not  your  ni^ 

tas 

as  the  I 


Of  rich  Pactolos  roU'd  o'er  sands  of  gold, 

Sofleiied  by  intervening  crystal,  and 

Rippled  like  flowing  waters  by  the  wind. 

All  vow'd  to  Sperchius  as  they  were — behold  them  I 

And  Aim— as  he  stood  by  Polyiena, 

With  aanction'd  and  with  soilen'd  love,  before 

The  dtar,  gasmg  on  his  Trojan  bride. 

With  some  remorse  within  for  Hecmr  slain 

And  Priam  weeping,  mingled  with  deep  passion 

Trembled  in  hie  who  slew  her  brother.     So 
Hb  Blood  i'  the  temple !  Look  upon 

Greece  li 

Ere  Pari 


St  upon 


Delbrmity  should  only  barter  with 
The  extremest  beauty,  if  the  proi 
Of  mortals,  that  eitremes  meet. 
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Hi.  stature  b  twelve  cubits :  wotild  you  so  far 

Had  she  esposed  me,  like  the  Spartan,  ere 

Oulstep  ^ese  times,  anil  be  a  Titan  1     Or 

1  knew  the  passionate  part  of  life,  I  had 

(To  Ulk  canfUioalLy)  wai  a  son 

Been  a  clod  of  the  valley,— happier  nothing 

Of  Aoak? 

Than  what  1  am.    But  even  thus,  ihe  lowest. 

Ughesl,  and  meanest  of  mankind,  what  courage 

Why  not? 

Had  made  me  somethmg- as  it  has  made  horoea 

Glorwgsambilion! 

or  the  same  mould  as  mine.     ITou  lately  saw  ma 

I  love  thee  most  in  dwatfs  <     A  mortal  of 

Master  of  my  own  life,  and  quick  to  quit  it; 

Philistine  stature  v^uld  have  gladly  i>arei 

His  ovra  Goliath  down  to  a  slight  David  i 

Whatever  dreads  to  die. 

But  thou,  my  manikin,  wouldsl  soar  a  show 

Bather  than  hero.     Thou  shalt  be  indulged. 

Decide  between 

If  suoh  be  thj  dedre  ;  and  yet,  by  being 

What  you  have  hi-en,  'ir  will  be. 

A  iillle  less  removed  from  present  men 

In  figure,  thou  lanst  swaj  them  more ;  for  all 

'  I  have  done  so. 

n'ould  rise  sgaiosL  tJiee  now,  as  if  to  hunt 

You  haTe  open'd  brighter  prospects  to  my  eyes. 

A  new-found  mammoth ;  and  their  cursed  engines. 

Andsweelrrtomyhean.    As  I  am  now. 

Their  oulverins  and  so  forth,  would  find  way 

1  might  be  fear'd,  admired,  respected,  loved. 

Through  our  friend's  armour  there,  with  greater  ease 

Of  all  save  those  next  to  me,  of  whom  I 

Would  be  beloved.     As  thou  showest  me 

Whieh  TheUs  had  forgotten  to  baptiie 

A  choice  of  forms,  I  take  the  one  I  view. 

In  Sty,. 

Haste!  hasie! 

Then  let  it  be  as  ihou  deem'st  best. 

And  what  shall  i  wear? 

Thou  shaltbe  beauteous  as  the  thing  thou  see'st, 

Surely  he 

And  strong  as  what  it  was,  end 

Something  superior  evan'o  thai  which  was 

I  ask  not 

Pelidea  now  before  us.     Perhaps  hi. 

Far  valour,  since  deformity  is  daring. 

Who  slew  him,  that  of  Paris  :-or— still  highei^ 

It  is  its  essence  to  o'erlako  mankind 

The  poet's  god,  clothed  in  such  limbs  as  are 

By  heart  and  soul,  and  mata  itself  the  equal- 

Themselves  a  poetiy. 

Ay,  Uie  superior  of  the  rest.    There  ii 

All  that  the  others  cannot,  in  such  things 

For  1  too  lova  a  change. 

As  still  are  free  to  both,  to  compensate 

Your  aspect  is 
Dusky,  but  not  uncomely. 

They  woo  with  fearless  deeds  the  smiles  of  fortune. 

And  ofl,  like  Timour  the  lama  Tartar,  win  them. 

I  might  be  whiter ;  but  I  have  a  penchant 
For  black — it  is  bo  honest,  and  besides 

Form'd  as  Ihoil  art.    I  may  dinmiss  the  mould 

Of  shadow,  which  must  turn  to  Hcsh,  to  encase 

Can  neither  blush  with  shame' nor  pale  w.lh  fear 

This  daring  soul,  whicli  could  achieve  no  less 
Without  it  J 

But  I  have  worn  it  long  enough  of  late. 
And  now  I'll  tjke  your  figure. 

Had  no  power  presented  me 

Minel 

Have  done  the  best  which  spirit  may,  to  mate 
Its  way,  with  all  deformity's  dull,  deadly, 

Yes.     Yoi. 
Shall  change  with  Thetis'  son,  and  I  with  Bertha 

Vour  mother's  oflspnng.     People  have  their  tastes , 
You  have  yours— I  mine. 

In  feeling,  on  my  haart  as  on  my  shouldcrs- 

A  halefiil  and  imsightly  molo-hill  to 

The  eyes  of  happier  man.    I  would  have  lock'd 

Despatdi!  despatch  1 

On  beauty  in  that  ses  which  is  the  type 

Of  all  we  know  or  dream  of  beautiful 

Beyond  the  world  they  btighton,  with  a  sigh— 

Nj>1  of  lova,  but  despur ;  nor  sougiit  to  win. 

[The  SiTimSEr  taksi  mm^  sank  and  mo»w. 

Though  to  a  heart  aU  bve,  what  could  not  lova  me 
In  turn,  because  of  this  lile  croaked  clop. 

it  along  the  Ivrf;  and  tkea  addreiLt  -j^ 

PhmtomqfAehHiee. 

Which  makes  me  kinely.    Nay,  I  could  have  borne 

Beautiful  shadow 

It  all,  had  not  my  mollier  spum'd  ma  from  her. 

Of  Thetis'sboyt 

The  she-bear  licks  her  cubs  into  a  sort 

Who  Bleeps  in  the  meadow 

Of  Shane :— mv  dam  beheld  my  ihane  was  hooeless. 

Whnse  grass  grows  o  er  Troy : 
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Who 

flac 

Thoud 

a 

Tiill 

his  cheek 

Beaafa 

ras 

w 

en  blowing 

But  if  I  ^ve  ajioUier  form,  \i  must  be 
By  lair  eiohange,  not  robbery.     For  thej 
Who  make  men  widiout  womon's  aid,  hive  I 
Had  patents  for  the  some,  and  do  net  love 


Of  blood  take  the  gi 
Let  these  hyacinth  bou 


You  have  quitted. 


Of  birds  on 

™k' 

Let  his  Besh  be  the 

Of  mould. 

nwh 

chgrew 

And  drank 

.eh 

Let  his  limbs 

lightes 

Which  ela' 

p,1n 

the 

Elements,  no 

Be  mingle. 

and 

tirr'd. 

And  leap  tc 

mj 

*ord! 

And  therefore  I  m 


In  a  few  r 
were,  and  you  shall 
ST  by  you,  as  your  s 


the  shape  of  ^ehiUet,  sikich  rises  from  ll« 
grtrnnd^  while  the  phantom  has  ditnpneareil 
pari  (ij  pari,  a(  At  ^gurt  watfonneit  fron, 


Clay!  not  dead,  but  soulless  I 


:ated  by  it,  you  '11  say 


Deigns  not  to  refuse  thee. 
Ckij  ihou  an;  and  unio  spirit 
All  clay  is  of  equal  merit. 
Fire !  vnlhoat  which  nought  can  live ; 

Praying  what  doth  not  forgive, 
Howhng  for  a  drop  of  water. 

Burning  in  a  quenchless  lot : 
Fire  f  the  only  element 
Where  nor  B>h,  beast,  bird,  nor  woi 


But  must  with  thyself  be  blent : 
Fire !  man's  sat^ard  and  his  slaughtei , 
Fire !  creation's  Grst-bom  daughter. 
And  destructjon's  threaten'd  son. 
When  Heaven  with  the  world  hath  donf 
Fire !  assist  me  to  renew 
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SlLIT  and  cold! 

STBJHOEH. 

His  resurreu-tion  relets  with  tne  s:id  you  >. 

And  of 

One  linle  marshy  spark  of  flnme- 

A  nobler  breed.    Match  me  in  Barbary, 

And  hs  again  shall  seem  Ihe  same  | 

Or  your  Koohlani  race  of  Araby, 

But  I  his  spirit's  place  shall  hold  >. 

With  these! 

[An.  isnU-filmii  JUa  Ihrough  Ih,:  «™d,  and  reiti 

m&^br<mqf  the  bods.     Tht  Slrtmg^  disap- 

The  mighty  stream,  which  volumeB  high 

p^,-  ths  bod!/ rUes. 

From  their  proud  nostrils,  bums  ihe  very  air ; 

*a»oi.D(mAB«™/<if™). 

And  sparks  of  flame,  like  dancing  fire-flies,  wli-el 

Oh'  horrible! 

BTBANGEB  (m  AbBOLD's  la,,  .k^t). 

What!  ireniblostlhou? 

Mount,  my  lord. 

Notso- 

They  and  I  are  your  servitors. 

I  merely  shudder.    Where  is  fled  the  shape 

Thou!alelyworo5t! 

And  these. 

Our  dark-eyed  pages — what  may  be  Iheir  names? 

To  the  world  of  shadows. 

But  let  us  thread  the  present.    Whither  will  thou  7 

You  shall  baptize  them. 

What!  mholywaler7 

BTKABSEll. 

Wherefore  not  I 

Why  not  7    The  deeper  smner,  better  saint. 

Your  bottara  keep  worse  compariy. 

They  are  beautiful,  and  cannot,  sure,  be  demons  7 

M>/  belters ! 

True ;  the  devil 's  always  ugly ;  and  your  beauty 

Oh !  you  wai  proud,  I  see,  of  your  new  form : 

Is  never  diabolieal. 

I'mEladoflhal.    Ungratefiilloo !     That's  well ; 

I-UcaUhiii 
Who  bears  the  golden  horn,  and  wears  such  bright 

You  impro™  apace : — two  changes  in  an  instant, 
And  you  are  old  in  the  world's  ways  already. 
But  bear  with  me :  indeed  you  'II  End  me  useful 

(Tpon  your  pilgrunage.     But  come,  proaounca 
Wheto  shall  ive  now  be  errant? 

Like  to  Ihe  lovely  boy  lost  in  the  forest. 

And  never  found  till  now.    And  for  Ihe  other 

And  darker,  and  more  ihoughlful,  who  smiles  not. 

'  Where  the  world 

But  looks  as  serious  though  serene  as  night. 
He  shail  be  Me-™™,  from  the  Ethiop  king, 

Is  ihiiAest,  that  I  may  heboid  it  in 
lis  working. 

Whose  statue  turns  a  harper  once  a-day. 

And  you  7 

That 's  to  say,  where  there  is  war 
And  woman  in  activity.     Let's  see! 

A&ic  with  all  its  Moors.     In  very  truth. 

As  many  atlributes ;  but  as  J  wear 

A  human  shape,  will  take  a  human  name. 

There  is  small  choice :  the  whole  race  are  just  now 
Tuggmg  as  usual  at  each  others'  hearts. 

More  human  than  the  shape  {though  it  was  mine  once) 

I  have  heard  great  things  of  Rome. 

TheniaU  me  Cssar. 

A  goodly  choice — 

Why,  that  name 

<ind  scarce  a  bettor  to  be  found  on  earlfa, 

Belongs  to  empires,  and  has  been  but  borne 

Since  Sodom  was  put  out.    The  field  is  wido  too ; 

By  the  world's  lords. 

For  now  Ihe  Frank,  and  Hun,  and  Spanish  scion 

Of  the  old  Vandals,  are  ai  play  along 

And  therefore  fitiesi  for 

The  sunny  shores  of  (he  ivorld's  ganlen. 

Tho  devil  in  disguise— since  so  you  deem  me. 

Unless  you  call  me  pope  instead. 

Hovr 

Shall  we  proceed? 

Well  than. 

CEBsar  thou  Shalt  be.     For  myself,  my  name 

Like  gallanw  on  good  coursers. 

Shall  be  pbJn  Arnold  still. 

What  ho !  my  chargers ',  Never  yet  were  belter. 

Since  Phaeton  was  lipsBl  mto  the  Po. 

We'lladdatille- 

Our  pages  too! 

"  Count  Arnold  :"  it  halh  no  ungracious  sound 

Eniw  fffio  Piww.  -alh  four  ceal-btadt  Horta. 

A  noble  sight  I 

Or  in  an  order  for  a  batlle-fleld. 

2  p  ",              liO 
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CIESAR. 

Tohotsa!  tol.nrse!  my  coal-black 

Yourobed 

PawB  tlie  grounil  and  enufTE  the  sir 

fhcre'B  npt  a  foal  of  Arab's  breed 

Say  masler  rather.    Thou  haat  1 

Through  scenes  of  blooJ  and  Ins 

On  Hie  hill  he  will  not  tire. 

Switter  89  it  wuxes  higher ; 

And  where  wouklstiJ™  bo? 

On  LJie  plain  be  ovenalien ; 

01 

In  tho  wave  he  will  not  «nk, 

Ai>d  where  is  that  wl 


In  ihs  c 
On  the 

Time  nor  tcnl  shaU  make  him  humble  i 
In  the  stall  ha  will  not  EtifTcn, 
Bui  be  winged  as  a  grimn. 
Only  flying  «ith  his  feet: 
And  will  not  such  t,  voyage  be  sweet  1 
Meirily!  nietrily!  never  unBound, 
Shall  our  bonny  black  horses  skim  over  the  ground! 
From  the  Alps  to  the  Caucasus,  rido  we,  or  Hy  t 
For  we'll  leave  them  behind  in  Ibe  glance  oTan  eye. 
[They  jtwunt  their  hofaes^  and  disappear. 


SCENE  II, 
A  Camp  Ufirc  ll,e  Widh  of  Rom 


Of  blood. 

Then  wipe  thom,  and  see  clearly.    Why  I 

And  tree  companion  of  the  gallant  Bourbon, 
Lata  constsblo  of  France ;  and  now  to  he 
Lord  of  the  wty  which  hath  been  earth's  lord 

Not  sceptre,  a  hermapbrodito  of  empire — 
Uid^  of  the  world. 

Howo/fJ?    Whatl  arc  there 
Ntay/oA&sl 

To  j™.  You'll  find  there  are  such  shorll 
By  its  rich  harvests,  new  disease,  and  gold  ,- 
FVom  one  hiif  of  the  world  named  a  whole  new  one^ 
Because  you  know  no  better  than  tlie  dull 
And  dubious  nolica  of  your  eyes  and  ears. 


tars,  goes  out.    The  poor  worm  w 
Irving  upon  the  death  of  other  things, 
"       ill,  Uke  them,  must  bve  and  die,  ih 
mathmg  which  has  made  it  live  am 
lust  obey  what  all  obey,  the  rule 
'd  necessity:  against  her  <  ' 
Rebellion  prospers  not. 


>rders  for  the  as 


tourbon  hath  give 

Alas! 
hall  the  city  yield  ?  I  see  the  giant 
Abode  of  the  true  God,  and  his  true  saint. 

That  sky  whence  Christ  ascended  from  the  etc 
""  '  h  his  blood  made  a  badgo  of  glory  and 
Ofjoy  (as  once  of  torture  unto  him, 
God  and  God's  son,  man's  sole  and  only  refugi 

Jiere,  and  sliall  be. 


Alxo 

omeiulvetinsupon  th 

.walls. 

S.«A. 

not,  besides 

rhen 

en  who  are  to  kindle  them  to  death 

Jf  other  men. 

And  those  sc 

ice  mortal  ar< 

'lie  above  pile  of  everlasting 

wall. 

The  Iheoire  where  emperors 

and  thar  subj 

Thof 

e  subjects  Ramans)  st 

ittles  of  the  monarch) 

if  Uie  wild 

And  wDod,  the  lion  and  his  t 

8ky  rebels 

Iflh 

nthe 

yn^ghu 

VIbHp 

even  the  forest  pay  its 

rihute  of 

Lifel 

their  amphitheatre,  a 

well 

As  11 

nal  death 

for  a 

sole  instant's  pastime, 

.L.id"  Passu 

To  a 

it  fall? 
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Ths  aty  or  the  ampliilheai™  1 

It  answers  belter  to  resolve  the  alphabet 

Tha  church,  or  one,  or  all  7  for  jou  eonfoimd 

Bolh  ihem  and  me. 

To-mortow  Bounds  tha  assault 

More  Babels  without  new  dispersion,  than 

With  the  nrst  TOck-crow. 

Who  faii'd  and  fled  each  other.    Why  ?  why,  mirry. 

Which,  if  it  end  with 

The  evening's  first  nightingde,  will  be 

They  are  wiser  now,  and  will  not  separate 

For  men  mutt  have  their  prey  aftor  long  loi!. 

Their  Shibboleth,  their  Koran,  Tabniiri,  their 

Tlie  sun  goes  daiin  as  calmly,  and  perhaps 

More  boaulifuliy,  than  he  did  on  Rome 

ARMOLD  (inlnrupims  him). 

On  the  day  Remus  leapt  her  wall. 

Oh!  ihoueveriaslingsneerfa' 

Be  silent !  How  the  soldiers'  rough  strain  ^eerna 

I  saw  him. 

SoDeu'd  by  distance  to  a  hymn-like  cadence  1 

Listen! 

roul 

Yes.    I  have  Hoard  the  angels  sing. 

Yes,  sir.    You  forget  I  am  or  was 

Spirit,  till  I  took  up  with  your  cast  shape 

And  demons  howL 

Andavorsenanie.    I'm  Ciesar^dHhuiicliback 

Now.    Weill  thefimofCssarswaaabald-head, 

And  loved  his  laurels  better  as  a  wig 

I  love  all  music. 

(So  history  sap)  than  as  a  glory.    Thus 
Tha  world  tuna  on,  but  wo  '11  be  merry  stiU. 

Sons  rtf  At  leldiera  wilhia. 

I  saw  your  Romulus  (simple  as  I  am) 

The  Black  Bands  came  over 

Slay  his  own  twin,  quick-bom  of  the  same  womb, 

The  Alps  and  their  «iow, 

BecauBO  he  leapt  a  ditch  ('twas  then  no  wall, 

With  Bourbon,  tha  rover. 

Whate'er  it  now  be) ;  and  Rome's  earliest  cement 

They  pass'd  the  broad  Po. 

Was  brother's  blood ;  and  if  its  native  blood 

We  have  benlen  all  foemen. 

Be  epilt  tm  tha  choked  Tiber  be  as  red 

We  have  captured  a  hlng. 

As  e'er  't  was  yellow,  it  wiU  never  wear 

We  hare  tum'd  back  on  no  men. 

The  deep  hue  oT  the  ocean  and  the  earth, 

And  so  let  us  sing! 

Which  tho  great  robber  sons  of  Fratricide 

Here 's  the  Bourbon  for  eve^  I 

Have  made  thinr  never-ceasing  scene  of  slaughter 

Though  penniless  sJI, 

Foriues. 

We  'U  have  one  more  endeavour 

At  yonder  old  will. 

But  what  have  these  done,  thur  far 

With  the  Bourbon  we  'U  gather 

At  day.dawn  before 

Tha  peace  of  heaven,  and  in  her  sunshuie  of 

The  gales,  and  together 

Piety? 

Or  break  or  climb  o'er 

The  wall:  on  the  ladder. 

And  what  had  tha,  done  whom  the  old 

As  mounts  each  firm  foot, 

Eomans  o'erswepi  J — Hark ! 

Our  shout  shall  gn-w  gladder, 

And  death  only  be  mute. 

They  are  soldiers  singing 

With  the  Bourbon  we  11  mount  e'er 

A  recklesB  roundelay,  upon  the  eve 

The  walls  of  old  Rome, 

Of  many  deaths,  it  may  be  of  their  own. 

And  who  iiien  shall  count  o'er 

Tbespoilaof  ead.  dome' 

And  why  should  they  not  sing  as  well  as  swans? 

Op!  up!  with  tha  lily  1 

They  are  black  ones,  to  be  sure. 

And  down  with  the  keys . 

In  old  Rome,  the  Seven-hilly, 

So,  you  are  leam'd, 

We'll  ravel  at  ease: 

Her  streets  shall  be  gory. 

In  my  grammar,  certes.    I 

And  her  temples  so  noaiy 

Wao  educated  for  a  monk  of  all  times. 

Shall  clang  with  our  tread. 

And  once  I  wiis  well  versed  in  the  forgotten 

Oh!  tho  Bourbon!  the  Bourbon' 

Etruscan  letters,  and— ware  I  so  minded— 

The  Bourbon  for  aye ! 

Could  make  their  hierogiyphics  plainef  than 

Ol  our  song  bear  the  burthen  1 

Your  alphabet. 

And  fire,  fire  away! 

With  Spain  for  Uie  vanguard. 

And  wherefore  do  you  not  ? 
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And  ntat  to  ihe  Spaniard 

And  Italy's  lances 

Are  CDUch'd  at  their  mother ; 
But  our  leader  from  France  is, 

Who  wan'd  with  his  bnMher. 
Oh,  thB  Bourbon  I  the  Bouibon! 

Ws 'II  Ibllo-v  the  Bourbon, 
To  plunder  old  Rome. 


Vos,  if  ihuy  keep  ta  thdr  chorus. 
The  general  with  his  chiefs  and  m 
A  ffoodly  rebel  I 
EnlH-  Uu:  Conslable  BouRBOB,  "ra 


guard  in  sight ;  they  wisclj  keep  below, 
ShelterM  hy  the  gray  parapet,  (rom  some 
"'  ly  bullet  of  our  iinsquenets,  who  mlgr.; 


A  thousand  years  have  mann'il  t 
With  aQ  Ihe'ir  heroea,— the  last  Cato  sta: 
5ara  his  bowels,  rather  than  aurvivi 
The  liberty  of  Ihal  I  would  enslave ; 
'.rA  the  first  Cssar  with  hJB  ItiumliiB  fli 
From  battlement  to  balllenient. 


'  now,  noble  prince, 
? 

Why  should  I  be  so? 


That  ihey  will  falter,  is  my  least  of  fears. 
That  tliey  will  be  repulsed,  with  Bourbon  for 
Their  chief,  and  all  their  kindled  appetites 

Of  the  old  fables,  I  would  trust  my  Titans  ;— 


True :  but  those  walls  have  girded  in  great  ages, 
Anil  sent  forth  mighty  spirits.    The  past  earth 
And  present  phantom  of  imperious  Rome 
Is  peopled  whh  those  warriorsi  and  methinka 
They  flit  along  the  eternal  eily's  rampart. 
And  stretch  thrar  glorious,  gory,  shadowy  hands. 


Turn 

They  do  not  menace  me,     I  could  have  fkced, 
Melhintis,  a  Sytla's  menace ;  but  Ihey  clasp 
And  raise,  and  wring  their  dim  and  deathUke  hands. 
And  with  their  thin  aspen  faces  and  liied  eyes 
Pascinate  mine.     Look  there! 


\  Mlv  battlement. 


Them 


The  walls  for  whit 
True :  so  I  will,  o 


Welcome  the  bitter  hunchback  1  and  his  n 
The  beauty  of  our  host,  and  brave  as  beai 
And  generous  as  lovely.    Wo  shall  find 
Work  for  you  both  ere  mommg. 


might  have  saied  myself 


Of  your  brave  bands  of  thdr  o 
"TIU  go  to  him,  the  other  half  1 
lore  Bwifily,  not  less  surely. 
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CSSAR. 

BOURBON. 

Your  highnesB  much  mistakes  me. 

"  Theworkl's 

rha  first  snake  was  a  fiatiefcr— I  am  none ; 

Great  capital  perchance  is  ours  to-motrow. 

liid  for  my  deeds,  I  only  sling  when  Etung. 

Through  every  change  tho  seven-hill'd  city  holh 

Relam'd  her  sway  o'er  nations,  and  the  Caesars 

Vou  ore  brave,  and  that 's  enou^  for  me  :  and  quick 
Id  speech  as  sharp  in  action— and  that's  more. 

But  yielded  (o  the  Alarics,  the  Aiarics 

Unto  the  pontiffs.    Roman,  Goth,  or  p..esl. 

I  am  not  alone  a  soldier,  but  tho  soldiers' 

Still  the  world's  masters!  Civiliied,  barbarian. 

Comrade. 

Or  saimly,  still  the  walls  of  Romulus- 

Have  been  the  cu-cuB  of  an  empire.    Well! 

And  worso  even  for  (heir  friends  than  foea,  as  beinB 

That  we  will  fight  as  well,  and  lule  mu.,h  better. 

Moro  permanent  acqoajntanco. 

No  doubt,  the  camp 's  the  school  of  civic  rights. 

Hownoiv.feUo-vl 

What  would  you  make  of  Uomc  ? 

Thou  waiest  insolent,  beyond  the  privilege 

Of  a  huffiiun. 

Thalwnichitwas. 

Vou  mean,  I  speak  the  ttijlh. 

InAlaric'slime? 

I  '11  lie — it  is  as  easy ;  then  you  '11  praise  rua 

For  calling  you  a  hero. 

No,  slave !  In  the  first  CETsar'f, 

Phililiert  • 

Let  nun  alone  ;  he  'g  brave,  and  ever  has 

Been  first  with  that  swan  face  and  mountam  shoulder 

In  field  or  slorm ;  and  patient  in  stsrvalion ; 

And  for  his  tongue,  the  camp  ia  full  of  licence, 

In  that  .ierce  rattle-snake  thy  tongue.     Will  never 

And  [he  sharp  sttn^ng  of  s  lively  rogue 

la,  to  my  mind,  far  prefcrablo  to 

The  gross,  dull,  heavy,  gloomy  eiecration 

On  the  eve  of  battle,  no;— 

Of  a  mere  famish'd,  sullen,  grumbling  slave. 

Tnat  were  not  soldier-like.    'T  is  for  ilie  general 

Whom  nothing  can  convince  save  a  full  meal. 

To  be  more  pensive :  we  adventurers 

And  wine,  and  sleep,  and  a  lew  maravedis, 

Must  be  more  cheerful.    Wherefore  ahould  we  think  7 

With  which  he  deems  him  i  ich. 

Our  tutelar  deity,  in  a  leader's  shape, 

Takes  care  of  us.    Keep  thought  aloof  from  hosts  • 

It  would  be  well 

[f  the  knaves  take  to  thinking,  you  will  have 

If  the  earth's  princes  os'.i'd  no  more. 

To  crack  those  walls  alone. 

Besiter.! 

You  may  sneer,  since 

CJESAB. 

Ay,  but  not  idle.    Wor'^  Yourself  with  w  jda ! 

'T  is  lucky  for  you  that  you  fight  no  worse  for  'i. 

You  have  few  to  »|«ak. 

I  thank  you  for  the  freedom ;  't  is  the  only 

Pay  1  have  taken  in  your  highness'  service. 

Well,  sir,  to-monow  you  shall  pay  yourself. 

To  prate,  like  'jther  prophets. 

Look  on  those  towers ;  Uiey  hold  my  treasury. 

Bnl,Philibert,  we 'U  into  council     Arnold! 

Fnilibert! 

We  would  request  your  presence. 

Why  will  yml  vei  hun  7  Have  we  not  enough 

To  think  on  7  Atnoldl  I  wil'  lead  the  attack 

Prmce  !  n,y  stivict 

To-morr'.w. 

Is  yours,  as  in  the  field. 

I  have  hea.d  as  much,  my  lord. 

In  both,  we  priie  IL, 

And  yours  ivitl  be  a  post  of  trust  at  day-break. 

nd  you  will  follow? 

Andnmie? 

Since  I  must  not  lead. 

'T  is  necessary,  for  the  further  dating 

Of  our  100  ni:edy  army,  that  thar  chief 

ARNOLD  (10  C^B,n). 

Plan",  the  &•  st  foot  upon  tho  foremost  ladder's 

t'irsl  step 

And  wail  within  my  tent. 

{Exeuni  BotmBON,AHBOLii,  Pii.i,.c>.«.  ,«> 

Upon  Its  topmost,  let  us  hopei 

CSSAR  (sotaj). 

So  shall  he  have  his  fdl  deserts. 
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Heroes  and  chiefs,  tli 

TLis  19  Ihe  conaequencQ  of  giving  matter 

The  power  oT  thought.    It  ia  a  stubborn  subsb 

And  thinks  chaotically,  as  it  acta, 

Ever  relapsing  into  its  tirst  elcmenTs. 

Well !  I  must  play  with  these  poor  puppets ;  ' 

When  1  grow  weary  of  it,  I  have  business 
Amongst  the  stars,  which  these  poor  creatures 
Were  made  for  them  to  look  El.    T  were  a  je 
Tu  briug  one  doviin  amongst  them,  and  set  Jirs 


PART  n. 

SCENE   I. 
ffare  Ihe  walls  of  Ilume.     The  assault;  the  i 
moftm,  mift  ladder)  to  stidf'  the  vmUs;  Bot 
vAtiia-alale  scarf  over  his  armouF^  foremost, 
Clioras  of  Sjjiriis  in  the  mr. 
1. 

'T  is  ihe  mom,  hut  dim  and  dark. 

Whither  flies  the  silent  lark  ? 

Whither  shrinks  the  clouded  sun  7 

Is  the  day  indeed  begun  ? 

Nature's  eye  is  melanclu^y 

O'er  Ihe  city  high  and  holy ; 

But  without  there  is  a  dm 

Should  arouse  the  saints  within, 

And  revive  the  heroic  ashes 

Round  which  yellow  Tiber  daahes. 

Ohl  , 


Ere  your 


Iluirken  (o  tlie  steady  stamp ! 

Mars  is  i. 

;hcir  every  trump  1 

Is  out  of  lune, 

As  the  tides  obey  the  moon! 

On  they  n 

■Shter, 

Regular  u 

Wliosehl 

1  waves  o'ersweep  Iho  border 

I3f  hogen 

oles,  but  keep  their  o 

:or, 

dyrankbyr«.k. 

Hoariien  1 

Lookdow 

How  he  g 

ires  upon  the  barrier : 
ch  step  of  each  ladde 

's  black  mouth,  shining  s[ 


Mix'd  with  wh!Lt  we  i 

Gather  like  a  bcuat's 
Shade  of  Remus  I  't 
Awful  as  thy  brother' 


First  wi 

th  trembling 

t:: 

Like  a 

carce-awak 

en'doce 

Thenw 
Till  the 

rocks  are  c 

shock  ai 
UBh'd  lo 

Onward 
Heroes 

sweeps  the 
of  the  imm 

rolimg 
rtalhoa 

S3: 

Which 

chiefs !  Eternal  sha 
wers  of  the  bloody 

Of  ape 

ople  withou 

brolhe 

Plough  the  root  up  of  your  laurcla 
Ye  who  wept  o'er  Carthage  burni 
Weep  not— slnfe ;  for  Rome  is  n 


Oh! 


Must  thou  be  a  them 

Fight,  like  your  first  sire,  each  Roman '. 

Alaric  was  a  goolle  foeman, 

Match'd  with  Bourbon's  black  banditti  1 

Rouse  thee,  thou  eternal  city  < 

Rousciheo!  Rather  give 

With  thy  own  1      ■       ' 

Than  behold  su 


Ih  Iheir  foot 


6. 


Now,  though  lowering  like  a 
Who  to  stop  his  steps  are  ab 
Stalking  o'er  thy  highest  doir 


smoke,  and  belllah  clango 
nd  thee,  thou  workl's  worn 
io  thy  walls  ar.d  under 
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Now  the  meeting  steel  first  clashes ; 

I.0«i.SO«. 

Dnivnward  then  the  ladder  crashes, 

No,  my  gallant  bny  j 

Death  is  upon  me.     But  what  is  one  lifcV 

Lying  at  its  foot  blaspheming  1 

Up  again!  for  every  ^-arrlor 

teep  Ihem  yet  ignorant  that  1  am  but  clay, 

Slain,  another  climbs  ttio  barrier. 

Thicker  grows  the  strife :  thj  dilches 

Europe's  mmgling  gore  enriches. 

Would  not  your  highness  choose  to  kiss  the  cross  ? 

Rome !  Although  thy  wall  may  perish, 

We  have  no  priest  here,  but  toe  hilt  of  sword 

Such  manure  Ihy  fields  wiU  cheridi, 

tlay  aetve  instead : — it  did  Ihs  same  for  Bayard. 

But  [by  hearths,  alas !  oh,  Rome  !— 

Thou  bitter  shve '.  to  name  him  at  this  time ! 

Yet  be  Rfflne  amidst  thine  anguish. 

But  I  deserve  ii. 

Fight  aa  thou  wast  «ont  to  vanquish ! 

B. 

Villain,  hold  your  peace! 

Yet  once  more,  ye  old  Penates  I 

Let  not  your  quench'd  hcinhs  be  Ale's ! 

Yet  again,  ye  shadowy  heroes, 

Wliai,  when  a  Christian'  dies  7  Shall  I  not  offer 
A  ChrisUan  "Vade  in  pace?" 

Yield  not  to  these  stranger  Neros  1 

Though  the  son  who  slew  his  mother. 

Those  eyes  are  gluing,  which  o'erlook'd  Ihs  world. 

Shed  Rome's  blood,  ha  ivas  your  brother : 

'T  -ivas  the  Roman  curb'd  the  Roman  r- 

Brennus  was  a  baffled  foenian. 

Arnold,  shouldst  thou  see 

Yet  again,  ye  saints  and  martyrs. 

Prance— but  hark!  hark!  the  assault  grows  warmer— 

Rise,  for  yours  are  holier  charters. 

Oh! 

Mighty  god,  of  temples  falling. 

Per  but  an  hour,  a  minute  m«e  of  life 

Yet  in  ruui  sdll  appalling  I 

To  die  within  the  wall  I  Hence,  Amoid  I  hence! 

Mightier  founders  of  those  altars, 

You  lose  time— they  will  conquer  Borne  wiiliout  thee 

Triie  and  Christian— strihe  the  assaulters ! 

Tjber!  Tiber!  let  thy  torrent 

And  without  thei ! 

Show  even  nature's  self  abhorrent. 

Let  each  breathing  heart  dilated 

Not  so;  I'll  lead  them  still 

Turn,  as  doth  the  lion  baited  I 

In  spirit.     Cover  up  my  dust,  and  breathe  not 

Rome  be  crosh'd  to  one  wide  tomb. 

That  I  have  ceased  to  breathe.    Away!  and  he 

Bui  be  still  the  Roman's  Rome  • 

Victorious! 

BouKBon,  Abnold,  GsstR,  am!  niters,  arrive  at  the 

Butlmustnotleaviilhcethus. 

You  must- farewell- Up !  up!  the  world  is  winning. 

Hold,  Arnold!  I  am  first. 

[BOUREO..  di» 

cssAn(M  Arnold). 

Not  so,  my  lord. 

Come,  count,  to  business. 

ARNOLD. 

Hold,  sir,  Ichai^  you!  Follow!  lam  proud 

True.    I  'd  weep  hereafter. 

Of  such  n  follower,  but  will  brook  no  leader. 

[AKKOLii  ™«-sBotjRsos's  bod^  vM  a  ma«lli,  »aa 

[Boi/BEOB  flana  H>  ladder,  alul  hcgini  to  moun!. 

moHTit!  the  ladder,  ^^Tig,  ' 

Now,  boys!  On!  on! 

The  Bourbon!  Bourbon!  On, boys!  Rome  is  ours t 

[A  ahQl  ibikef  Mm,  and  BotJRBOH/uIb. 

Good  night,  Lord  Constable !  thou  wert  a  man. 

And  off! 

[Cksar/oHo™  Arnold  ;  they  readi  the  boUleaimti 

Arnold  ^d  C^sar  art  .(mo*  dawn. 

Eternal  powers ! 

rhchostwillbeappali'd.— But Tcngeance!  vengeance! 

T  b  nothing— lend  me  your  hand. 

A  rare  blood-hound,  when  his  own  is  heated ! 

JBouRBOK  (afres  Arnold  bi/  the  hand  nnrf  riicj ; 

And  't  is  no  boy's  play.  Now  he  strikes  them  down  • 

tut  as  he  puis  kisfoal  on  Ihi  tltp,JaUi  agian. 

Arnold!  lam  sped. 

As  though  it  were  an  altar ;  now  his  foot 

Conceal  my  fall— all  will  go  well— conceal  it ! 

Is  on  it,  and What  have  wo  here,  a  Roman  ' 

FlinE  my  cloak  o'er  what  will  be  dust  anon  ; 

lA  man  folk 

Lelnottlienoldicrsseoit. 

The  first  bird  of  the  covoy  f  he  has  fall'n 

On  the  outside  of  the  nest.  Why,  how  now,  fellow  1 

You  must  bs 

Renio^Bd  ;  the  aid  rf 

Adnm  of  water! 
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Blood's  the  onlj  liquid 
Nf.ii'Kr  Uiali  Tiber. 

I  have  oicd  for  Rome.  [Did 

And  so  did  Bourbon,  in  another  sonse. 

Oh,  ih^se  bnmorlol  men !  and  their  great  motives  1 

But  I  tnusl  ofler  mj  young  charge.     He  is 

Bf  this  dioe  i'  the  forum.     Cherga  !  charge ! 


SCENE  II. 

37tf  Cilg,—Comhois  Ulmeen  the  Be~itgas  and  Sakgcd 

in  the  alTata.— 'Inhabitants  ^^Ttg  in  son/ustoii 

Enter  Cjesab. 


I  cannot  find  mj  hero ;  he  ia  mjj'd 
Willi  lh«  heroic  crowd  Ihat  now  pursue 

What  have  wa  here  ?  A  cardinal  pr  two, 
That  da  not  seem  ui  love  ivilh  mattvrdoin. 
How  the  old  red-shanks  scamper  l  Could  they  doIT 
Their  hose  as  they  have  doff'd  (heir  lials,  '1  ivould  ho 
A  blessing,  as  a  mark  the  less  for  plunder. 
But  let  them  Hy,  the  crimson  konnels  now 
Will  not  much  stain  lh»r  stockings,  since  the  mire 
ts  of  the  self-same  purplo  hue. 
Enter  a  jjortyjigftiinj.— Aekold  at  Ike  head  of  Hit 
BssUgert. 

He  comes. 


I  tell  111 


golden 


Is  for  a  Bymg  enemy,    I  gave  thee 
A  form  of  beauty,  and  an 
Exemption  from  some  maladies  of  body, 
Bui  not  of  mind,  which  is  not  mine  to  give. 
But  though  I  gave  the  form  of  Thelia'  son, 
I  dipt  ihoe  not  in  Styx  ;  and  'gainst  a  foe 
I  would  not  warrant  Ihy  chivBlric  heart 
More  than  Pclides'  heel ;  why  Ihen,  be  cauti 
And  know  thyself  a  mortal  still. 

'  And  who 
With  aught  of  soul  Vfould  combat  if  he  were 
Invubierahle?  That  were  pretty  sport. 
Tlimk'st  thou  I  beat  for  hares  when  lions  roar 

Well,  his  blood 's  up,  and  if  a  htlle  's  shod, 
T  will  serve  to  curb  his  fever, 
j  Arnold  mgages  miUi  a  Romm,  tuSoredVe 


[They  re-engage.     Cffissa  5 

Why,  Arnold !  Hold  thine  own ;  thou  lis 
■  famous  artisan,  a  cunning  sculiitor; 

bo  a  dealer  in  the  sword  and  dagger. 

ol  so,  my  musquetBor ;  't  was  he  who 
The  Bourbon  from  the  wall. 


Then  he  hath  carved  hi 


May  live  to  carve  your  better's. 

Well  said,  my  man  of  marble  >  Benvenuto, 

Thou  hast  some  practice  in  both  ways ;  and  he 

Who  slays  Celhni,  will  have  work'd  as  hard 

As  e'er  thou  didst  upon  Carrara's  blocks. 

[AKNOLn  disanntandaounda  Cellini,  hal  ihghdi/; 


How  fatost  thou  T  Thou  hast  a  taste,  m 
Of  red  Bellona's  banquet. 

ARBOLD  llasgers). 


In  the  shoulder,  not  tl 


Thai's  a  liquid  now 


'11  find  a  way 

toq 

enchit 

CMS 

Or  bo  quenoh'd 

I'liysclf! 

The 

cbR 

en  ;  we  will  ihrow 

The  dice  there 

Hill  1 1 

rk. 

d  wha 

dost  thou  so  <dly  1 

Yhy  dost  not 

I 

Your 

Jeheld  manki 

.     Wl 

en  I  behold  a  prize 

Wortli  wrestli 

glbr 

I  may 
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Which  ix  just  now  M  gaze,  since  nil  these  la.bouiers 

LUTHERAN  SOLDIER. 

WiU  reap  my  harvest  gratis. 

And  will  you  not  avenge  me  7 

Thou  art  stiU 

h  fiepd ! 

You  see  ho  loves  no  inlerlopera. 

Amlthou-^mT*"' 

ttlTHEB.N  (dS-V). 

AfiNOI,D. 

Had  I  but  elaiu  him,  I  had  gone  on  h'ieh, 

tt'hv,  such  I  fain  woulJ  show  me. 

Crown'd  with  eternal  glory !     Heaven,  forgive 

My  feebleness  of  arm  that  r each'd  hioi  not. 

And  take  ihy  servant  to  thy  mercy.     'T  is 

A  glorious  triumph  still ,'  proud  Babylon 's 

No  more :  the  Harlot  of  the  Seven  Hills 

Hath  changed  her  scarlet  raiment  for  sackoli-'lh 

ThoufeekslandthouaeeFi. 

And  ashes  I                                     [JfSe  Luihtron  din. 

[Exit  Arnold,  joining  in  Ihi  cmiial  tuldch  sritf 

doiQS. 

Yes,  thine  own  amidst  the  rest. 

Well  done, old  Babel! 

the  Pontiff-  eSB^iJ,  iy  a  primte  pas'age,  lo  iJif 
Vatican  ond  the  Caslle  of  St.  Angeto. 

SCENE  III. 

Si.  Peler'a.     The  Interior  ef  Ihe  Chut.  h.     Tkn  Pope 

Hal  ri^ht  nobly  battled! 
Now,  priest!  now,soUier!  (he  two  great  professions 
Togetlict  by  the  ears  and  heartB !  I  have  not 
Scon  a  mote  comic  paritoraime  since  Tiius 

■mrf  CifiscnJ  Jtyingfor  rtfuge,  purst-ed  ij  Soldim/, 

EnttT  CsSAB. 

Took  Jewry.    BW  th^  Bmnans  had  the  best  then ; 

[j<,«n  with  them,  comrades!  seiie  upon  those  lamps! 

Now  they  must  take  Iheb  turn. 

Cleave  yon  bald  paled  shaveling  t ,  llie  chine ! 

HLs  rosary's  of  gold  1 

Be  hath  escaped ! 

FoUow! 

They  have  barr'd  the  narrow  paanage  up, 

Yonder Btands  Anti-Christ! 

And  it  is  clogg'd  with  dead  even  to  Uie  door. 

CESAR  [inte pining). 

CJESAR. 

Hownow,  achismattc! 

1  am  glad  he  hath  escaped :  he  may  ihank  me  fbr  't 

IVhil  wouldit  thou  1 

In  part.    I  would  not  have  his  bulls  aholish'd— 

In  Ihy  holy  name  of  Christ, 

Demand  some  in  return ; — no,  no,  he  must  not 

Destroy  proud  Antl-Chrisi.    I  am  a  Christian. 

Pall ;  and  besides,  his  now  escape  may  furnish 

resAB. 

A  future  miracle,  in  future  proof 

Yea,  a  disciple  that  woiJd  make  the  founder 

Of  his  infallibihty.                 [To  the  SponisA  Sol.!i/:,y. 

Of  your  belief  tenounre  it,  could  ne  see 

Well,  cut-throats  ! 

Such  proselytes.     Best  stint  thyself  lo  plunder. 

What  do  you  pause  for  1  If  j-ou  make  not  hast^'. 

There  will  not  be  a  link  of  pious  gold  left, 

1  say  ho  is  the  deviU 

And  !tou,  too.  Catholics  1  Would  ye  return 

From  such  a  pilgrimage  without  a  relic  ? 

Husli !  keep  that  secret. 

Leal  he  should  reiognise  you  for  his  own. 

See  how  they  strip  the  shrines ! 

Why  would  you  save  him  1  I  repeat  he  is 

By  holy  »eter ! 

The  devil,  or  tfe  devP's  vicar  upon  earth. 

Ho  speaks  the  truth ;  the  heretics  will  bca. 

The  beat  away. 

And  that's  thi.  reason;  would  you  make  a  quarrel 

CJKSAR. 

With  your  b:  a  friends)  You  had  far  boat  bo  quiel : 

And  that  were  shame!  Goto. 

«is  hour  is  .uit  yet  come. 

Assist  in  their  conversion. 

[The  Soldieri  disperse!  mani/  fuf  Ihe  a^ 

That  sliall  bo  seen ! 

tOit!!  enter. 

FTlic  i  tillienm  Soldier  mshr'/armrdi  a  that  iBifci 

Aim  from  one  of  the  Pope's  gatrdt,  and  he  falU  at 

They  are  pme. 

,hefooto/,he<dt«r. 

And  others  come ;  ao  fiows  the  wave  oi<  wavK 

CffiBAH  (!olft«LUTHEHi»). 

Of  what  these  creatures  call  eternity. 

1  .Old  ynu  so. 

Deemmg  themsel'm  the  breakers  of  the  oceui 
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or  those  dishecelL'd  locks,  I  < 
Your  ranks  more  Ihan  Ihe  em 
Yejackala!  gnaw  the  bones 


ABnTHEH  BOLBiEH  (opposing-  Bic  /ortna). 

Youlie,  Itrack'dhcrfireti  and,  wore  she 
Tis  pope's  niece,  1  '11  nol  yield  her.  [Thcg  fight. 

You  may  sellle 


Alivo  or  dead ! 
Resiiecl  your  God ! 


CiJrl,  you  but  grasp  your  dowry. 

\As  he  a4fuan«9,  OJ'Jupia,  uii^A  a  strong  and  sudden 
effort,  cials  dovm  the  cmdfix;  it  strikes  Ihe  Soldier, 
who  fi^. 


Mv  brain '3  crush'il ! 
CumradeB,  help,  ho !     All  'a  dar'knees !  [He  dies 

OTHER  SOLDIEHS  {coming  Up). 

Sky  her,  ahhough  she  had  a  thousand  Uvea : 
She  hath  kill'd  our  coovade. 

Welcome  auch  a  death  1 
Vou  have  no  life  to  give,  which  the  v^orst  slava 
W^iildlake.  Great  GodI  through  thy  redeeming  Son 

I  would  approach  thee,  worthy  her,  and  him^  and  thee 
Enter  Arsoi.d, 

Whatdolsee?    Accursed  jackals  I 
Forbear! 

Ha!  ha!  here 'e  equity ;  Thedoga 
Have  as  much  right  as  be.     But  to  the  issue  I 

Count,  she  hath  slab  our  comrade. 

With  what  weapon 

The  cross,  beneath  which  he  is  crush'd ;  behold  him 

Tuan  hia  heaiL 


Worlliy  s  nrave  man's  lildog.  Were  ye  such, 
Vo  wiuld  hive  honour'd  her.  But  got  ye  henci 
Aud  thank  your  meanness,  other  God  you  have 


The  lion 
Might  coni|uer  for  himself  then. 

ARt^TOLD  {cuts  him  down). 
Mutineer ! 
hell — you  shall  obey  on  earth ! 

[Thf  Saidiers  esswU  ABNai.i>. 

Coino  on !  I  'm  glad  on 't !  I  will  ehow  you,  slaves, 
How  you  should  be  commanded,  and  who  led  you 
"'  St  o'er  the  wall  you  wera  as  shy  to  scale, 

til  I  waved  my  bannefs  from  its  height, 

you  are  bold  withbi  it. 
[Arbold  iRDUisiiiiiujirtB/orsnios!,-  tlie  rest  Ihrme 


a.w  it,  and  we  know  it  i  yet  forgive 
ment'a  error  in  the  heat  of  conquest 
The  conquest  which  you  led  10. 


Hutn 


R(m, 


■i-ff). 


Ge 

you  hence 

nd  them  Hi 

d 

n 

he  Colonua  palace. 

PtA  {^e] 

a  my  faih. 

ae! 

((a  the  s=(d 

Leav 

no  further 

nee.1 

>l 

city's  reii 

mark  well 

Yo 

keep  your  hands  c 

indouta 

red  as  Ti 

baptism. 

[deposing 

their  OT^ 

obey. 

A«mr.. 

{to  Olimp 

Lady!  you  a 

re  safe. 

I  should  be  so. 
Had  I  H  knife  even ;  but  it  maUers  not— 
Death  hath  a  [hnusand  gates ;  aud  00  the  niarble. 
Even  at  the  altar  foot,  whence  I  look  do>vn 
Upon  destruction,  shall  my  head  be  dash'd, 
Ere  thou  ascend  it.     God  forgive  thee,  man ! 


Thim 


n,  although  I  have  not  hijured  thee. 


Go !    Thou  hast  only  aack'd  my  native  land— 

A  den  of  thierco  —No  injury !— this  temple. 
Slippery  with  Roman  and  holy  gore- 
No  injury !    And  now  ihou  wouldst  preserve  me. 

To  be but  that  shall  never  he 

[She  rwses  hgr  fyes  to  hetaten,  folds  Ae  robe  round  liei 
and  prepares  to  danh  herself  down  on  tlie  tide  tf  jAi 
AUjsr,  opposite  to  that  where  Arnold  stands. 
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'Holdl  holdl 

She  breathes  1     But  no,  't  was  Aolhiog,  or  Ina  last 

Faint  duller  Ufe  disputes  mih  death. 

S[>are  IhLne  already  forfeit  soul 

She  breathes. 

A  [I'TJury  for  which  even  hell  would  loalJie  lliee. 

I  know  ihee. 

No.  ihou  knoiv'st  me  not ;  I  am  not 

Vou  do  me  right— 

Of  iJiesemen,  Ihough 

The  devil  speais  train  much  ofieiier  than  he 's  deem'J : 

He  hath  an  ignorani  audience. 

I  judge  Ihce  by  thy  matas ; 

ABNOLE  {aiilurul  nllmding-  to  kin). 

11  IS  for  God  to  judge  thee  as  Ihou  art. 

Yes!  her  heart  beats. 

I  see  thee  purple  with  the  blood  of  Roma ; 

Alas !  that  the  first  beat  of  the  only  heart 

Tako  mine,  't  is  all  thou  e'er  shalt  have  of  me  I 

I  ever  wish'd  lo  heal  with  mbie,  should  vibrate 

And  here,  upon  the  marble  of  this  temple, 

To  an  assassin's  pulse 

Where  the  baptismal  font  bapbzod  me  God's, 

1  offer  him  a  blood  less  holy 

l!ut  not  less  pure  {pure  as  il  led  me  then, 

A  sage  reflection. 
But  somewhat  late  i'  the  day.  Where  shall  we  bear  ho,  7 

A  redeem'd  infant)  than  the  holy  water 

The  saints  have  sancdlicd  i 

say  5  0    ves,             ^p„„io_ 

[Olimpia  wav^  hsrhimllo  ARS<„.-avilh£,dam,„^ 

And  wdl  she  Dvo? 

daihsi  heradf  OB  the  powmnit  from  the  Attar. 

As  much 

Eternal  God  1 

As  dust  can. 

Ifeollheenowl    Help!  helpl  She'a  gone. 

CESiH  {appTOmlnl). 

Then  she  is  dead! 

I  am  here. 

Bah!  !>ahr  rouareso. 

Thou!  but  oh,  save  her! 

And  do  not  know  il.    She  will  come  to  life- 

css\.R  (assiaringW?n!o  raise  Olihpia). 

Suoh  as  yon  think  so,  such  as  you  now  are ; 

She  hath  dons  it  well; 

But  we  must  work  by  human  means, 

The  leap  was  serious. 

WawBl 

Oh!  si.e  is  lifeless! 

Convey  her  unto  the  Colonna  palace. 

Where  I  have  pitch'd  my  banner. 

If 

She  be  so,  I  have  nought  to  do  wilb  that: 

Come  then!  rsjsaherup! 

The  resurrection  Is  beyond  mo. 

Sodly! 

As  softly  as  they  bear  the  dead. 

Av  slave  or  master '11^X0^6-  melhinka 

Perhaps  because  Ihey  oannoi  feel  the  jolting. 

Good  words  howeter  are  as  well  at  times. 

But  doth  she  live  mdeedT 

Words !— Canst  thou  aid  her? 

Nay,  never  fear! 

!  will  try.    AsprinHing 

But  if  you  rue  it  after,  blame  not  me. 

Of  that  same  holy  waler  may  be  useful. 

Let  her  but  live! 

[He  bnngs  jrnif  in  «s  hibnetfiom  iMfml. 

The  spirit  of  her  life 

T  is  mjj'd  with  blood. 

Is  yet  within  her  breast,  and  may  revive. 

Count!  count!  I  am  your  servant  in  all  thmg«. 

1  .here  is  no  cleaner  now 

And  this  ia  a  now  office .— 't  is  not  oft 

III  Rome. 

1  am  empby'd  in  such ;  but  you  perceive 

How  staunch  a  fiiend  i3  what  you  call  a  Geno 

How  pale!  how  beautiful !  how  lifeless! 

On  earth  you  have  often  only  fiends  tor  friends , 

Alive  or  dead,  ihou  essence  of  aU  beauty. 

Now  /  desert  not  mine.    Soft "  bear  her  hence. 

1  love  btil  llioc ! 

The  beairtifiil  half-clay,  and  neariy  spirit  1 

CXS\'<. 

I  am  almost  enaiuour'd  of  her,  as 

Even  so  Achilles  loved 

Of  old  the  angels  of  her  earliest  sei. 

Tenthesilea;  with  his  form  il  seems 

Saa  have  bis  heart,  and  ynt  it  was  no  soli  one. 

Thou! 

Hoa=db,L,OOgle 
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C«B*B. 

Th 

moming-star  of  all  the  flowe 

I.    But  fear  not.    I 'LI  ^t  be /our  rL.d. 

Th 

pledge  of  daylight's  lengthen' 

'hours; 

No. 

,  'midst  the  roses,  e'er  forget 

Rival! 

Th 

vu-gin,  virgin  violet. 

r  could  be  one  right  forn.i  Jable ; 

Enter  C^ain. 

But  since  I  slew  the  seven  husb^inds  of 

Toliia'E  rulure  bride  (and  alier  :J1 

'Twaa  auok'd  out  but  by  some  mcense)  I  have  laid 

The  wars  are  all  over. 

Aside  mtrigue:  'tis  rarely  wo,lh  the  trouble 

Our  swords  are  all  idle, 

or  guiring,  or— what  is  more  difficult- 

The  steed  biles  the  bridle. 

GetUng  rid  or  jour  prize  agnin ;  for  there 's 

The  casque 'son  the  wall. 

The  rub!  al  least  to  mortals. 

There 's  rest  for  the  rover ; 

But  his  armour  is  rusty. 

Prithee,  peace ! 

And  the  veteran  grows  cru 

'y. 

Soffly !  meUimks  her  lips  move,  her  eyes  open ! 

As  ha  yawns  m  tho  hall. 

og? 

A  mare  pause  from  thinking  I 

ForLudferandTenai. 

No  bugle  awakes  him  with  Ufe 

and  deain 

TolhepilacB 

CkKua. 

Coloiramaslloldy.^! 

But  Iha  hound  bayeth  loudly, 

The  boar 's  in  the  wood, 

And  the  falcon  longs  proudly 

Wy  way  through  Home. 

To  aprmg  from  bar  hood. 

On  the  wrist  of  the  noble, 

Now  onward,  onward !  Gently! 

She  Mts  like  a  crest. 

[fiieuni,  beariig  Olimpi*.— T^t  Scene  cfuseJ. 

And  the  air  is  in  trouble 
With  birds  from  their  nest. 

PART  m. 

SCENE  I. 

Oh!  shadow  of  glory ! 

Dim  image  of  war! 

imiling  ojiunhy.  CharrH  of  PtautMa  singing-  t^ftre 

But  iha  chase  hath  no  story. 

the  Giius. 

Her  hero  no  star, 

Ck-rv.. 

Since  Nimrod,  the  founder 
Of  empire  and  chase. 

The  war!  are  over, 

The  spring  is  come; 
The  bride  and  her  lover 

Who  made  the  woods  wondo 

And  quake  for  their  race, 
When  Uia  lion  was  young. 

Have  sought  their  home; 

In  the  pride  of  his  might, 
Then 'twas  sport  for  the  slro 

To  embrace  him  in  light  i 
To  go  forth,  with  a  piua 

JThey  are  happy,  we  rejoice. 

Let  their  hearts  havo  an  acho  in  every  voice ! 

S 

3. 

Pof  a  spear,  'gainst  the  ma 

mmoth, 

The  spring  is  come ;  the  violet 's  gone. 

Or  strike  through  the  ravine 

The  tirst-bom  child  of  the  early  sun ; 

At  the  foaming  behemoth ; 

With  us  she  is  but  a  winter's  fiower. 

While  man  was  in  stature 

Tiia  snow  on  the  hills  cannot  blast  her  bower. 

As  towers  in  our  lime. 

And  she  lifts  up  her  dewy  eye  oT  blue 

The  first-bom  of  Nalura, 

To  the  youngest  sky  of  tho  self-same  hue. 
S. 

And,hkaher,aublima! 
Ch-ru!. 

Ar.d  when  the  spring  comes  with  her  host 
or  flowers,  that  Hower  beloved  the  most 

But  the  wars  are  over, 

Shrinks  from  the  crowd  that  may  confuse 

The  bride  and  her  lover 

H.r  heavenly  ouour  and  virgin  hues. 

Have  sought  their  homo  : 

4. 

Tliey  are  happy,  and  we  rejoice ; 

Let  tlicir  hearts  h  ave  an  echo  m  c 

verj-  voice! 

Tl,-^r  herald  out  of  £m  Dccember- 

[EimM  llu,  Fia 

™«rj,  ,mg 
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some  son  of  clay,  and  (oit  a 
;  's  Japhot  bves  thee  well,  b 
Marry,  and  bring  forth  dual! 


Chorus  of  Spirits  of  the  Eerth. — Chorus  of  Mortils. 


V'ill  one  day  hover  o'er  the  sepulchre 
Of  Ihc  poor  child  of  clay  which  bo  adored  him. 
As  ha  adores  the  Highest,  death  becomes 
Lees  lerrihle  ;  but  yet  I  pity  him ; 
His  giief  wiU  he  of  ages,  or  at  least 

luld  be  such  for  him,  were  I  the  seraph, 


HEAVEN  AND  EAltTH. 

SCENE  I. 
4  mowij  and  miinilninavs  district  near  Mmnt  Anirat, 


Our  father  sleeps :  it  is  ihe  hour  when  they 
Wlio  love  us  sta  accustom'd  to  desceni! 
Through  the  deep  doudso'er  rocky  Ararat; — 
How  my  heart  boats ! 


My  sister,  though 
cl  mora  thau — oh,  too  much! 
[  going  to  say  ?  toy  heart  grows  iiDpiousi 

is  tha  impiety  of  loving 


I  fove  our  God  less  since  his  angel  love* 
nils  cannot  be  of  good ;  and  though  I 
That  I  do  wrong,  I  feel  a  thousand  fean 
Which  are  not  ominous  of  right. 
2  dS 


it.    Ic; 


I  should  have 


And  he  tha  t 


hahle. 


Rather  say. 
That  he  wilt  single  forth  soma  other  daughter 
Of  earth,  and  love  her  as  he  ohm  loved  Anah. 


If  I  thought  thus  of  San 


Saraph! 
Prom  ihy  sphere  [ 
Whatever  star  contan  thy  gloiy  ,■ 
In  the  atemal  depths  of  heaven 
Albut  thou  watcbest  with  "  the  sc 
Though  through  space  inlinite  and  h 
Before  Ihy  bright  wings  worlds  be 
Tet  hi     ■ 


Oh  1  thutk  of  her  who  holds  the 
And  though  she  nothing  Is  to 

Yet  think  that  thou         "      ' 

Thou  canst  not  td!,— and  nev 

Such  pangs  decreed  to  aught 

The  Inttemess  of  ' 


her. 


years. 


Unborn,  undying  beauty  in 

^  me  thou  canst  not  sympathize, 

cept  ui  tove,  and  there  thou  must 

inowladge  that  mora  loving  dust 

wept  beneath  the  sWes. 

Thou  walk'st  thy  many  worlds,  thou  B( 

The  face  of  Him  who  made  thae  gre 
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As  He  liath  mails  ran  of  the  least 
or  (ho9e  casl  out  from  Eden's  gale : 
Yel,  seraph  dear ! 
Oh  hear! 
For  Ihou  best  loved  me,  and  I  would  not  die 

That  IhotI  forget'st  in  thuiB  eternity 
■'   ■whose  heart  death  could  not  keep  fronio'erilowmg 


Fortl 


lortal  esse 


19  thou  B1 


With  Him  if  He  wiU  wai 
I  can  share  bH  things, 

For  Ihou  hast  ventured  ti 

And  ahal!  i  shrink  from  i 
No !  though  the  serpi 
through. 

And  thou  thyself  wert  hi 

Around 


Great  ie  Uior  love  who  love  in  Ein  and  fear  j 
And  such  1  feel  are  waging  in  my  heart 

For^ve,  mj  seraph  I  that  such  thoughts  appear. 

An  Eden  kept  afar  from  sight, 
Though  sometimes  with  our  vrao.is  blent. 
The  hour  is  near 
Which  tells  uie  we  are  not  abandonM  quite.— 
Appear !  appear  I 
Seraph  1 


Thee  in 


le  thee  no 


A  mortal's  love 
n  immortal.    If  the  skies  cont^n 
More  joy  than  thou  canst  give  and  take,  ci 

Their  bright  way  through  the  parted  ni^ht 


Samiaaat 
WheresoB'cr 
Thou  rulest  in  the  upper  uc— 
Or  warring  with  the  spirits  who  may  dare 
Dispute  with  Him 
Who  made  aU  empires,  empire ;  or  recalling 
Hiune  wandering  stsr  which  shoots  throngh  Iho  abyss. 
Whose  tenants,  dying  while  thar  world  is  faUing, 
Shore  the  dim  destiny  of  clay  in  this  { 
Or  joinmg  with  the  inferior  (Aerulnm, 
Thou  deignest  to  partake  their  hymn^ 
Sami^Sti 
1  call  thee,  I  await  thee,  and  I  love  thee. 

Many  worship  thee— that  wIU  I  not ; 
IT  that  diy  spirit  down  to  mine  may  move  thee. 
Descend  and  share  my  lot '. 
Though  I  be  (brm'd  of  day, 

And  thou  of  beams 
More  bright  than  those  of  day 


Thine 

WitJ 

Myloi 


On  Eden' 


lortallty  CI 


m  than  I 


There  is 
which,  (hough  forbidden  yet  to  snme, 
I  feel  was  lighted  at  thy  God's  and  thine. 
It  may  be  hidden  long :  death  and  decay 

Our  mother  Eve  bequeath'd  us— but  my  heart 
Defies  it:  though  tlus  life  must  pass  away. 


jandm 


Thou  art  immortfti— i 

T  feel  my  immortality  o^ersweep 
AU  pains,  all  tears,  aU  time,  all  fears,  and  peal 

Like  the  eternal  thunders  of  the  deep. 
Into  my  ears  this  truth—"  thou  Uvest  for  ever !" 
But  if  it  be  in  joy, 

1  TOHff/  not,  nor  would  know ; 
I'ndt  secr^  rests  with  the  Almighty  giver 

Who  folds  in  cbuds  (he  fonts  of  bliss  and  woe. 
But  thee  and  me  He  never  can  destroy ; 

Changs  us  He  may,  hut  not  o'erwhskn ;  we  ai 


To  meet  them!  Oh!  for  wings  to  bear 
My  spirit,  while  they  hover  there. 
To  Samiasa's  breast ! 

JjO  !  they  have  kindled  all  the  west, 

A  mild  and  many-colour'd  how, 
he  remu&nt  of  theu'  flashing  path, 
owshmea!  and  now,  behold !  it  hath 
eturn'd  in  night,  as  rippling  foam, 
Which  the  leviathan  hath  lash'd 


Whc] 


sporting  on  the  face  of  the  calm  deep, 


SCENE  n. 
EitterlRAi)  omf  Japhet. 

ind  not :  wherelbre  wilt  Ihou  wander  Ihm 
To  add  thy  slleneo  to  the  silent  night, 
And  m  thy  tearful  eye  unto  the  stars  ? 
They  cannot  aid  thee. 

But  they  soothe  me    iu>» 
ps  she  looks  upon  them  as  I  look. 
Meihinks  a  being  that  is  beautiful 
"econiDlhiaoie  so  as  itloolis  on  beauty. 
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The  eternal  beauty  of  undying  things. 

But  ahe  Iqvcs  tliee  noL 

Alas! 

And  proud  Aliolibaniah  spurns  me  also. 

Iftdforiiieeioo. 

Let  het  kocp  her  pride ! 
Mine  listli  enabled  me  to  bear  her  Ecom ; 


Find  joy  in  such  a  thouglit  T 

Nor  joy,  nor  sorrow. 
I  loved  her  well ;  I  would  have  loved  her  belter. 
Hid  loire  been  met  with  love :  as  'I  ia,  I  leave  her 


What  desLlnies  t 


She  loves  anoUier. 


What  other? 

rr  not  her  words,  tells  me  she  loves  another. 

Ay,  but  not  Anab ;  she  but  loves  her  God. 

Whato'or  she  lovetb,  ao  sbe  loves  thee  not. 
What  can  it  profit  thee? 


I  take  thy  taunt  be  part  of  thy  distemper. 

And  would  not  feel  as  tliou  dosi,  for  more  shekels 

Than  all  our  Either'a  herds  would  bring  if  weigh'd 

Against  the  motal  of  the  sons  of  Ciun— 

The  yellow  dual  they  try  lo  barter  with  us, 

The  refuse  of  the  earth,  could  he  received 


Ik,  and  wool,  and  flesh,  and  fmils,  and  ail 
Our  flocks  and  wildemesa  afford.— Go,  Japhel, 
Sigh  to  the  stars,  as  wolves  howl  to  the  moon- 


No,  Irad;  !  will  lo  the  cayem,  whoso 
Mouth,  they  eay,  opens  from  the  tnlernal  world. 
To  let  the  uinor  spirits  of  the  earth 
Fordi,  when  ihey  walk  its  surface. 


Strange  sounds  and  sights  have  peopled  it  wiiJi 


1  feel  no  evil  thought,  and  fear 


Then  peace  be  with  Ihee! 

[Exitlaaa, 

And,  in  its  stead,  a  heaviness  of  heart— 
A  weakness  of  the  spirit— hstlbss  days. 
And  nightfi  ineiorable  to  sweet  sleep- 
Have  come  upon  me,  Pencol  what  peace?  the  calm 
Of  de9ola:lon,  and  the  stillness  of 
The  untrodden  forest,  only  broken  by 
The  sweeping  tempest  through  its  groaning  houghs ; 
Such  is  the  sullen  or  tbe  fitful  state 
Of  my  mind  ovorwom.    The  earth 's  grown  wicked. 
And  many  signs  and  portents  hove  proclaiin'd 
A  change  at  hand,  and  an  overwhelming  doom 
To  perishable  bangs.     Oh,  my  Anah ! 
Wl.cn  the  dread  hour  denounced  shall  open  wide 
The  fountains  of  the  deep,  how  mightest  Ibou 
Have  lam  within  this  bosom,  folded  from 
Tlie  elements ;  this  bosom,  which  in  vain 
Halh  beat  for  thee,  and  then  will  beat  more  vaini. 

While  thine Oh,  God !  at  least  reiiul  to  her  ' 

Thy  wralb  I  for  she  is  pure  amidst  the  failmg. 
As  a  slar  in  the  clouds,  which  cannot  quench. 
Although  they  obscure  it  for  an  hour.     My  Anah  ■ 

And  still  would  I  redeem  thee— see  Ihoe  live 
When  ocean  is  earth's  grave,  and,  unopposed 
By  rock  or  shallow,  the  loviatban. 


Horod  by  Google 


I^rd  of  thi;  ehorelesa  sea  and  watery  world, 
»hall  wonder  st  his  boundlessness  of  realm. 

Eiiler  No  A  a  and  SuEU. 


isthy  brother  Japhet  J 


ceordins 


le  went  forU 
Irad, 


f  Ic  aaid ;  but,  as  I  fear,  to  bend  his  step^ 
Towards  Anah's  lenta,  round  which  he  hovers  nighlly, 
i.ike  fi  dove  round  and  roujid  its  pillaged  neat ; 
Or  else  he  walks  the  wild  up  to  the  cavern 
Wiiich  opens  to  the  heart  of  Araral- 

Wh.it  doth  he  there  7  It  is  an  evil  spot 
lF[>on  an  earUi  all  evil ;  for  tlungs  worse 

Slill  loves  this  daoghlet  of  a  fated  rate, 
Although  he  could  not  wed  her  if  she  loved  him, 
And  that  she  doth  not.     Oh,  the  unhappy  hearts 
or  men  1  lliat  one  of  my  Uood,  knowing  weit 
The  destiny  and  evil  df  Ui 


id  the  predestined  creeping  thinge  reserved 
■  my  site  to  Jehovah's  Indduig  1  May 
•-  preserve  f^cfn,  ajid  /  not  hav«  the  power 
I  snatch  die  loveliest  of  earth's  daughters  fi 
doom  which  even  some  serpent,  with  his  mi 
all  'scape  to  save  hie  kind  to  be  prolong'd, 
I  kiss  and  sting  through  some  emerging  worl 
eking  and  dank  from  out  the  slime,  whose  o 
all  slumber  o'er  the  wreck  of  this,  until 
The  salt  m 


approi 


hould  it 


GonotCirwa,-*l,falheri 


SCENE  III. 
The  rraranlainj,— J  caucm,  aaJ  Ihe  recij  o/  Cbuck 

Vs  wilds,  that  look  eternal ;  and  thou  cave, 


rrible  i 


anty; 


Here,  in  your  tugged  majesty  of 

And  topllng  trees  that  twine  Ihar  roots  with  stone 

1h  perpendicular  places,  where  the  foot 

or  man  would  tremhle,  could  he  reach  them— yes, 

Yo  look  eternal !  Yd,  in  a  few  daya, 

Perhaps  even  hours,  ye  will  be  changed,  rent,  hurl 

Before  the  mass  of  waters :  and  yon  cave. 

Which  seems  to  lead  into  a  lower  world, 

Shall  have  its  depths  search'd  by  the  sweeping  wa 

Ami  dolphins  gambol  in  the  lion's  den  ! 

And  man Oh, men!  my  fellow-beings !  Who 

fihall  weep  above  joib  universal  grave, 
.Save  1 7  Who  shall  be  left  to  weep  7  My  kinsmen 
Alns!  whit  am  I  better  than  ye  are, 
■lliatlmust  live  beyond  ye?  W^here  slialllie 
■rue  pleasant  places  where  I  thought  of  Anah 
While  I  had  hope?  or  llie  more  savage  haunts, 
Mrarcu  less  beloved,  where  I  despair'd  for  her  7 


VVUKKiS. 

And  can  it  bo  7— Shall  yon  e 

suiting  peak. 

distant  star. 

Lie  low  beneath  the  boiling 

f  the  deep? 

And  scatter  back  the  mists  i 

floating  folds 

Day's  broad  orb  drop  behind 

its  head  at  ev 

Uitbe) 


Wlhei 


.nd  undistinguished  sepulcitre, 

yet  quick  myriads  of  all  life  7  How  i 

ealh  will  be  sdli'd  at  once !  AJI-beaul 

ycung,  so  mark'd  out  for  doscruction. 

With  a  cleft  heart  look  on  thee  day  by  d 

ight  by  night,  thy  number'd  days 


Whosi 


Fe  thee,  c 


le  thee 


.n  of  thy  du 
Upon  thy  coming  doom,  without  a  feeling 
Such  as— Oh  God!  and  canst  thou 

[A  rashaig  lound  from  the  etow™  in  heard,  ind  sla 
of  laughter — njletwards  a  Spirit  passea. 


Of  the  Most  High 


In  the  I 


Which  will  be  strangled  by  tb 


and  all  her  childrei 


w  the  iiond  mocks  the  t 


T  (iM^As). 


Why  weep'st  thou  7 


lich  Ihe  sun  shall  rise  and  wann  no  life  > 
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Hdw  the  eiuili  sleeps  l  uid  all  that  in  h  is 
Sleep  loo  upon  ihe  very  eve  of  deaih  1 
Whj  shnuld  Ihcy  wake  to  moet  it  ?  What  is  here. 
Which  leoli  like  dealli  in  life,  and  apeak  like  things 
Bom  ere  this  dyliie  world  V  They  some  like  irfouda ! 
IVaiioua  Spirils pass  fnm  tht  oouern. 


Leaa  Boodly  In  theli 


Thine  shall  lie  notliiiig  at 


■  The  abhorred  race 
Which  eeuld  not  keep  in  Eden  their  high  place, 

or  knov/ledge  without  power, 

Of  death ! 


Not  sli 


Nor 


Mbysv 


■rd,  nor 


Who  would  outl 


ShaU  hft  its  point  li 

Or  show  the  place  where  i 

After  long  lookinff  o'er  1 

For  the  e. 


1  ebb  wl 


Anolher  element  shall  he  the  lord 

Of  life,  and  the  abhorr'd 
ChiWrenof  dostbequench'd;  and  of 
or  earth  nought  lefl  but  the  unbroken 


ShaU  nought  re 
Cue; 


^gated  ni 


r  of  the  level  plain; 
Cedar  and  (ane  shall  lift  dien^  tops  in  i 
All  merged  witiiin  the  universal  fountain, 
Man,  earth,  and  fire,  shall  die. 
And  Bca  and  sky 
Ijook  vast  and  lifeless  in  the  etKnal  eye. 
Upon  the  foam 
Who  ehafl  erect  a  home  ? 

imj-Zmcard). 


Earth's  seed  shall  not  e 
Only  the  evil  shall 


When  thou  and  tn 


My  si 


IS  of  the  waste ! 
dare  not  destroy ; 


There  is  not  one  who  hath  not  left  a 

Vacant  in  heaven  to  dweU  In  dark: 

Rather  than  see  his  mates  endure  ale 

Go,  wretch !  and  give 

A  hfe  like  thine  to  other  wretches- 

And  vthen  ihe  annihilating  wate 

Above  what  they  liavo 

Knvy  the  giant  patriarchs  then  no 

And  ecom  thy  sire  as  the  sorviv 

Thyself  for  being  his  s 

China  if  Spirila  issuins  from 


Rejoic 


Shall  they  adore ; 
And  we,  ivho  ne'er  for  sgea  have  adored 

The  prayer-exacting  Lord, 
To  whom  the  onus^on  of  a  sacrihce 

We,  we  shall  view  the  deep's  salt  sources  pouru 
'~     '         dement  shell  do  ihe  work 

Of  all  in  chaos  ;  tmtil  they, 
creatures  proud  of  their  poor  clay, 
Shall  perish,  and  their  bleached  bones  shall  luTK 
'es,  in  dens,  m  clefts  of  mountains,  where 
eep  ShaU  follow  1 


Where 


And  the  striped  tiger  shall  lie  down  to  die 
Be^de  the  LaJnb,  as  though  he  were  his  broth< 
Till  aU  thmgs  shall  he  as  tliey  were. 
Silent  and  imcreated,  save  the  sky : 
While  a  brief  Iruce 
Is  mads  with  Death,  who  shall  fbrhear 
The  liltle  remnant  of  the  past  creation. 
To  generate  new  nations  for  his  use  ; 
This  remnant,  floating  o'er  the  undulation 
Of  the  subsiding  deluge,  from  its  slime. 
When  the  hot  sun  bath  baked  the  reeking  b 
feagunlotmic 


WiUi  all  companionship  of  hate  at 
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Of  good  and  evil ;  and  redeem 
Unto  himself  nil  times,  and  things  ,■ 
*jid,  gathet'd  under  his  almighty  wings, 


Save  the  slight  remnant  c 
The  seed  of  Scth, 
anpt  for  future  Borrow's  satte  fron 


Noni 


iof  Cah 


Abolia 

Restore  the  i 
Her  Eden 

h  hell ! 
piated  caith 
eauty  of  her  hirth, 
n  an  endless  paradise. 

(Thflremanno 

more  can  fall  as  once  h 
ry  demons  shall  do  w 

when  shall  la 

id  then 


1  glory. 


Meantime  still  struggle  in  Ihs  mortal  chun. 

Till  eatth  was  hoary ; 
Wat  with  yourselveB,  and  hell,  and  heaven,  in  va: 

Until  the  clouds  looli  gory 
With  the  blood  reekmg  from  each  baftle  plain  ; 


New  I 


I  oldest 


A^d  all  his  goodly  daughters 
Must  -Te  beneath  the  desolating  waters ; 
Or,  floating  upwej-d  with  their  long  h^r  laid 
Along  tho  wave,  the  cruel  Heaven  upliraid. 
Which  would  not  spare 
Beings  even  in  death  so  fair, 
ll  is  dec-eed, 
All  die  1 
Ind  to  the  univereal  h.iman  cry 
The  universal  silence  shall  succeed ! 
Fly,  brethren,  %; 


These  petty  foes  of  Heaven  who  shrink  from  Hell ! 

[Tlie  SjHtils  disappear  J  soaiing  upv!orH\, 

JAPHET   U^). 

God  hath  proclaim'd  the  dcstbij  of  earth ; 


But  Uie  G 


moral  St 


Shall  oveisweep  the  future,  as  Ihe  wat 
ura  the  glorious  giants'  gra 
Ckoma  of  Sptrils. 
Brethren,  rejfflce ! 
Mortal,  fiiewell ! 


.00,  pirn. 

The  fountains  of  the  grea 

And  heaven  set  wide  h 

View,  unacknowledged,  e 


These    """ 


s  shriek  it  from  Iheir 


Of  growing 
The  win. 


's  gloomy  sv 
■       I  their 


lit  books,  which,  in  their  «lence,  say 
to  the  mind  than  thunder  Co  the  ear : 
,  et  men  hstcn'd  not,  nor  listen :  but 
Walk  darkling  to  their  doom  ;  which,  though  so  nigh, 
Shakes  them  no  more  in  their  dim  disbelief. 
Than  their  lasL^cries  shall  shake  the  Ahnighty  purpose, 
Or  deaf  obedient  ocean,  which  fulfils  it. 
No  sign  yet  hangs  its  banner  .in  the  air^ 
—      ■      ■  "ew,  and  of  their  wonted  tfijture ; 

Tho  san  will  rise  upon  the  earth's  lost  day 
le  fourth  day  of  orenti         '  ' 


Godsa 


le  forth 


The  mi 


a  few 


ig  thunders  of  tlie  threaleni 


Th»r  flashing  banners,  folded  still  on  high. 

Yet  uiidisplay'd, 
Bavo  to  the  spirits'  all-pervading  eye. 

Howl !  howl  I  oh  earth  I    " 

Thy  death  is  nearer  than  thy  recent  birth : 

Tremble,  yc  mountaLna,  soon  to  ehrmk  below 


Thew 


Theoc 


hall  break  upoi 


ur  cliffs ;  and  shells, 

least  things,  he 

.'b  offspring  dwells— 


Deposed  where  ni 

How  shall  be  ehtieu  o'er  toe  remorseless  sea  1 
And  call  his  nestlings  up  with  fruitless  yell, 
Unanswer'd  save  by  Ihe  encroachuig  swell : — 
While  man  shall  long  in  vain  for  his  broad  wings, 

The  wmgs  which  could  not  save  :— 
Where  could  he  rest  them,  while  the  whole  space  brings 

Nought  to  lus  eye  beyond  the  ' 
Brethren,  rejoice ! 
And  loudly  lifl  each  superhuman 
All  die, 


:h  bghted  not  the  yet 
Unform'd  fbrefather  of  mankind— Init  roused 

irison  the  earlLw 
Made  and  far  sweeter  voices  of  the  birds, 
Vbich  in  the  open  firmament  of  heaven 
lave  wings  like  angels,  end  like  them  salute 
leaven  first  each  day  before  Ihe  Adamites  I 
Their  matms  now  draw  nigb— the  east  is  kindlin 
Lnd  they  will  sing  I  and  day  will  break  <     Both 
io  near  the  awful  close  I  For  those  must  drop 
Their  outworn  pinions  on  the  deep :  and  day. 
After  the  bright  course  of  a  few  brief  morrows,- 
Ay,  day  will  rise  ;  but  upon  what  ?  A  chao: 


Which 


Bw'd,m 


Nothing!  for,  without  hfe,  wha 

No  more  to  dust  than  is  eternity 

Unto  Jehovah,  who  created  both. 

Without  him,  even  eternity  would  bo 

A  void ;  without  man,  time,  as  made  for  man. 

Dies  with  man,  and  is^wallow'd  in  that  deep 

Which  has  no  fountain ;  as  his  race  will  be 

Devour'd  by  that  which  drowns  his  mfanl  world 

What  have  we  here  7  Shapes  of  both  earth  oni 

No— oU  of  heaven,  they  ate  so  baautifuL 
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r  cannot  trace  their  featutss ;  but  Iheii  forms, 

Have  shared  man's  sin,  and,  it  may  be,  now  muil 

How  lovelily  they  mote  along  Uie  aide 

or  the  gray  mouDtam,  scatlerhig  its  mist  t 

My  sorrow. 

And  after  the  awart  savage  spirits,  whose 

Sorrow !  I  ne'er  thought  till  now 

Welcome  as  Eden.    It  may  bo  they  cilmo 

To  tell  me  the  reprieve  of  our  young  world, 

And  hath  not  the  Most  High  expounded  Uiem  ? 

Pot  which  I  have  eo  often  pray'd— Thoy  come! 

Then  ye  are  lost,  as  they  are  lost. 

Anali!  oh  God!  and  with  her 

Bnto'SAMijis*,Azii;iEi.,AHiH,andAHOLiH  auab. 

So  be  it! 
If  they  love  as  they  are  loved,  they  will  not  shrink 

More  to  be  mortal,  than  I  would  lo  dare 

Japhot! 

An  inmiortality  of  agonies 

With  Samiasa  1 

Lo! 

A  son  of  Adam  1 

Sister!  sister  I  sneak  not 

Thus.                                              ' 

Feaiest  thou,  my  Anah? 

Angol!  what 

Yes,  for  thee  1 

Dost  thou  on  earth  when  thou  shouldst  be  on  high  7 

I  would  resign  this  greater  remnant  of 

This  little  life  of  mine,  before  one  hour 

Know'sl  thou  not,  or  Birgel'at  thou,  thai  a  part 

Of  thine  eternity  should  know  a  pang. 

Of  our  great  function  is  lo  guard  thuie  earth  ? 

It  is  for  him,  then !  for  the  seraph,  thou 

But  all  good  angels  have  forsaken  earth. 

Hast  left  me !  That  is  nothing,  if  thou  host  nol 

Which  is  condemn'd:  nay,  even  the  evd  fly 

Left  thy  God  loo !  for  unions  like  to  these, 

The  approaching  chaos.    Anah  1  Anah  1  my 

In  vain,  and  long,  and  sliU  lo  be  beloved  1 

Behappyorbehallow'd.    We  are  sent 

Why  walk'st  thou  with  this  spirit,  in  those  hours 

Upon  the  earth  lo  loil  and  die ;  and  they 

When  no  good  spirit  longer  Ughis  bdow  ? 

Are  made  to  minister  on  high  unto 

The  Highest ;  but  if  he  can  jocc  thee,  soon 

Japhet,  I  cannot  answer  ihee ;  yel,  yet 

The  hour  wiQ  come  in  which  celestial  aid 

Forgive  me 

Alone  can  do  so.           ^^^^ 

May  the  Heaven,  which  soon  no  mora 

Ah!  he  speaks  of  death. 

Win  pardon,  do  so !  for  thou  art  greatly  tempted. 

Of  death  (o  m .'  and  those  who  are  with  us ! 

Back  to  thy  tents,  insutUng  son  of  Noah  1 

But  that  the  man  seems  full  of  sorrow,  I 

We  know  Ibee  not. 

Could  smile.                 japhet. 

TTie  hour  may  come  when  thou 

I  grieve  not  (br  myself,  nor  fear ; 

Ma/st  know  me  better ;  and  thy  sister  know 
Me  siill  the  same  which  I  have  ever  been. 

1  am  safe,  not  for  my  own  deserts,  but  those 

Of  a  weU-doing  are,  who  hath  been  found 

Righteous  enou^  to  save  his  children.    Would 

Son  of  the  patriarch,  who  hath  ever  been 
Upright  before  his  God,  whate'er  thy  griefs. 
And  thy  words  seem  of  sorrow,  miji'd  with  wralh. 
How  have  Aiaiiel,  or  myself,  brought  on  thee 
Wrong  J 

His  power  were  greater  of  redemption!  or 

That  by  exchanging  my  own  life  for  hers. 
Who  could  alone  have  made  mine  happy,  she. 
The  last  and  loveliest  of  Cain's  race,  could  share 
The  ark  which  shaU  recmve  a  remnant  of 

Theacedof  Seth! 

Wrong !  the  greatest  of  all  wrongs :  but  thou 

Say'st  well,  though  she  bo  dust,  I  did  not,  could  not,  ' 

And  dusl  thou  think  that  we. 

Deserve  her.    Farewell,  Anah !  1  have  said 

With  Cwn's,  the  eldest  bom  of  Adam's  blood 

That  word  bo  oflen !  but  now  say  it,  no'er 
To  be  repeated.    Angel  I  or  whate'er 

Warm  in  our  vans, — strong  Cam,  who  was  begotlei 

In  Paradise,— wouid  mingle  with  Seth's  children  ? 

Thou  art,  or  must  be  soon,  hast  thou  the  power 

Seth,  the  last  oflsprmg  of  old  Adam's  dotage  ? 

No,  not  to  save  all  earth,  were  earth  in  peril ! 

Children  of  Cain? 

Our  race  hath  ela-ays  dwell  apart  from  thmo 

From  the  begmiung,  and  shall  do  so  ever. 

Prom  what? 

And  is  it  eo 

Too  much  of  the  forefeiber,  whom  tliou  vauniesi 

That  ye  too  know  not  I    Angels !  angels  1  ye 

Has  come  down  in  that  haughty  blood  which  epruiji 
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Prom  !um  who  shed  the  Rrst,  and  that  a  hrother's  I 

And  hid  those  clouds  and  «  iters  take  a  shape 

But  Ihou,  my  Anali  1  lat  ma  call  thae  mine, 

Distbict  fi-om  that  which  we  and  all  our  sires 

What  thou  ait  not ;  't  is  a  word  I  cannot 

Have  seen  them  wear  on  Iheir  eternal  way  t 

Pan  with,  although  I  must  from  thee.    My  Anah ! 

WboshaUdothis7 

Thou  who  dost  rather  make  me  dream  Aat  Abel 

Had  loft  a  daughter,  whose  pure  pious  race 

He  whose  one  word  produced  .hem 

Surrived  in  thee,  so  much  unhke  thou  art 

The  rest  of  tha  stern  Cainites,  save  in  beauty. 

Who  SeiTfi  that  word  7 

For  all  of  them  are  fairest  in  their  favour 

AHO...BAMAK  (intemiplbg  Aim). 

The  universe,  which  leap'd 

And  wouidst  Ihou  have  het  like  our  faUier's  foe 

To  life  befcre  it.    Ah  >  smilest  thou  stlU  in  scorn  1 

In  mind,  and  soul?  If  I  partook  thy  thought. 

Turn  to  thy  seraphs ;  if  they  attest  it  not. 

And  dream'd  that  aughl  of  Abel  was  in  ftsr  .'- 

They  are  none. 

Get  thoe  hence,  son  of  Noah ;  (hou  mak'st  strife. 

Offspring  of  Cain,  thy  father  Aid  so ! 

AHOLIBAHAH. 

I  have  ever  liaii'd  our  Maker,  Samiasa, 

But 

As  thme,  and  mme ;  a  God  of  love,  not  sorrow. 

He  slwv  not  Selh ;  and  what  hast  thou  to  do 

With  other  deeds  between  his  God  and  him  ! 

Alas!  what  eke  is  love  but  sorrow?    Even 

Thbu  speakest  weU :  his  God  hath  judged  him,  and 

He  who  made  earth  in  love,  had  soon  to  giievB 

1  had  not  named  his  deed,  hut  that  thyself 

Didst  seem  to  glory  in  him,  nor  to  shrink 

'Tissudso. 

from  what  ho  had  done. 

It  is  even  so. 

Ha  was  our  father's  father: 
The  eU'est  bom  of  man,  the  strongest,  Uravest, 

EnUr  Noah  and  Shem. 

And  mos:  enduring! -Shall  I  blush  for  him, 
From  whoiLi  wehad  our  hung?  Look  upon 

Japhel!  What 

Ourraco;  bthold  their  stttura  and  thdr  beauty. 

Dost  thou  here  with  these  children  of  the  wicked? 

Their  courage,  strength,  and  length  of  days 

Dread'sl  thou  not  to  partake  their  coining  doom  ? 

They  are'  number'd. 

Father,  it  cannot  he  a  sin  to  seek 

To  savo  an  earHl-bom  being ;  and  behold. 

Re  it  so!  but  while  yev  their  hours  endure. 

These  are  not  of  the  s'mful,  since  they  have 

I  glory  in  my  brethren  an  1  our  lathers  1 

Tho  fellowship  of  angels. 

My  sire  and  race  hut  gk>ry  ut  their  God, 

These  are  they,  then. 

Anah !  and  Ihou  ? 

Who  leave  the  throne  of  God,  to  take  ihem  wives 

From  out  the raaeof  Cain:  the  sons  of  Heaven, 

Whale'er  oui  God  decrees. 

Who  seek  earth's  daughters  for  their  beauty ! 

The  God  of  Seth  as  Cain,  I  must  olh-y, 

And  will  endeavour  patiently  to  obey  ; 

Pallia  re! 

But  conld  I  dare  to  pray  in  this  dread  ho.T 

Thou  bast  Eiud  it. 

Of  universal  vengeance  (if  such  should  be;. 

It  would  not  he  to  hve,  alone  exempt 

OE  aU  my  house.    My  sister  1  Oh,  my  usterl 

What  were  the  world,  or  other  worlds,  or  aU 

Woe,  woe,  woe  to  such  communion 
Has  not  God  made  a  harrier  between  earth 
And  heaven,  and  Umited  each,  kmd  to  kind  7 

The  brightest  future  without  the  sweet  past— 

Was  not  man  made  in  high  Jehovah's  image  7 

The  thing]  which  sprung  up  with  ma,  like  the  stars. 

Did  God  not  kive  what  he  had  made  7  And  what 

Making  my  dim  existence  radiant  with 

i\i  we  but  imitate  and  emulate 

Soft  lights  which  were  not  mine?  AhollhamaJi ! 

Hi-  love  unto  created  lovo  ? 

Oh !  if  there  should  be  mercy-seek  it,  find  it : 

I  abhor  death,  because  that  thou  must  die. 

But  man,  and  was  not  made  to  judge  mankind. 

What!  hatn  this  dreamer,  with  his  father's  ark. 

Far  less  the  sons  of  God ;  but  as  our  God 

The  bugbear  he  hath  buih  to  scare  the  world. 

Has  deign'd  lo  commune  with  me,  and  reveal 

Sb  Jien  m  sister  1  Are  ics  not  the  loved 

Ol  wtaplis  7  and  if  we  were  not,  must  we 

CUng  w  a  son  of  Nwih  for  our  lives  J 

Unto  a  perishable  and  perishing. 

Rather  than  thus But  the  enthusast  dreams 

Even  on  the  very  em  rf  perilftms-,  world. 

Tlie  Ivors,  of  dreams,  the  phantaeios  engender'd 

Cannot  be  good. 

twn  Nn^e  these  solid  mountains,  tWs  firm  earth. 

What!  inoughitweretosavcT 
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What.Ha  who  made  you  glorious  halh  condi 
Were  your  immortal  mission  aaJety,  '1  woald 
Ba  general.  Dot  lor  Iwo,  though  bcauliful, 
And  beautiful  they  are,  but  not  the  less 


Fot  bUnd 

ess  is  the  Brsl-hom  of  cieess. 

When 

1  good  angole  iefl  the  world,  y 

Slung  wit 

By  mo, 

il  feelings  for  a  mortal  maid; 

But  ye  11 

pardon  d  thus  far,  and  repkc 

Wilhyoat 

pure  equals :  Hence  1  away  1 

Or  stay, 

Andloa 

B  eWmity  by  thai  delay ! 

AndtliDu 

if  earth  be  thus  forl.idd^n 

In  the  decree 

Tousu 

ntil  this  moment  hidden, 

Let  me  die  with  lliis,  an 


Alinigbtiness.    And  !o !  his  mildest  and 
J^ast  to  be  tempted  mesaenger  appears  I 

Enter  RsriiiEt  the  Avihang/^L 


That 

i«hichJcamBiDdo: 

till  now  we  imd 

'i'ogetl 

er  iho  eternal  space- 

together 

5  still  walk  the  stars. 

True,  earth  mnsi 

Hcrra< 

e,  return'd  into  her  w 

Witho 

vast  void 

In  the 

immortal  ranks?  iimi 

orlal  still 

Intl 

Our  brother  Satan  fell,  his  1 

uming  wiU 

Itath 

er  than  longer  worsh 

p  dared  endure  I 

What  do  ye  here  7 
Now  that  the  hour  is 


Yonr  place  is  heaven. 

Kaphael ! 
The  first  and  fairest  of  the  sons  of  God, 

How  long  hath  this  been  law. 
That  earth  by  angels  must  be  left 

Earth!  which  oft  saw 
Jehouah's  fiiotstepa  not  disd^n  her  sod  1 
Ths  world  Ri  '  '       ' 


idT 


i  obey'd 


deUghted  pi 
Adoring  IHm  in  his  least  works  display^ ; 
tYatf  hing  this  youngest  star  of  his  dominions : 
And  as  the  latest  bulh  of  His  great  word, 
Eager  to  keep  it  worthy  of  our  Lord. 
WhyistbybrowseFere? 
Ini!  wherelbrs  speak'st  thou  of  destruction  near  ? 

Had  Sam 


>hHeavci 


Long  have  I  warr'd. 
Long  must  I  war 
Yilhhimwhodeem'dithar 
ro  be  created,  and  to  ackno 


Leavhig 

I  lovei 

Save  Hii  who  made,  what  beauty  and  what  ;im 
Was  ever  like  to  Satan's  <    Would  the  hour 

In  which  he  feU  could  ever  he  torjiven  1 
The  wish  is  imjHoos :  but  oh  ye  1 
YeiundeslToy'd,bs  wam'd!  Eternity 

With  him,  or  with  his  God,  is  in  your  choiec 

The  Bugels,  from  his  further  snares  eiempt ; 
But  man  hath  listen'd  to  Ms  voice. 

The  serpent's  voice  less  subtle  than  her  hiss. 
Tho  snaho  but  vanqulsh'd  dust ;  but  shu  will  dr 
A  second  host  from  heaven,  to  break  IIe,iveti'B  1; 
Yet,  yet,  oh  fiy  I 


While  ye 

shall  fill  1 

iths 

ricks  tho  u 

perishable 

Whose  m 

our 

mmortahty 

si  (he 

sunwhirng 

Think  ho 

IT  your  es 

coce 

differeth  fro 
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InEiUbut  BuiTeringl  Why  partake 

The  Hgony  lo  which  ihey  must  he  heirs — 

And  reap'd  by  Death,  lord  of  Ihe  human  ami  1 
Even  had  iheh'  days  heen  left  to  toil  their  path 
Through  ticna  to  dust,  unahorten'd  by  God'a  wrath, 
Still  they  are  evil's  prey  and  smrow'a  spoil- 
Let  them  fly  1 
I  hear  ths  voice  which  sap  that  all  must  die. 
Sooner  than  our  whlte-benrded  patiiarchs  died ; 
And  that  on  high 
An  onean  is  prepared, 
While  from  betow 
The  deep  shall  rise  lo  meet  heaven's  overflow. 


and,  of  that 


«,ihfli 


■  one  hour  of  woe 


And,  vihea  the  fatal  waters  a 
Weep  for  the  mynads  who  can 
Ply,  seraphs !  to  your  own  eteri 


Oh,  my  heart!  niy  heart! 

Thy  prophecies  were  true. 
And  yet  thou  wart  so  happy  loo ! 
blow,  though  not  uidook'd  for,  falls  as  new ; 
But  yet  depart  I 

Ah,  why  1 

pangs  can  be  but  biief^  but  thine  would  be 
Ti  for  me. 
ju  deign'd 

)  spirits  who  have  not  disdain'd 
9,  Cometh  anguish  with  diagrace- 


Thou 


tyl  n 


Mav'st  sufler  more,  not  weeping :  then  forget 
Her  whom  the  surges  of  the  all-sUangling  deep 

Can  bring  no  pang  like  this.    Fly!  fly! 
B«Dg  gone,  't  will  be  less  iliflicult  to  die. 


Father!  and  thou,  archangel,  thou  t 
Surely  celestial  mercy  lurlis  below 

Let  them  not  meet  this  sea  without  a  shore. 
Save  in  our  ark,  or  let  me  be  no  more ! 

Peace,  child  of  passion,  peace ! 
If  not  within  thy  heart  yet  with  thy  tongue 

Do  God  no  wrong  1 
Live  as  he  wilb  it— die,  when  he  ordains, 
A  ri^teotts  death,  unlike  the  seed  of  Cain's. 

To  weary  Heaven's  ear  with  thy  selfish  plninl. 
Wouldst  thou  bate  God  commit  a  sin  for  thee? 
Such  would  it  be 
To  alter  his  intent 
For  a  mere  mortal  sorrow.    Be  a  man ! 
And  bear  what  Adam's  race  must  bear,  and  can. 

Ay,  father!  but  when  they  are  gone. 

Floating  upon  the  aiure  desert,  and 

And  dearer,  silent  friends  and  brethren,  all 

Who,who,ourIearE,ourBhrieks,shalUhenconmland? 
Can  we  in  desolation's  pence  have  rest} 
Oh,  God !  be  thou  a  god,  and  spare 
Yet  while  't  is  Ibne  I 
Renew  not  Adam's  fall: 


Whose  drops  shall  be  less  thick  than  would  their 
Were  graves  permitted  to  the  seed  of  Cain. 


iraphs !  these  mortals  speak  in  passion :  Ye, 


He  hath  said  it,  and  I  say.  Amen/ 
Again! 
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ver  round  the  mount^n,  y/tiera  before 
r  a  "hiw  "Ing,  wetted  by  the  wave, 


^here  thou  and  Anaii  shall  partake  <»ur 
And  if  Oiou  dost  not  woop  lor  thy  losj 
iir  rarr«t  heaven  shall  also  be  forgot. 


lel !  Uij  words  are  ivicked,  as  i 
llheneerorthbobutweBk:  tho 
iob  chased  the  firsi-horn  out  of 
Siill  Aasbes  m  the  angeUc  bands. 


His  Bla 
Ptocl^ma  earth's 

ring  disk  around, 

1st  of  Eunimcr  days  hath  shone  1 

Th 

clouds  return 

mto  the  hues  of  night, 

.S«v 

where  thair  i 

taien-colour'd  edges  BlreaJl 

Th 

verge  where  brighter  moms  were  wont  to  breal 

Andlol 

■I'h 

distant  thonde 

•s  harbinger,  appears  < 

lence,  away ! 

l,e^ 

veto  the  elem 

nts  tlieir  evi)  prey  [ 

Hf. 

rall-hallow'darkuprear. 

Its  safe 

and  wtecUess  sides. 

Enler  MarUds,  Ji^g  fur  refuge. 
Chtms  of  Morlali. 
lYcns  and  earth  are  muigling — God !  oh  I 


BStUI. 

Thy  son,  despit 
He  knows  not  what  he  says,  yet  Bfli 
With  sobs  tho  salt  foam  of  the  sv 

Nor  perish  like  Heaven's  cti'ldren 


{ExU  RAPii 

for  their  prey, 
the  word 


While  others,  fix'd  as  rocks,  a 

It  which  their  wrathfitl  vials 

«o  azure  more  shall  robe  the 

for  spangled  stars  be  glorious  X  death  hath 

n  the  sun's  place  a  pale  and  ghastly  glare 
Hath  wound  itself  around  the  dying  air. 


Came,  f 
To  whic 
To  turn 
The  shell, 


I  qui 


this  chaos-founded  pr 


iflhes. 


englh  and  Ihe  etemaJ  nujht  I 


IS  the  eagle's  nest 
-  Its  mother's. — Let  ^e  coming  chaos  chafe 
With  all  ils  elements !     Heed  not  [heir  din  ! 

brighter  worM  than  this,  nhero  thou  sbaJl  breai 
Ethereal  bfe,  will  wo  explore : 

la  darlien'd  clotids  are  not  the  only  skies. 
[AmiEi.  and  Samiasa  Jly  iff,  imd  disnj 
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They  are  gnne !  Theybave  diEappear'd  ainidst  the  r 
Of  Iha  forsaken  world ;  and  neyer  more,. 
Whether  Ihey  live,  or  die  wilh  all  earth'a  life. 

Chorus  af  Mortals. 
Oh  son  of  Noalil  merey  oa  t}iy  kind  ! 
What,  wltt  Ihou  leare  us  ail— all— aU  behind  1 
WbUe  eafe  amidst  the  elemental  strife, 
ThouBil^at  within  :hy  guarded  ark? 

A  hotheh  [<a^mg  ke,  in/mi  to  JiFHET). 
Uh  let  this  child  embark  I 
1  brought  him  forlli  in  woe, 

But  thought  it  joy 


Whyw 

she  born 

What  hath  he  don 

Myun«f 

e<m'i  son 

To  move  J 

:iQ.ah's  w 

athorso 

■n? 

Wh 

tiflth 

Bill!  of  mj 

ne,  that  de 

Sho 

Id  stir 

My  boy. 

andesrlh 

uptodestr 

And 

roUth 

rWsplac 

d  breath? 

Wei 


ChoTos  i.f  Mortals. 


1  expire 


trhv  should  o\u-  hynms  be  rused,  our  knees  be 

Beiore  the  implacable  Omnipotent, 

flhice  we  must  fall  the  sam<i  ? 

If  He  halh  made  earth,  let  it  be  His  ahame, 

The  loathsome  waters  in  their  rage ! 

The  forest's  tieee  (eoeval  wilh  the  hour 
When  parodiao  upeprung. 

Ere  Eve  gave  Adam  knowledge  for  her  dowe 
Or  Adam  his  first  hymn  of  slavery  sung), 

8o  massy,  vast,  yet  green  in  their  old  age, 
Are  overtopp'd,  " 

Thoir  summer  blossoms  by  the  surges  lopn'il, 
Which  rise,  and  rise,  and  rise. 
Viunly  we  look  up  to  the  louring  skit.— 

They  meet  the  seas, 

Ply,  son  of  Nooh,  fly,  and  take  ibine  eose 
In  Ibine  allotted  ocean-lent; 
Awl  new  all  flouitig  o'er  (he  element. 


Who  dia  in  the  Lord ! 
And  liiough  the  wators  bo  o'er  earth  outspread, 
Tet,  as  His  word. 
Be  the  decree  adored  1 
e  gave  me  life— He  taketh  but 
The  breath  which  is  His  own : 
And  though  these  eyes  should  be  for  ever  shut. 
Nor  longer  this  weak  voice  before  His  throne 

Still  blessed  be  the  I^rd, 
For  what  is  past, 
For  that  which  is  r 
For  all  are  His, 
From  first  to  last- 
Time— spaoe^eternity—hfe— death- 
He  made,  and  can  unmake ; 

i  shall  I,  for  a  lilile  gasp  of  breath, 
heme  and  groan? 

Kor  quiver,  though  the  universe  may  quake ! 
Chorus  of  Mortals. 
Where  shall  we  fly? 

To  meet  the  ocean,  which,  advancing  siiU, 
Iready  grasps  each  drowning  hill. 
Nor  leaves  an  unsearsh'd  eave. 

EMer  a  Woman. 


Oh,  save  me,  save! 

My  father  and  my  father's  tent. 

My  brethren  and  my  brethren's  herds. 

And  sent  forth  evening  songs  from  sweetest 
Tiie  bttie  rivulet  which  frcahen'd  all 


Nom. 


cs  greeu; 


When  to  the  mountain  clilT  I  climb'd  thia  n 
I  tum'd  to  bless  the  spot, 

Why  was  I  born  ? 

To  die :  in  youth  to  die ; 
And  happier  in  t!iai  doom, 
Thau  to  behold  the  universal  tomb 
Which  I 

Am  thus  londsmn'd  to  weep  above  in  v^n. 

Why,  when  all  perish,  why  must  I  remain  1 

[  The  Waters  rise  t  Men  j?y  in  n^r 

_ — _..  _^^  aoptaket  hif  Ih^  vjrtvet  " 


of  Mortals  tH^eraei  in  searcA  of  aafOs  up  (ht 
utiule  the  Atk  ftordA  towitrda  him  m  tlte  di^- 
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I.ADv !  if  for  tJie  cold  and  cloudy  oliim 
Where  I  was  bom,  but  where  I  woul 
Of  iha  great  poel-siro  of  llaly 
I  ilate  to  build  tha  inutdtive  rliyme, 
Hirsll  Bunlc  copy  of  Ihe  Soutli'B  sublit 


Spaliest;  andforUi 

Arc  one  j  but  only  in  I 

Such  Bouuda  are  utti 


id  be  oboy'd 
charms  dispiayM, 


eMile — the  tomb  of  tha  poet  forming 
pal  objects  of  interest  in  that  dly, 
and  lo  the  stranger. 

"On  this  luntl  spate,"  and  the  ri 
following  four  cantos,  in  lerza  rima,  ; 
reader.  If  thev 


V  offered 


toLtsnaturalconchisionmthe  presentBge.  Thereader 
is  requested  to  suppose  that  Dante  addr^ses  him  in 

media  and  his  death,  and  shortly  before  the  latter  event, 
foretelling  the  fortunes  of  Italy  in  general  in  the  ensu- 
ing centuries.  In  adopting  this  plan,  I  have  had  m  my 
mind  the  Cassandra  of  Lycophton,  and  the  Prophecy 
of  NereuB  by  Horace,  as  wcU  as  the  Prophecies  of 
Holy  Wril.  The  measure  adf^ted  is  the  teraa  rima  of 
Dante,  which  t  am  not  aware  to  have  seen  hkherto 
tried  in  our  language,  except  it  may  be  by  Mr.  Hayley, 
cf  whose  translation  I  never  saiv  but  one  BitracI, 
quoted  in  the  notes  of  Ca&fb  Vathek;  so  that— if  I 

experiment.  TTie  cantos  a«  abort,  and  about  the  sai 


1y  isken  in 


'Ut  day,  it  is  difTiculr  f 
I,  see'  the  fourth  can 


tional  t< 


should 


chance  to  undergo  tht 
Italian  reader  to  remember,  that  when  I  have  failed  in 
the  imilalion  of  his  great  "Padre  Alighler,"  I  have 
f^led  in  imitating  that  winch  ^1  study  and  few  undei- 
Btand,  Bmce  to  thb  very  day  it  is  not  yet  settled  what 
was  the  meaning  of  the  aUegory  in  the  first  canto  of 
the  Inferno,  unless  Count  Marchetti's  ingenious  and 
probable  conjecture  may  he  considered  as  having  de- 
He  may  also  pardon  my  fejlure  Ihi 


ouia  b 


pleased  w 


particularly  jealous  of  all  that  is  left  them  aE 
1 — thar  literature ;  and,  in  the  present  UtteroesB  of 
classic  and  romantjc  war,  are  but  ill  disposed  to 
mit  a  foreigner  even  to  approve  or  imitate  them,  mith- 
finding  some  fault  with  his  ultramontajie  presumji- 
I.  I  can  easily  enter  into  all  this,  knowing  what 
thought  in  England  of  an  Itahan  imitator  of 
Lllon,  or  if  a  trauBlation  of  ^'fond,  or  I^demonte,  or 
ici,  should  be  held  up  to  tht  ri^ng  generatjon,  as  a 
idelfor  their  Jiiture  poetical  "ssays.  But  I  perceivti 
itlamdeviatingintoanaddtrBstothe  Italian  readei, 
len  my  busbiesB  is  with  the  E  1ghsh  one,  and,  be  they 


muld 
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So  long  that 't  was  forgotlon ;  and 

The  weight  of  ctay  again, — loo  soo 

Of  the  immortd  vision  which  could  h 

My  earthly  sorrows,  and  lo  God's  < 

from  that  deep  gulf  wiihoui 


Where 


with  the  i 


lopeless  bale ;  a 
Vt  lesser  torment,  whence  men  ma. 

Pure  from  tho  fire  lo  join  the  angehc  • 
'Midst  whom  my  own  blight  Bealr 
My  spirit  mth  her  light ;  and  to  ihi 

Of  the  Eternal  Triad  r  first,  last,  besi 
Mysterious,  three,  sole,  infinite,  grt 
Soului 


Unblf 


;d  by  the  gloiy,  though  he  trod 

from  star  lo  star  to  reach  tho  almighly  tli 

Oh  Bealrice  i  whose  sw^^t  Umbs  a,e  sod 
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_iu[i  seraph  of  my  earliest  love, 

That  nought  on  earth  could  more  mj  bosom  move, 
And  meeting  thee  in  heaven  was  but  to  meet 
That  without  which  m;  soul,  hks  the  utdess  dove, 

Had  ^saniter'd  still  in  Bewch  of,  not  bet  feet 
Hi'liered  her  wmg  till  found ;  without  thy  light 
My  paradise  had  still  been  incomplete.' 

Since  my  tenth  sun  gase  summet  to  my  sight 
Thou  wort  my  life,  the  fssence  oT  my  thought. 
Loved  ere  I  knew  the  name  of  love,  and  bright 

SliJI  in  these  dim  old  eyes,  now  overwrought 
W~ith  tho  worid's  war,  and  yeirs,  and  haniahmeot. 
And  tears  for  thee,  by  other  woes  untaught ; 

For  mine  is  not  a  nature  to  be  bent 
By  tyrannous  faction,  and  Iho  litawluig  crowd ; 
And  though  ths  long,  long  conflict  hath  been  spent 

In  vain,  and  never  more,  save  when  the  cloud 
Which  overhangs  the  Apennine,  my  mind's  ey9 
Pierces  to  fancy  Florence,  once  so  proad 

or  me,  can  I  return,  thou^  hut  to  die. 
Unto  my  nadve  soil,  they  have  not  yet 

Ilul  ths  sun,  though  not  overcast,  must  set, 
And  ine  niglit  cometh ;  I  ani  old  in  days. 
And  deeds,  and  contemplation,  and  iiave  met 

The  world  halh  loft  me,  what  it  found  me— pure, 
And  if  I  have  not  gather'd  yei  its  praise, 
I  sought  it  not  by  any  baser  lure  j 
Man  wrongs,  and  Time  avenges,  and  mj  name 
May  form 


riiou 


unbilion'3  end  <t 


To  add  W  the  v 
110  dabble  in  the  pettiness  of  fame, 
mahe  men's  fickle  b^alh  the  wind  that  blows 
heir  sail,  and  deem  it  glory  to  he  class'd 


Oh  Florence !  Florence '.  unto  me  ihou  wb: 
Like  that  Jerusalem  which  the  Almighty  He 
WeptovH:  ■■■       


Gathen 


s  young, 


»ould  hi 


I  thee 


eath  a  parent  pinion,  hadst  ih 
My  voice ;  but  as  tho  adder,  iTeaf  and  fierce. 
Against  the  breast  that  r^erish'd  thee  was  slirr'd 
Thy  venran,  and  my  stale  thou  didst  amerce, 
4nd  doom  this  body  Ibrfeit  to  the  fire. 

I'o  him  who/or  that  country  would  expire. 

And  loves  her,  loves  her  even  in  her  ire. 

Tlie  day  may  come  when  she  will  cease  to  err, 
The  day  may  come  she  would  be  proud  to  have 
The  dust  she  dooms  to  scatter,'  and  transfer 

or  hirn,  whom  she  denied  a  home,  (he  grave. 
But  this  shall  not  be.granted ;  let  my  dust 
Lib  where  it  fells ;  nor  shall  the  soil  whktl  gave 

Me  bioath,  but  in  her  sudden  fm-y  thrust 

i!y  indignant  hones,  because  her  angry  gust 
Knraooth  is  over,  and  repcalM  her  doom.    ■ 

And  "hail  not  have  what  is  not  hers — my  tomb. 


Too  long  h 

cr  armed  wrath  halh  kept  aloof 

Thebre 

St  wWch  would  have  Med  for  her. 

That  be 

The  man  « 

ho  fought,  toii'd,  iravell'd,  and  e 

Of  at™ 

cifiien  folfiU'd,  and  saw 

For  his 

eward  the  GuelPs  ascendant  art 

Pass  his  destruction  eVHI  into  a  law. 

These  thin 

shall  be  forgoUen  first;  too  raw 

The  woun 

,  too  deep  the  wrong,  and  Ibe  dis 

Of  such 

endurance  too  prolons'd,  to  make 

My  pardon  greater,  her  injustice  Jess, 

Though  la 

8  repented ;  yet— yet  for  her  sak 

I  feel  so. 

ne  fender  yearnings,  and  for  thine 

My  own 

Vengeance 

upon  the  land  which  once  was  m 

And  still 

is  haUowed  by  thy  dust's  return. 

Which 

lould  protect  the  murderess  like  a 

Though 

Wke  oW  Marius  from  Mintumie's 

And  Canhage'  rums,  my  lone  breast  may 

At  tunes  w 

th  evil  feeUngs  hot  and  harsh. 

etimes  the  last  pangs  of  a  vile  foe 

Writhe 

n  a  dream  before  me,  and  o'cr-ar 

My  brow 

ith  hopes  of  triumph,— let  them 

Stichan 

Wholo 

g  have  suFir'd  more  thui  mortal 

But  on  the  pillow  of  Revenge — Revenge, 

Who  sleeps  io  dream  of  blood,  and  wakmg  glows 

With  the  oft-baffled,  slakeless  thirst  of  change. 
When  we  shall  mount  again,  Md  they  that  Itod 
Be  trampled  on,  while  Death  and  At^  range 

O'er  humbled  hclids  and  sever'd  necks— Great  God 
Take  these  thoughts  from  ni»— to  thy  hands  I  jicl 
S,  and  thuie  almighty  rod 


Will  fall 


Is  thou  hast 


lield! 


In  turbulent  cities,  and  the  tented  ^ald — . 
In  Knl,  and  many  troubles  borne  in  vain 

For  Florence— I  j^ipeal  from  her  to  Thee  < 

Thee,  whom  I  late  saw  in  thy  lol\ieal  reign. 
Even  in  that  glorious  vision,  which  to  see 

And  hve  was  never  granted  until  now, 

And  jet  thou  hast  permitted  this  to  me. 
Alas  I  with  what  a  weight  upon  my  brow 

The  saisa  of  earth  and  earthly  things  comes  back. 

Corrosive  passions,  feelings  dull  and  low, 
The(  heart's  quidi  throb  upon  the  mental  rack. 

Long  day,  or-i  dreary  night ;  the  retrospect 

Of  half  a  century  bloody  and  blaclr. 
And  the  frail  few  years  I  may  yet  espoct 

Hoary  and  hopeless,  but  less  hard  to  beiir ; 

For  1  have  been  too  long  and  deeply  wrack'd 
On  the  lone  rock  of  desolate  despair 

To  hit  my  eyes  more  to  the  pnsdng  sail 

~ "       horrible  and  bare ; 


■envy  I 


iioe-.-for  who  ^vould  h( 
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And  pilgiims  itonie  from  clinieB  where  they  ha- 

And  wasting  homage  o^et  the  autlen  stone 
Spread  Ws  -by  him  unheard,  unheeded — fam 

Is  nothing  ;  but  to  wither  liiiis — to  time 
Ftlj  mind  dowu  from  its  own  infinity— 
To  live  in  narrow  ways  with  liitla  man. 


Whic 


Without  **  power  that  makes  i 
'aft  him  where  the  Apeon 


0(.A      .  . 

Within  my  all-inffitorable  town. 
Where  yet  my  boys  are,  and  that  fatal  she,* 
Their  mother,  the  cold  partner  who  hath  brought 
Destruction  for  a  dowry — this  to  see 

ought,— 


■eof  m 


When 


CANTO  n. 

t  of  the  fervrnt  days  of  old, 


thought    . 
Raso'd  o'er  the  fiiture,  bidding  men  behold 

Their  children's  chOdren's  doom  ahendy  brouj 
Forth  from  the  abyss  of  ijme  which  is  to  be 
The  chaos  of  events,  where  lie  hnlf-wrough 

8  hapes  that  must  undergo  mortality ; 
What  the  great  seers  of  Israel  wore  within, 
That  spirit  was  on  Ihem,  and  is  on  me. 

And  if,  Cassandra-like,  amidst  the  dm 

This  voice  from  out  the  wilderness,  the  sin 
Be  theirs,  and  my  own  feelings  be  my  meed. 

Hast  thou  not  bled  ?  and  hast  thoii  still  to  bl 
[tiliaJ  Ah!  lo  me  soeh  things,  foreshown 
With  dim  sepulchral  light,  bid  mO  forg^  t 

We  can  have  but  one  counUy,  and  even  vet 
Thou.'rt  mine— my  bones  shall  be  wit  in  th 
j|  ivjthin  thy  language, ' 


With 


The  chieflesB  army  of  the  dead 

rJ,  as  brilliant  as  thy  skies, 

Beneath  the  tiaitor  prmce'a  bi." 

et's  proudest  dream, 

Hath  left  its  leader's  ashes  at  the 

El^opa'snightmgaleofsong; 

Had  but  llie  royal  rebel  hveo,  p 

lent  speech  to  thine  shall  seem 

Thou  hadst  been  spared,  but  hii 

ner  l»rdS,  and  every  tongue 

Oh!  Rome,  the  spoiler  of  the  spo: 

ba-ism  when  compared  with  tbine. 

From  Brennus  W  the  Bourbon, 

Float  from  elernilj  into  these  eyes ; 

The  unborn  earthquake  yet  is  in  Ibe  womb. 
The  bloody  chaos  yet  eJtpects  creation. 

The  elements  await  but  for  the  word, 

^'Let  there  l>e  darkness!"  and  thou  grow'st a  lon.i 

cs  1  thou,  so  beautiful,  shall  feel  the  sword. 

Thou,  Italy!  so  feir  thai  paradise, 

"     ■      '  *     ■     I,  Wooms  forth  to  man  restored : 


Ah! 


Thou, 


seplea, 


m  Gelds, 


And  Ibrm'd  the  etc 
From  spoils  of  kings  whom  freenwn  overthrew ; 
irth- place  of  heroes,  sanctuary  of  saints. 
Where  earthly  first,  tlien  heavenly  glory  made 
Her  home ;  thou,  all  which  fondest  fancy  paints, 
nd  tlnds  her  prior  vision  but  portray'd 
In  feeble  colours,  when  tlie  eye— from  the  Alp 
Of  horrid  show,  and  rock  and  shaggy  shade 
0  f  desert-loving  pine,  whose  emerald  scalp 


Nodi 


0  the  St, 


,anddt 


The  more  approach'd,  and  dearest  were  they  free, 
Thou— thou  must  wither  to  each  tyrant's  will ; 

The  Goth  hath  been,— the  German,  Frank,  and  Hur . 

Are  yet  to  come, — and  on  th$  Imperial  hill 
R!iin,  ah-eady  proud  of  the  deeds  done 

By  the  old  barbarians,  there  awaits  the  new, 
the  Palatine 


sr  feet  111 


.bleeding; 


d  the  hue 


Troubles  the  dc 

Of  T^er,  thick  with  dead;  the  helpless  priest. 
And  still  m«e  helpless  nor  less  holy  daughter, 

Vow'd  to  their  god,  have  shrieking  fled,  and  ceased 
Their  muiistry :  t!ie  nations  lakn  thou  prey, 
Ibcnan,  Almaui,  Lombard,  and  the  beast 

And  liird,  wolf,  vuhurc,  more  humane  than  they 
Are ;  these  but  gorge  t.'ie  flfSih  and  lap  the  gore 
Of  the  deported,  and  llicn  go  their  way  ; 

~       '  '     "  'ages,  esploro 


All  paths  c 


With  Ugolino  hunger  pro^ 
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Crush  ihem,  ye  rocks !  flaods,  whelm  theini  and  fo 
EYtrl 

Why  sleep  the  idle  avalanelies  so, 
To  topple  on  the  lonely  pilgrim's  head  7 
Why  doUt  Eridanua  but  overflow 

The  peasant's  harvest  from  his  turbid  bed  ? 
Were  not  eiich  bsrhatous  hnrde  a  nobler  prey  J 
Over  Cambyses'  host  the  desert  spread 

Hsr  Bandy  ocean,  and  the  ses-waves'  sway 
RolI'd  o'et  Pharaoh  and  his  thousands, — why, 
Mountams  ani!  waters,  do  ye  not  as  Ihey? 

And  yoi!,  ye  men  1  Bomans,  who  dare  not  die. 
Sons  of  the  conquerors  who  overthrew 
Those  who  o'erUirew  ptoud  Xeties,  whore  yet  lie 

The  dead  whose  tomb  oblivion  never  knew, 
Are  the  Alps  weaker  tlian  Thermopyls  7 
Thdr  pasaoB  more  alluring  to  the  view 

Of  an  invader  ?  is  it  they,  or  ya 
That  to  each  host  the  nlounlain-gate  unbar. 
And  leave  the  trnrch  in  peace,  the  passage  free  1 

Why,  Nature's  self  detains  the  victor's  car. 

Could  be  30 :  but  alone  she  will  not  war. 
Vet  aids  the  warrior  worthy  of  his  birth, 
In  a  soil  where  the  mothers  bring  forrh  men  1 

Of  the  poor  reptile  which  preserves  Its  sting 

The  hearts  of  those  within  are  quivering. 

Are  ye  not  brave  7  Yes,  yet  the  Ausonian  soil 


To  thee,  my  coimtry ! 
I  loved  and  love,  devote  the  mournful  lyra 
And  melancholy  ^fl  lugh  powers  allow 
'o  read  the  fiiUire ;  and  if  now  my  fire 

I  but  foretell  (hy  ibrtones— then  expire ; 

A  spirit  forces  me  to  see  and  speak. 
And  for  my  guerdon  grants  not  to  survive ; 
My  heart  shall  be  pour'd  over  thco 


■nbeaufef 


Ul  the  E 


sland! 


™  6f.thy  ov 
When 'there  is  but  required  a  single  blow 

To  break  the  chain,  yet — yet  the  avenger  sl'jps, 
And  doubt  and  discord  slop  'twixt  thine  and  the 
And  Join  Ihrar  strength  to  that  which  with  thee  eg 

What  is  there  wanting  then  to  set  thee  free, 
And  show  thy  beauty  in  its  fidleat  light  7 
To  mako  the  Alps  impassable  ^  and  we. 

Her  sons,  may  do  this  with  one  deed Unito ! 


CANTO  111. 

f  KOM  out  the  mass  of  never-dying  ill, 

Viols  of  wrath  but  emptied  to  refill 

A  lid  Bow  again,  I  cannot  all  record 

rhat  crowds  on  my  prophciic  eye ;  Uie  earth 

And  ocean  written  o'er  would  not  afford 

S|«oe  for  the  annai,  yet  it  shall  go  forth ; 

V.3,  all,  though  not  by  hmnan  pen,  is  graven 

lirth. 

The  bl"ody  scroll  of  our  millennial  wrongs 

Waves,  and  the  echo  of  our  groans  Is  driven 

ai^wari  the  soimd  of  archangeUe  songs. 

And  Italy,  the  martyr'd  nation 


oices,  touch  the  Almighty  Mind. 
1,  humblest  of  thy  sons,  and  of 
St  by  immortality  refined 


eathis 


Yet  for  a  momen 
Thy  sable  web  o 
Iverthe^eamsth 
A  softer  glimpse 


Andn 


mym 


me  take, 
rart  Ihy  gloom, 
shine  through  Ihy  nigh, 
-e  Ihy  tomb 
ilptured  beauty,  which  death  cannot  blight; 
id  from  thine  ashes  boundless  spirits  rise 
I  give  thee  honour  and  the  earth  delight ; 
Thy  edU  shall  slill  be  pregnant  with  the  wise, 
The  gay,  the  leam'd,  the  generous,  an4  the  brave. 

Conquerors  on  fonagn  shores  and  the  far  wave,' 
Discoverers  of  new  worlds,  vhich  lake  their  name  :■■ 
For  Ihee  alooe  Ihey  have  no  arm  to  save, 
Lpd  all  thy  recompense  is  in  their  fame, 

/  A  noble  one  to  them,  but  not  lo  thee— 

/  Sballthey  be  gloiious,  and  thou  still  the  snme? 

Oh  J  more  than  these  illustrious  far  shall  be 


And  Si 


changed  and  > 


And  the  sweet  sun  replenishing  thy  mom, 
Thy  moral  mom,  too  long  with  clouds  defaced 
And  noxious  vapours  from  Avernus  nseo. 
Such  as  all  they  must  breathe  who  are  debased 

Yet  through  this  centuried  eclipse  of  woe 

Some  voices  shall  be  heard,  sjid  earth  shall  listen , 

Andmake  it  broader;  the  same  brilliant  sky 
Which  cheers  the  birds  to  song  shall  bid  them  gioiv 

Tuneful  shall  be  their  numbers :  Ihey  shall  sing 
Many  of  love,  and  somejjf  Uberty; 
iut  few  shall  soar  upon  that  eagle's  wing. 
And  look  in  the  sun's  faca  with  eagle's  gaze 
AU  free  and  fearless  as  the  feathered  king. 

Sublime  shall  lavish'd  be  on  some  small  prince 
In  all  the  prodigality  of;  praise  I 
Lnd  language,  eloquently  fal^,  evince 
The  harlotry  of  genius,  wWch,  like  beauty. 
Too  oft  forgets  i(s  own  scfceverence, 
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A  captive  ?cc3  his  half  of  manhood 

Tho  soul^s  emaaoulatioD  eaddena  all 

His  Epirit ;  thus  Ihe  bard  loo  near  Ihe 

Quails  Irom  his  inspiration,  bound  lo 


Andi 


iught  » 


lyal  le 


Or  forcB  Of  forge  fit  wgument  of  song  [ 
Thus  IrammBU'd,  thus  condemn'il  lo  flatter7's  treble 
He  tidls  through  all,  stjll  tfembiiug  to  be  wrong  t 

For  fear  some  noble  tboughls,  Uke  heavenly  reb*ds, 
Should  rise  up  in  high  treason  to  his  brain. 
He  sings,  as  the  Athenian  spoke,  with  pebbles 

In  ^s  mouth,  lest  truth  should  stammer  through  his  sttaii 
But  out  of  (he  long  file  of  soonetteers 
There  shall  he  soma  who  will  not  ang  m  rain. 

And  love  shaU  be  his  torment ;  but  his  grief 
Shall  make  an  immortaJity  of  teais, 
And  Italy  shaU  haU  him  as  the  chief 


Of  fi-eedom  wreathe  hun  «ilh  as  greon  a  leaf. 

Back  to  Ihwr  native  mansion,  soon  they  find 

But  in  a  further  age  shall  rise  along 

Earth's  mist  with  Iheir  pure  pinions  not  agree. 

The  banla  of  Po  two  greater  still  than  he ; 

And  die,  or  are  degraded,  for  tho  mind 

The  world  which  smiled  on  him  shaU  do  ibem  wrong 

Succumbs  to  long  infection,  and  despair. 

Till  Ihey  are  ashes  and  repose  with  me. 

And  vulture  passions,  flying  close  behuid. 

The  first  will  make  on  epoch  with  his  lyre, 

AwMt  tho  moment  lo  assail  and  tear ; 

And  iill  the  earth  with  feats  of  chivalry : 

And  when  at  length  tho  wmged  wanderers  stoop 

His  fancy  like  a  ramhow,  and  his  fire 

Then  is  the  prey-birds'  triumph,  then  they  share 

Like  that  of  heaven,  immortal,  ajid  his  thought 

The  spoil,  o'erpower'd  at  length  by  one  fell  swoop. 

Borne  onwei^  wifb  a  wmg  that  cannot  ^re ; 

Yet  some  have  been  untouch'd,  who  leam'd  to  be 

Pleasure  shall,  hke  a  butterfly  new  caught, 

Some  whom  no  power  could  ever  force  lo  droop. 

Flutter  her  lovely  pinions  o'er  his  thome. 

Who  could  resist  themselves  even,  hardest  oaro ! 

And  art  itself  seem  mto  nature  wrought 

And  (ask  most  hopeless  j  but  some  such  have  he 

And  if  my  name  amongst  the  number  were. 

The  second,  of  n  tenderer,  sadder  mood. 

That  destiny  austere,  and  yet  serene. 

Shall  pour  his  soul  out  o'er  Jerusalem ; 

Were  prouder  than  more  daiding  lame  unbleat ; 

He,  too,  shall  sing  of  arms,  and  ChrisUaii  blood 

The  Alp's  snow  summit  nearer  heaven  is  seen 

Shed  where  Christ  bled  for  man  i  and  his  high  harp 

Than  the  volcano's  fierce  erupUvo  crest, 

Shall,  by  the  willow  over  Jordan's  flood. 

Whose  splendour  from  Ihe  black  abyss  is  fimig. 

Revive  a  song  of  Sion,  and  the  sharp 

Wh.Ie  Uie  scorch'd  mountahi,  from  whoso  bun 

Conflict,  and  final  triumph  of  the  brave 

breast 

And  pious,  and  the  strife  of  hell  to  warp 

A  temporary  torturing  flame  is  wrung. 

Their  hearts  from  thdr  groat  purpose,  until  wove 

Shines  for  a  night  of  terror,  then  repels 

The  red-cross  banners  where  the  first  red  cross 

Its  fire  back  to  the  hell  from  whence  it  sprung, 

Was  crimson'd  fr«n  his  veins  who  died  to  save, 

The  lieU  which  m  its  entrails  ever  dwells. 

SbaJl  be  his  sacred  argument ;  the  loss 

Of  years,  of  favour,  freedom,  even  of  &me 

Contested  for  a  tune,  while  the  smooth  sloss 

CANTO  IV. 

Of  courts  would  slide 

o'er  liis  to 

gotten 

And  call 

anlivity  a 

kmdneaa 

To  shield  him  fi-om 

msDJiity  0 

r  shame 

Such  shall  be  his  mee 

whow 

TobeCh 

ist'9  liun 

Florence  < 

but  death 

orbanif 

Ferrarabhn 

a  pif-anc 

and  ace 

, 

ess  deser 

vert,  for 

Had  stun 

lh..fact 

Butthii-mee 

:^«i,w 

lo  with  a 

jver's 

WillVj«i 

n*Hihai 

andw 

loe...P^ 

.  ..dihis 

Lclestial 

flattery 

Perhaps  he  'U  ioi«,--arid  is  no 
'orture  enough  without  a  living 
Yet  i(  will  be  so— he  and  his  . 
The  Bard  of  Chivalry,  will  bo 


With 


Health  of  a  geni 
■     ountryared 


Through  her  olympiads  two  sui^  names,  though  oi 

Of  hers  be  mighty ;— and  is  this  the  whole 

f  such  men's  destmy  beneath  the  sun  ? 

Must  all  the  liner  thoughts,  the  thrilling  sense, 

The  electric  Mood  with  which  their  arteries  run. 

Their  body's  sdf-tum'd  soul  whh  the  intense 
Peeluig  of  (hat  vvhioh  is,  and  fancy  of 
That  which  should  be,  to  such  a  recompense 

Conduct  1  shaU  their  bright  plumage  on  the  rough 
Storm  be  still  scatter'd  7  Yes,  and  it  must  be. 
For,  form'd  of  far  too  penetrable  stuff. 

These  birds  of  paradise  hut  long  to  flee 


They  felt,  audio 

i-ed,  and  died. 

heir  thoughts  to 

[Jnlaurell'd  upon 

earth,  but  larn 

lian  those  who  ar 

degraded  by 
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Who,  haviug  lavish'd  his  high  gill  in  rain, 

Lies  chainM  to  hia  lone  rocb  bj  the  sea-shore  I 

So  be  it  i  we  can  bear— But  thus  all  they. 

Which  sdn  recoils  froni  its  encumhermg  day. 
Or  lightens  it  to  spirit,  whatsoever 
The  foni      


i  the -kindled  m 


rble's 


Mora  poesy  upon 
Than  aught  less  than 
One  noble  sltoke  mlh  a 
Or  deify  the  canias  till  it 
WiUi  becutj  so  Burpaaaing 
0  idols  s 


Break  no  conunaiidment,  for  high  hi^ven  is  there 
Transfused,  transtigurated ;  and  the  line 

Of  poesy  which  peoples  but  the  air 
With  thought  and  b«ngs  of  our  thought  reflected, 
Can  do  no  more :  then  let  the  artist  share 

The  palm,  he  shares  the  petti,  and  dejected 
F^ts  o'er  lire  labour  imapproveLl— Alas  ] 
Despair  and  genius  are  too  oil  connected. 

Within  the  ages  which  before  me  pass. 
Art  shall  resume  and  equal  even  the  sway 
Which  with  Apolles  and  old  Phidias 

She  held  in  Hellas^  imibrgotten  day. 
Ye  shall  be  taught  by  nun  to  revive 
The  Grecian  forms  at  least  from  their  decay. 

And  Roman  souls  at  last  again  shall  hve 
In  Roman  works  wrought  by  Italian  hands. 
And  temples  loftier  than  the  old  temples,  give 

Ke«  wonders  to  the  world ;  and  while  still  stands 
The  austere  Pantheon,  mto  heaven  shall  soar 
A  dome,"  its  image,  while  the  base  &q>ands 

Into  a  fane  surpassmg  all  before, 
'  Such  as  all  flesh  shall  flock  to  kneel  in:  ne'er 
Such  »£ht  bath  been  unfolded  by  a  door 

As  this,  to  which  all  nations  shall  repair. 
And  lay  their  sins  at  this  huge  gate  of  heaven. 

The  dating  charge  to  rmse  it  shall  bo  given. 
Whom  ail  arts  shall  acknowledge  as  th«r  lord, 
Whether  into  t)ie  marble  chaos  driven 

His  chisel  bid  the  Hebrew,"  at  whose  word 
Israel  left  Egypt,  stop  the  waves  in  stone. 
Or  hues  of  hell  be  by  his  pencil  pourM 

Over  the  daron'd  before  tho  Judgment  throne," 
Such  as  I  saw  them,  such  as  all  shall  see, 
Or  fanes  be  built  of  grandeur  yet  unlmown. 

The  stream  of  his  great  thoughts  shall  spring  from  me,' 
rhe  Ghibelline,  who  (raveraed  the  three  realms 
Which  form  the  er 

4iiud3tlhe  clash  of  i 
Tho  age  whic 


Wafiing  its  naUve  incense  through  the  g 
'    "  pause  amid  their  sport  of 
1  hour  from  blood,  to  turn  1 


pell'd  lo 


On  canvas  o, 
AU  beauty  upoi 

Shall  leel  the  power  of  that  which  they 
gratitude  shall  rejs< 
To  tyrants  who  but  take  her  ior  a  toy 

Emblem        '  .         .  .. 


Herchari 


To  sen  hi 


pontic  pi 


s,  and  hi! 


Who  toils  for  nations  may  be  poor  indeed. 

Than  the  gilt  chamberiaUi,  who,  eloihed  and  fe 

Stands  sleek  and  slavish  bowing  at  his  door. 

Ob,  Power  that  rvlest  rjid  inspirest  I  how 

Is  it  that  they  on  eavtTi,^whosa  earthly  power 

Is  likest  thine  in  heaven  in  outward  show, 

least  like  to  thee  m  aiiribules  divine. 


Trea. 


nthei 


.tormty. 
d  clang  of  he 
ich  1  anticipate,  no  less 
age  of  beauly,  and  while  wh 
Calamity  the  nations  with  distress, 
Tho  genius  of  my  country  shall  arise, 
A  cedar  towering  o'er  tlie  wilderness, 

Fra^arU  as  fair,  and  recognised  alar, 


Andthei 
Whose  inspiration 


IS  thai 


le? 


Or  step  to  grandeur  through  the  paths  c 

And  wear  a  deeper  brand  and  gaudier  chai 
Or  if  their  destiny  he  borne  aloof 
From  lowhness,  or  tempted  thence  in  va 

In  then-  own  souls  sustain  a  harder  proof. 
The  inner  war  of  passions  deep  and  fieri 
Florencel  when  thy  harsh  sentence  raze 

I  loved  thee,  but  the  vengeance  of  my  vori 
The  hate  of  injuries,  which  ever;  year 
Makes  greater  and  accumulates  my  curs 

Shall  hve,  outliving  aU  thou  boldest  iest, 
Thy  pride,  thy  wealth,  thy  freedom,  and 
The  most  infernal  of  all  enis  here. 

The  sway  of  petty  tyrants  in  a  slate ; 
"  >r  such  sway  is  not  limited  to  kings, 
id  demagogues  yield  to  them  but  in  dL 


The  facdon . 

And  the  worst 

Florencel  » 


Which  shut  him  from  the  sole  small  spot  of  et 
ountry's,  and  might  die  whore  he  had  birtl 


Florer 


To  fcmdred  spirits,  Uiou  wilt  feel  my  worti 

The  ashes  thou  shalt  ne'er  obttdn.— Alas 
"What  have  1  done  to  ibee,  my  people?'' 
Are  all  thy  di 


Thehii 


<«f  m 
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BehaMlDg,  with  the  dark  eye  of  a  seer, 

The  evil  days  to  gifted  souls  foreshown, 

Foreielling  them  tu  those  who  »1U  not  hear. 


Aristotle,  are  not  ihe  most  felicilous.  TuU/a  Terentia, 
id  Socrates'  Xaniippe,  by  no  aieans  contributed  to 

their  husliands'  happinasis,  whalever  ihey  might  -io  lo 
air  philosophy — Caio  gave  away  his  wife — of  Varro's 
i  know  nothing — and  of  Seneca^s,  only  (hat  she  \sas 

id  years  afterwards.  But,  says  Lionardo,  "  L^EOmo 
jnimale  ciinle,  secondo  place  a  tutii  i  BI0B06."  And 
ence  concludes  thai  the  greatest  proof  of  the  ajdniiil^s 
lism  Is  **  la  prima  congiujizlone,  dalla  quale  niullipli- 


Note5,     Page  459,  line  22. 


B  gran  parte  del  Nim»  avea  ntl  'oU, 

ejse  Isgimm,"  according  to  Giannozio  Manettu    Bu 

life  of  Danle,  for  saying  that  literacy  men  should  noi 

marry,     "  Qui  S  Boccaccio  noii  ha  paiienza,  e  dice,  le 

AtalB  aveste  imaRO  a  nuEste  ceuale  ! 

mogli  esser  contrarie  agh  sludj  ;  e  non  si  ricorda  che 

Aristotele  che,  etc,  etc.  ebbe  due  mogli  in  varj  tempi 

The  I^ast  Judgment,  in  the  Sistme  chapeL 

ed  ebbe  figliuoli,  e  riocheiie  essai.— E  Marco  TVillio— 

Hotels.    Pefie^6a,lme66. 

tha  BioeptJon  ol  Seneca,  and,  for  any  thing  I  know,  u 

recollect  where)  that  Dante  was  so  great  a  £a 

NOTES. 

N^>le6.    Page459,lincI19. 

ic 

ciardini,  Thero  is  another  written  by  a  JacopoB^o 

I«otel.    Page  457,  hne  11. 

poFle,  Genllhjojno  Samminiatese  die  vi  si  trouD 

■Mi<l8l  whom  my  own  hriel.t  Besiric=  blEss" 

The  reader  is  requested  to  adopt  the  Italian 

ronun- 

Note  7.    Page  460,  hne  93. 

tialJon  of  Beatrice,  sounding  all  the  syllables. 

Coiiiiuerore  on  foreien  Blieresand  iljo  for  wove. 

Note  2.     Page  458,  line  9. 

Alexander  of  Parma,  Spinola,  Pescara,  Eugene 

My  MiadiKi  had  still  been  inconiiilolo. 

Savoy,  Montecucco. 

Chefa^o^oLoil  bX°  1'  alire  ttulls 

Nole  8.     Page  460,  line  04. 

Diailro  di  lai'  Bj  cnit  it  Pararfito, 

Sa^beH^  Iwosni  ler,»a'  pLac^c  " 

Columbus,  Americus  Yespusius,  Sebastian  Cab 

Canione,  in  which  Dante  describes  the  person 

ofBea- 

Nole  9.    Page  461,  hne  1. 

trice,  strophe  tlilrd. 

Notes.     Page  458, hne 41. 

pey  look  leave  of  Cornelia  on  entering  Ihe  boa 

Z 

1  would  have  liad  my  Floienco  grot  and  fie 

which  he  was  slam. 

"  L'^siilio  cte  m'  e  dalo  onor  n,^  tesno. 

Nole  10.     Page  461,  line  4. 

And  the  flnt  day  whicli  becb  Did  chain  eniliral,  etc. 

Sa^aat  of  Bants 
in  which  he  represents  Right,  Generosity,  an 

Tem- 

The  verse  and  sentiment  are  taken  from  Homer 

peranoe,  as  banished  from  among  nnj,  and 

seekmg 

Nolell.     Page46!,lineai. 

refuge  from  Love,  who  inhabits  his  bosonr. 

And  he  Ihah  nrlnce  ahal!  rank  aiaong  mj  peeia. 

Note  4.    Page  459,  line  57. 

Pslrarch. 

Note  12.    Page  462,  line  40. 

"Ut  si  quis  prffidictorura  uilo  tempore  in 

The  cupola  of  St.  Peter's. 

dicli  communis  pervcnerit,  laiia  pervaiieni  igne  ami- 

buralw,  sic  quod  Biorialur." 

Note  13.    Page  462,  lin*  60. 

Second  sentence  of  Florence  against  Danle 

and  the 

fourteen  accused  with  him — The  Latin  is  w 

orlhyof 

The  statue  of  Moses  on  the  monument  oi'  Joliii 

11. 
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Michel  AngkJo's,  Ihat  he  had  designed  ttio  whole  of 
Ihe  Divina  Commedia;  but  Ihat  the  volume  coniaiomg 
Ihefje  studies  was  lost  bj  sea. 

Note  16.    Page  462,  line  76. 


alire  una  epiatola  assaj  lunga  ehe  oomiiicia, : — '  Fopali 
mi,  quid  fed  iibi  f  " 

Vita  di  DaTile  acriita  da  Uonordo  Aretiito. 


CHRISTIAN  AND  HIS  COMRADES. 


ADVERTISEMENT. 

The  foundation  of  the  follomnE  story  wi 
partly  in  the  account  of  the  Mutiny  of  the 
the  South  Sea,  in  1789,  and  partly  m  Marl 


THE  ISLAND. 


nd  gently  made  her  liquid  way 
llo"  flaah'd  iiom  off  her  prow 
m'd  by  that  majestic  plough ; 


The  St 


a  from  bi 


IS  began 


And  lift  their  shining  eyelids  from  the  deep ; 
The  sail  resumed  its  lately-shadow'd  while, 
And  the  wind  flutter'd  with  a  freshening  flight ; 
The  purpling  ocean  owns  the  coming  sun- 
Hut,  ere  he  break,  a  deed  is  to  lie  done. 


Alas  \  Ilia  deck  vas  trod  by  unwilling  feet, 
And  vnldsr  hands  would  hojd  the  vessel's  sheet] 
Young  hearts,  whieh  langulsh'd  for  some  sunny  iaie, 


Wherf 


^ells,  their  fruits,  the  only  weaJth  they  linow ; 
uneiploring  navy,  the  canoe ; 
Their  sport,  the  dashing  breuiers  "and  the  chase  i 

To  see  again — a  sight  they  dearly  eam'd. 

ni. 

lake,  bald  Bligh  1  the  foe  is  at  the  gate  ! 


cr  child, 


[  of  the  wild ; 


;ly  beade  111 
Thy  limbs  are  bot 


—Alas 


lims  iJie  r«gn  of  rage  and 
nd,  the  bayonet  at  thy  bn 
trembled  at  Ihy  rmce,  an- 
Dragg'd  o'er  the  deck,  no  more  at  thy  eomn 


That  s. 


lo  fear  the  chief  they  sacrifice 


lui,  not  silenced  by  the  eye  of  death. 
Thou  call's!  the  loyal  with  thy  menaced  brenth:- 
They  come  not ;  they  are  few,  and,  OTerawed, 
while  sterner  hearts  applaud, 
it  demaJid  the  cause  ^  a  curse 
r,  with  the  threat  of  worse. 
Full  in  iWne  eyes  is  waved  the  gliitoring  blade, 

thy  throat  the  pointed  bayonet  laid. 
The  levell'd  muskets  circle  round  thy  Iweast 


Thou 


i  to  do  111 


deadly  re 


tied  not  could  yet  adnuie ; 
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'  IIoisl  out  Ihe  boat !"  was  now  the  leader's  crj : 
And  who  dare  answer  "No"  to  mutiny, 
In  the  first  dawning  of  Ihe  drunken  hour, 
The  Saturnalia  of  unhoped-for  power  1 
The  boat  is  lower'd  with  all  the  haste  of  hate. 
With  its  slight  plauk  between  thee  and  thy  fate ; 
Her  only  csrgo  such  a  scant  supply 
As  promises  the  deatb  Iheir  haoi'    * 


en  the  lightning^wingM 
■ge,  is  safe — his  port  is 

shake  Uie  world,  yet  or 


igns  repentant  sympathy ; 


Tokee, 


treasures  all 
re  added  alli 


and  of  bread 
ays,  the  dying  Erom  the  dead  t 

to  hermits  of  the  brine, 


Which  fell  es 

observed,  this  guardian  was  wit 
Nor  further  mercy  clouds  rebellion's  dawn 
Then  forward  etepp'd  the  boU  and  frowan 
His  chief  had  cherish'd  only  lo  destroy, 
big  to  the  hopeless  prow  heoeal 


t  Iremblins  vassal  of  the 

ole. 

Tet  then,  even  then,  his  feelbigs  ceased  not  all 

ompass,na.ig3.1iDn'SGOU 

In  that  last  momeni  could  a  word  recall 
Remorse  for  the  black  deed,  as  yet  half-done, 

And,  what  he  hid  from  many,  show'd  to  one : 

Was  now  his  grateful  sense  of  former  care?- 

Andra 


!  the  I 


Lest  passion  shoijid  return 

No  doubt  a  liquid  path  to  epic  fame  ; 

And  such  Ibe  new-bom  heroes  found  it  hero. 

And  drain'd  the  draught  with  an  applauding  cheer. 

"Huizal  for  Olaheite !"  was  the  cry; 

How  strange  such  shouts  from  sons  of  mutiny  I 

The  gentle  island,  and  the  genial  soil, 

The  friendly  hearts,  the  feast  without  a  toil, 

from  nature  caught, 


Thet 


thuohoai 


and  the  I 


lOUghti 


Could  these  have  charms  for  rudest  sea^boys,  dr 
Before  the  mast  by  every  wind  of  heaven  " 
And  now,  even  now,  prepared  with  other! 


hile  others  scoff'd  his  augur'd  nuseries, 
eer'd  at  the  prospect  of  bis  pigmy  sail, 
id  the  slight  bark,  so  laden  and  so  ftail. 


eldth 


aockto 


.nd  blaion  Britain's  thousand  glories  higher? 
His  feverish  hps  thus  broke  their  gloomy  spell, 
that!  'liaihatl  lammhell!  in  hell!" 
urpng  lo  the  bark 


His  chief,  ci 
These  the  sole  at 


s  on  the  jEoll 
ow  sweli'd,  no 
?ilh  sbw  desp 
loughs  its  dr« 
Which  lifts  it! 


tshiui 


tsfior 


le  ahandon'd  skiff 


'e  the  n 


tell  their.tale  of  grief, 
md  their  scant  relief; 
Thar  days  of  danger,  and  tbeir  nights  of  pain  ; 


r  in  the  e 
The  ills  that  lessen'd  still  the: 
And  starved  even  hunger  till  he  wrjng  no  morr 
The  varying  frowns  and  favours  of  the  deep. 
That  now  almost  engulfs,  lh«n  loaves  to  creep 
With  craiy  oar  and  shatter'd  strength  along 
The  tide,  that  yields  reluctant  lo  the  strong ; 
The  incessant  fever  of.  that  arid  thirst 
WMch  welcomes,  as  a  -well,  the  clouds  that  bu 
leir  naked  bones,  and  feels  dehgbt 
lid  drenching  of  the  stormy  night. 
And  from  the  outspread  canvas  gladly  wrings 
drop  to  moisten  life's  all-gasping.springs  ; 
he  savage  foe  escaped,  to  seek  again 

""       "  tale  of  dangers  past. 
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And  in 


tliem  to  their  fat 
ress'dl  Revengt 
^cipline  aloud  pr 
id  navies  urge  th 


;k  the  mulineer. 
Whom  distant  vengeance  had  not  taught  tu  fei 
Wide  o'er  the  wave — awoj !  away)  away  1 
Once  more  his  eyes  shall  halt  the  welcome  ba 
Once  more  the  happy  shores  without  a  law 
"       "       "  '    m  they  lately  saw  j 


Natl 


ands  when 


re  all  partake  the  i^ 
And  bread  itself  is  gather'd  as  a  fn 
Where  none  contest  the  fields,  the  m 
The  girfdlesa  age,  wlmra  gold  dislur 

Till  Europe  (aught  them  belter 
Bestow'  ■  ■ 
But  left 
Avmyn 


lended  their 
)ld  Ihem  as  ihey  wei 


!  for  Otalieite  I"  was  the  cry. 
As  stately  swept  the  gallant  vessel  by. 
The  hreeie  springs  up ;  iJie  Lalely-fliipping  sail 
Esteods  ita  arch  before  the  groi  ' 


le  the  a 


Which  her  bold  how  flings  off  tt 

Thus  Argo  plough'd  the  Euxine's  virgin  foam ; 

But  those  she  walled  still  look'd  back  to  home— 

1'hese  spurn  then  coutUry  with  their  rebel  bark, 

And  fly  her  as  (he  raven  fled  flie  atk ; 

Add  yet  they  seek  to  nestle  with  the  dove. 

And  tame  their  Rery  spirits  down  lo  love. 


II. 
from  the  sepulchre  we  11  galher  Bowers, 
Then  feast  like  spirits  in  thar  promised  bowen 
Then  plunge  and  revel  ui  (he  rolling  surf, 
■"       lay  our  hmbs  along  ihe  lender  turf, 
/ret  end  fining  from  the  sportive  toil, 
t  our  bodies  with  the  fragrant  oil. 
And  pl^t  our  garlands  gather'd  fiwn  ihe  gravi: 
And  wear  the  wreaths  Ihal  sprung  from  out  ll: 
lo !  night  conies,  the  Moos  woos  us  h;ick, 
sound  of  mats  b  heard  along  our  track ; 
o  the  torchlight-dance  shall  ffing  its  sheen 
ashing  mazes  o'er  the  Marly's  green  ; 
we  too  will  he  there ;  we  ton  recall 
memory  bnght  with  many  a  festival, 
Fiji  blew  the  shell  of  war,  when  foea 

p  I  for  them  the  flower  of  mankind  bleeds  ; 
Alas  I  for  them  our  fields  are  rank  whh  weed^ 
'orgolton  is  the  rapun-e,  or  unknown, 


Stti 


feast  to-night !  to-morrow  we  depart. 
<e  up  tJiB  dance,  the  cava  bowl  fill  high, 
in  every  drop ! — i 


lund  our  waist  the  Tappa's  white  diaplay'd ; 
Lck  wreaths  shall  form  our  coronal,  Uke  spring' 
i  round  our  necks  shall  glance  the  Hooni  sicin 

Of  the  dusk  bosoms  that  beat  lugh  below. 

m. 


re  the  ! 


js  of  Toobonai, 


bay! 


Come,  let  us  to  the  islet's  softest  shade, 

And  bear  the  warbling  birds !  the  damsels  said  : 

The  wood-dove  fiom  Ihe  forest  depth  shaU  eoo, 

Uke  voices  of  the  gods  from  Bololoo ; 

We  '11  cnQ  the  flowers  that  grow  above  the  dead. 

For  these  moat  bloom  where  rests  the  warrior's  hei 

And  we  will  ail  in  twiUghl's  face,  and'see 

The  sweet  moon  dancing  through  the  tooa  tree, 

The  lofty  accents  of  whose  sighmg  bough 

Shan  sadly  please  us  as  we  loan  below  ; 


Which  iUng  iheu'  fragrajice  far  athwart  the  dcej 


True,  they  had  vices— such  are  nature's  growth— 
But  only  the  barbarian's— we  have  both ; 

'■  The  sordor  of  civilization,  mis'd 

,f  With  all  the  savage  which  man's  fall  halh  fix  ct. 

't  Theprayersof  Abellink'd  todeedaof  Cain? 

H  Who  such  would  see,  may  from  his  lattice  view 

The  old  world  more  degraded  than  the  now  — 
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Twin  giants,  bom  by  Ircedom  to  her  spho 
Where  CWniboraiO,  oier  Mr,  earth,  wavi 
Olorea  witli  his  I^Leii  eye,  and  sees  uo  sli 


Such  was  Ihis  dilly  of  traditLon's  days. 
Which  lo  the  dead  a  Imgering  fame  coi 
Ii!  iong,  where  feme  aa  yet  halh  left  iK 
Boyoad  the  sound,  whoso  eharm  is  hall 
""  ■  '  '         1  no  record  la  the  sceptic  ■ 


But  yields 


young  hii 


A  boy  Achillea,  with  the  Centaur's  lyte 
In  hajid,  to  teach  him  to  surpass  his  sire : 
For  one  long-dierish'd  ballad's  simple  stivo, 
Rung  Ifom  the  rock,  or  mingled  with  (he  wav«. 
Or  Horn  the  bubbling  streamlet's  grassy  sije, 
Or  gathering  momitain  cchoas  as  they  glide, 
Halh  greater  power  o'er  each  true  hoart  and  ear. 
Than  all  Ihe  coluimia  conquest's  minions  rear  j 
Invites,  when  hieroglyphics  are  a  theme 
For  sages'  labours  or  the  student's  dream ; 

The  Grst,  the  freshest  bud  of  feeling's  soiL 

Such  «as  this  rude  rhyme — rhyme  is  of  Ihe  rude — 

But  such  inspired  the  Norseman's  solitude. 

Who  came  and  conquer'd ;  Guch,  wherever  rise 

Lands  which  no  foes  deslj>jy  or  civilize, 

Etist;  and  nhat  can  our  accomplish'd  art 

Of  verse  do  mote  than  reach  the  awaken'd  heart? 


Broke  the  luiuiious  silenco  of  the  skies. 

The  sweet  siesta  of  a  summer  diy. 

The  tropic  afternoon  of  Toobonai, 

When  every  flower  was  bloom,  and  air  was  bahn. 

And  th^  first  breath  began  to  stir  the  pdm, 

The  first  yet  voiceless  wind  lo  urge  Ihe  wave 

AH  gontty  to  refresh  the  tMrsty  cave, 

Whore  sale  the  songsLtess  with  the  stranger  boy, 

Who  taught  her  passion's  desolating  joy, 

O'er  IhosB  who  know  not  how  it  may  be  lost ; 

O'er  those  who,  burning  in  Iho  new-born  fire. 

Like  raattyrs  revel  in  their  funeral  pyro. 

With  such  devotion  to  Ui^  ecstasy. 

That  life  kitows  no  such  raphire  as  to  die : 

And  die  they  io ;  fft  earthly  life  has  nought 

"'      '    ■'       ■    '      ■    e,  even  in  thought; 


I  all  our 


erh&al 


But  close  in  one  eternal  gush  of  love. 

VII. 
There  sate  the  gentle  savage  of  the  wild. 
In  growth  a  woman^  though  in  years  a  child. 
As  ciilidhood  dates  within  our  colder  clime. 
Where  nought  is  ripen'd  rapidly  save  crime ; 
The  iofiint  of  an  infant  world,  as  pure 
r,-om  naWte— lovely,  warm,  and  premature ; 
Dusky  like  night,  bul  night  wiLli  all  her  sUrs, 
Or  cavern  sparkling  with  its  native  spars; 
With  eyes  that  were  a  language  and  a  spell, 


Tot  full  of  life— for  tbtougii  her  tropic 


Such  was  this  daughter  of  the  Southern  Si 

To  bear  the  bark  of  others'  happiness. 
Nor  led  a  soirow  till  their  joy  ^ew  less : 
Her  wild  and  warm,  yet  faithful  boat 


Aught  from  experience,  Uiat  chiU  wuchstone,  " 
Sad  proof  reduces  ail  tlimgs  fi-on 
She  fear'd  no  ill,  because  she  kn 


ier 

smiles  and  tears 

hadpass'd 

as  Ught  win 

lakes,  to  niffle,  i 

Whose  depths  unseat 

h'd,andl 

1e. 

in  itself  s 

Jnti 

the  earthsuahe 

ear  the  Naiad's  cave. 

loot  up  Ihe  ^rmg,  a 

d  trample 

Vn< 

crash  the  livuig  waters  to  a 

I'h. 

of  the  da 

An, 

must  their  fete  b. 

hers  ?  The  eternal  ch 

jrasps  humanity 

with  quick 

rraflge; 

And 

Uicy  who  fall,  bu 

Masw 

rids  will  fiJI. 

Apdwhoishel  the  blue- 
The  fair-hair'd  offspring  o 


A 

careless  thing,  « 

ho  placed  his  choic 

mi- 

>i 

nds  of  his  land's  re 

gertohope,bu 

feeUngs  save  desp 

■ 

ced  in  ^  Aral 

J  dime,  he  would  1 

vnl 

boUaroveras 

And  braved  thEJr  thhst  w^  as  endurln 

clip 

1 

Ishmael  wafle. 

'■i 

'duponChih'a 

dore,  a  proud  Cacique  i 

Or 
Be 

HeUas'  mountai 
™matent,par 

irB,arebelUonsGre 
aps  a  Tamerlane ; 

elij 
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An  humbler  state  and  discipline  of  heart 

Their  union  grew :  the  children  of  Uie  storm 

Found  beauty  ludi'd  willi  many  a  dusky  form ; 

Bui  grant  his  vices,  grant  them  all  his  own, 

While  tliese  in  tur;i  admired  the  paler  glow. 

How  small  then-  theatre  without  a  throne ! 

Which  seem'd  so  white  In  eUmes  that  knew  no  sn« 

tv. 

The  chose,  the  race,  the  Ubetty  to  roam. 

Thou  emilest, — these  comparisons  seem  high 
To  those  who  scan  all  things  with  da^aled  eye ; 
Linked  with  Uic  unknown  name  of  one  whose  doom 

The  soil  where  every  cottage  show'd  a  home ; 
The  sea-spread  net,  the  lighlly-latmch'd  canoe. 
Which  ftemm'd  the  studded  Archipelago, 

Has  nought  to  do  with  glory  or  wilh  Rome, 

Wiih  Chili,  Helias,  or  with  Aiaby. 

Thou  Emilest!—smile;'lis  better  thus  Ihaninghi 

O'er  whose  blue  bosom  rose  the  starry  isles ; 
The  healthy  slumber,  earn'd  by  sporlive  toils ; 
The  palm,  the  loftiest  Dryad  of  the  woods. 

Yet  such  he  might  have  been ;  he  waa  a  man, 
A  soaring  spirit  ever  in  the  van, 
A  patriot  hero  or  despoUe  chief, 
To  form  a  nation's  glory  or  its  gtlef. 
Bom  under  auspices  which  make  us  more 
Or  loss  than  we  dehght  to  ponder  o'er. 

Wilhm  whose  bosom  infant  Bacchus  broods, 
WhUe  eagles  scarce  build  higher  than  the  crest 

The  cava  feast,  the  yam,  the  cocoa's  root, 
Which  bears  at  once  (he  cup,  and  milk,  and  fruit; 

The  bread-tree,  which,  without  the  ploughshare,  yielui 
The  unreap'd  harvest  of  unfurrow'd  fieUs, 

But  these  are  visions ;  say,  what  was  he  here  J 
A  blooming  boy,  a  truant  mu^neer, 
rhe  fair-hair'd  Torquil,  free  as  ocean's  spray. 
The  hiuband  of  the  bride  of  Toobonai. 

And  flings  off  famine  from  its  forme  breast. 

A  priceless  market  for  Uie  gathering  guest ; — 

X. 

These,  with  the  luxuries  of  seas  and  woods. 

By  Neuha's  side  he  sate,  and  wateh'd  the  waters,— 

Neuha,  the  sun-flower  of  the  Islaod  daughters. 

High-bom  {a  birth  at  which  the  herald  smiles. 

Of  those  who  were  more  happy  if  hiss  wise, 

Without  a  'scutcheon  for  these  secret  isles) 

Did  more  than  Europe's  dicipline  had  done. 

Of  a  long  race,  the  valiant  and  the  free, 

And  dviliied  dviliiation'a  son  I 

The  naked  knights  of  savage  chivalry. 

Whose  grassy  cairns  ascend  along  the  shore. 

xn. 

And  thine,— I  've  seen,— Aehilles !  do  no  more. 
She,  when  the  thunder-hearing  strangers  came      * 

Of  these,  and  there  was  many  a  willing  piur. 

Neuba  and  Torquil  were  not  the  least  fair : 

In  vast  canoes,  begirt  with  bolts  of  flame. 

Both  children  of  the  isles,  though  distant  far; 

Topp'd  wilh  tall  trees,  whidl,  loftier  Iban  the  palm, 

Both  bom  beneaih  a  sea-preaidmg  star ; 

Seem'd  rooted  in  the  deep  amidst  its  calm ; 

Both  nourish'd  amidst  nature's  native  scenes. 

But,  when  the  winds  awaken'd  shot  forth  wings 

Broad  aa  Hie  cloud  along  the  horizon  flings, 

Between  us  and  our  childhood's  sympathy. 

And  Bway'd  the  waves,  like  wties  of  the  sea. 

Which  stin  reverts  to  what  first  caught  the  eye. 

Making  the  lery  billows  look  less  free  ;— 

Ho  who  first  met  the  Highlands'  eweUmg  blue. 

She,  with  her  paddling  oar  and  daocmg  prow. 

Will  love  each  peak  that  shows  a  kindred  hue. 

Shot  through  the  surf,  Ike  randeer  through  the  snow, 

Hail  in  each  crag  a  fHend'e  familiar  foce, 

Swift  gliding  o'er  the  breaker's  whitening  edge. 

And  clasp  the  mounliun  in  his  mind's  embrace. 

And  gazed  and  wondef'd  at  the  gUnt  hulk 

Adored  the  Alp  and  hived  tho  Apennine, 

Revered  Parnassus,  and  beheld  the  steep 

The  anchor  dropp'J,  It  lay  aking  the  deep. 

Jove's  Ida  and  Olympus  oro™  the  deep : 

Like  a  huge  lion  in  the  sun  asleep. 

But  'twas  not  all  long  ages'  fore,  nor  all 

While  round  it  swarm'd  the  proas'  flitting  chdn, 

TAtir  nature  held  me  m  their  tl.nlling  thrall ; 

Like  summep-boes  thai  hum  around  his  mane. 

The  infant  rapture  still  survived  tho  boy, 

XI. 

And  Loch-na-gar  wilh  Ida  look'd  o'er  Tray,' 

ThB  white  man  landed  ;-need  the  rest  be  told  ? 

The  New  World  slretch'd  its  dusk  hand  to  the  old ; 

And  Highbnd  linns  wilh  Caatalie's  cfoar  fount. 

Each  was  to  each  s  marvel,  and  the  lie 

Forgive  me,  Homer's  univffl^  shade ! 

Of  wonder  worm'd  to  better  sympathy. 

Forgive  me,  Phosbus !  thai  my  fancy  stray'd ; 

Kind  was  the  welcome  of  the  sun-horn  sires. 

■nie  North  and  Nature  taught  me  to  adore 

And  kmder  stiU  their  daughters'  gentler  fires. 

Your  scenes  subluno  from  those  beloved  before. 

1  Whan  veivronng,  aboul  aEht  rGara  of  ago,  Eller  an  aitsck 

pliEhine  an  echievemniil  almoat  miiivslJed  in  mllilaiir  annalg. 

advice  into  the  HiBhlartda.    Here  I  pBHsed  ocOBBionallj  soma 

in  Eneland.  of  the  only  Ihine  1  hiA  long  ,6en,  ev„„  in  mio- 

bBlhemi»treB.oflheworU.|'  AndretlDlhiaviciorjofNaio'a 

lo  Cheltenham,  I  used  to  watch  Ihem  every  ademoon  al  Hun- 

rnlt'fBB  infi^i'rf  om  1^8^' MHwBd  the  eh-y  of  iL  othor! 

WhBO  the  namo  of  "  NBro  "  U  «aflt.  wto  thinks  of  the  Con- 

enoueh !  but  I  was  then  only  thirteen  yew  of  aee,  and  it  wai 

in  the  holiday. 
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XIII. 

The  lovB,  which  m..-  .'h  all  Ihings  fond  and  fair 
The  youlh,  which  inalu    'hb  rainbow  of  Iha  air 
The  daiigera  past,  that  mi,     •wen  man  enjoy 
The  pause  in  which  he  cesser  ^  destroy, 
The  mutual  beauty,  which  the  sternest  feel 
Strike  to  thfflr  hearts  like  lightning  tu  the  steel. 


Unit 

The  maid  and  boy,  in  o 
No  more  the  thundering 
Wrapp'd  his  wean'd  bo 

No  r  ■     ■ " 


Thebr 

in  the  north  he  mellows  o'er  the  deep, 
fiery,  full,  and  fierce,  as  if  he  left 
The  wuild  for  ever,  earth  of  light  berefl, 
Plunged  with  red  forehead  down  along  the  i 
"      "  hero  headlong  to  hitf  grave. 


Then 


ni  fide  the  ea^  in  her  nest 
Whose  whetted  beak  and  far-pervading 
Darts  for  a  victim  ever  all  the  sky  ; 
His  heart  was  tamed  to  that  vohiptuou 
At  once  etysian  and  eSemina 


!e;  Ihedet 


Whlel! 


These  wither  when  for  aught  s; 
Yet,  when  their  ashes  in  their  n 
Doth  not  the  mpde  leave  as  sv 


Though  glory,  nature,  re 


And  talie  for  falcons  those  ignoble  fowls. 
When  but  a  word  of  freedom  would  dispel 
These  bugbears,  as  theit  terrors  show  too  w 


From  love  i  with  no  society  to  scoff 

Of  eoxeombry  in  admiradon  loud. 
Or  with  adulterous  whisper  to  alloy 
Her  duty,  and  her  glory,  and  her  joy  ; 
With  feith  and  feelings  naked  as  her  form, 
She  stood  as  stands  a  rainbow  in  a  storm. 
Changing  its  hues  with  bright  varioly. 


XV. 

Nor  long  tho  hours— ihey  never  paused  o'er  tun 

Which  deals  the  daily  pittance  of  our  span. 

What  deem'd  they  of  the  future  or  the  past  7 
The  present,  lilie  a  tyrant,  held  them  fast ; 
Their  hour-glass  was  the  sea-aaod,  and  the  tide 
Like  her  smooth  billow,  saw  their  inomonts  glidi 
Thrar  clock  the  sun  in  his  unbounded  tower ; 
ITiey  reckon'd  not,  whose  day  was  but  an  hour ; 


then,  for  light,  into  each  ot! 
Wondering  that  summer  showed 
"    ■     ■  ing  if  indeed  the  day  wi 
X\T. 

him  days  and  worlds  a 
is  gone  before  his  dusl  to  heaven, 
iss  potent!  No~his  path  is  trod. 
Alike  uplifted  gbt^ously  to  God ; 
Or  Unk'd  to  all  we  imow  of  heaven  below. 
The  other  better  self,  whose  joy  or  woe 

in  otn's ;  the  all-absorhmg  flame 
idled  by  another,  grows  the  same, 
me  blaie  J  the  pure,  yet  funeral  p 
Where  gentle  hearts,  like  Bramins,  sit  and  t 
How  often  we  forget  all  tune,  when  lone. 
Admiring  nature's  universal  throne, 

lods,  her  wilds,  her  waters,  the  mfen! 
Reply  of  "  


EC  along  t 


i  not  the  I 


re  the  iv 


itiiout  a  spirit  1  Are  tho  diupping  eaves 
ithout  a  feeling  in  their  silent  tears  ? 
No,no;'— ihey  woo  and  clasp  us  to  their  spheres, 
Dissolve  this  dog  and  clod  of  clay  before 
lis  hour,  and  merge  our  soul  in  the  great  shore. 
Strip  off  this  fond  and  ftlse  identity  I— 
Who  thinks  of  self,  when  gazing  on  the  sky  ? 
And  who,  though  gailag  fower,  ever  thought. 
In  the  young  moments  ere  tho  heart  is  taught 

xvn. 

Neuha  arose,  and  TorquLi  twilight's  hour 
Came  sad  and  sofily  lo  their  rocky  bower, 
Which,  kindling  by  degrees  its  dewy  spars, 
Echo'd  their  dim  light  to  the  mustering  stars. 
Slowly  the  pair,  partaking  nature's  calm, 
Sought  out  their  cottage,  bulk  beneath  the  pain ; 
Now  smUing  and  now  silent,  as  the  scene ; 

The  Ocean  scarce  spoke  louder  witli  his  swell 
Than  breathes  his  mimic  murmurar  in  the  shell,' 


loves  of  then. 
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A%  far  divided  from  his  pannt  d«ep, 

The  sea-bocn  mfaiit  ones,  snd  ^-ill  not  sleep. 

For  the  broad  bosom  of  his  nursing  wave  i 
The  wonds  iJroop'd  darkly,  as  indinei!  to  rest, 
The  tropic-bird  wheel'd  rook-ward  to  his  nest 
And  the  blue  sky  spread  round  then,  like  a.  lakt 
Of  pE;ace,  where  pietj  her  thiret  might  slake. 


would  have  been  a  lover's  choice 
In  such  an  hour  (o  break  the  air  so  still ! 
No  dying  night-breczo,  harping  o'er  the  hill, 
Stnkmg  the  strings  of  nature,  rock  and  tree. 
Those  best  and  earliest  lyres  of  harmony, 
With  echo  for  their  chorus ;  nor  the  alarm 
Of  the  loud  wa>whoop  to  dispei  the  oharm  -, 
Nor  the  soliloquy  of  the  hennil  owl, 
Eihaling  all  his  solitary  soul. 
The  dun  though  large-eyed  winged  andiorite, 
Who  peals  hb  dreary  psan  o'er  the  night  ,■ — 
But  a  loud,  long,  and  naval  whistle,  shrill 
As  ever  Btiutled  Utfou^  a  sea-bird's  Mil  j 


and  then  i 


"HUlo! 


Torqiull  my  boy!  what  cheer?  Ho,brothe 
"Who  hails?"  cried  Torquil,  following  with  his  eye 
ThB  sound.    "Hera's  one!"  was  all  the  brief  reply. 

SIX. 
But  here  the  herald  of  the  self-same  mouth 
Came  breathmg  o'er  the  aromatic  south, 
Nor  like  a  "  bod  of  violets  "  on  the  gale, 
Bui  sudi  as  wafts  its  cloud  o'er  grog  or  ale. 
Borne  from  n  short  frail  pipe,  which  yet  had  blown 
I^  genlle  odours  over  either  zone. 


Opposed  its  vapour  as  the  lightning  Hash'd, 
And  reek'd,  'nudst  mountain  billows  unabash'd. 
To  iBolus  a  constant  sacrifice. 
Through  every  change  of  all  the  varymg  skies. 
And  what  was  he  who  bore  it?— I  may  err. 
But  deem  him  sailor  or  philosopher.' 
Sublnne  tobacco!  which  from ^ast  to  west 
Cheers  the  tar's  labour  ot  the  Turkman's  rest  ] 
Which  on  the  Moslem's  ottoman  divides 
Hie  hours,  snd  rivsils  opium  and  his  brides ; 
Magnilicent  in  Stamboul,  but  less  grand. 
Though  not  leas  loved,  in  Wappmg  or  the  Strand  ; 

When  lipp'd  wiUi  amber,  yellow,  rich,  ard  ripe ; 
l^ke  other  charmers,  wooing  (he  caress 
More  damlingly  when  daring  in  full  dress ; 
Yet  thy  true  lovers  more  admiro  by  far 
Thy  naked  Ijeauiies— Give  mea  cigar! 

XX. 

Through  the  approaching  darkness  of  the  wood 
A  human  figure  broke  the  solitude, 
FanlasucaUy,  it  may  bo,  array'd, 
A  seaman  in  a  savage  masquerade ; 
Such  as  appears  to  rise  from  out  the  deep. 
When  o'er  the  Line  Ihe  merry  vessels  sweep, 


nd  Ihe  rough  Saturnalia  of  the  t 


Like  his  dear  vessel,  spoke  bis  form 
But  then  a  sort  of  kerchief  round  hi 


3n  the  mildest  ivoods  w' 


ight  suit  alike  with  either 
reallhisown,ourEurop( 
■orlds  bless  far  dviliiing  1 


this  metaphor  appea 

asca<r, 

ine  miss'd  fire,  the  other  would  go 

oH'l; 

■iihi 

rree  from  rus 

the 

rra-chest  held  1 

a  brighter  tru. 

accoulremonts 

as  night 

him 

n  his  garb  hetei 
XXI 

cheer 

Ben  Bunting?' 

cried  (when 

nfiil 

Jntanoe)Torquil;  "Aught 

fnev 

ew,  but  news 

•esai 

in  the  offing." 

-"Sail!  and 

howl 

But  from  the  bluff-he 


Where  lay  she  ?  had  she  anchor'd  ?"-"  No 

but  Bti.l 

She  bore  down  on  ua,  till  the  wind  grew  still 

"Herflag7"~«lhadno  glass;  but, fore  ai 

dad 

Egad,  she  seem'd  a  wicked-looking  crafi." 

"  Arm'd  ?"-■<  I  e«pect  ao-sent  on  the  look 

'T  is  dine,  belike,  lo  put  our  holm  about." 

«  About)— Whale'er  may  have  us  now  in  d 

Wo  m  make  no  running  fight,  for  that  were 

We  wlU  die  at  our  quarters,  like  true  hien." 

"  Ey,  ey ;  for  that,  't  is  all  the  same  to  Ben. 

"DoesChrisUan  know  this?"— "Ay  ;  be' 

piped  iJ 

To  quarters.    They  are  furbishing  Ihe  stand 

Of  arms ;  and  we  have  got  some  guns  to  be 

And  scaled  them.  You  are  wanted."-"  That 

sbrnfalri 

And  if  it  were  not,  mine  is  not  the  soul 

To  leave  my  comrades  helpless  on  the  shoaL 
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MyNeuha!  ahl  and  must  my  fate  r 

orsne 

The  magic  of  the  thunder,  which  deatroy'd 

Not  me  alone,  but  one  so  sweet  and 

ua? 

But  whatsoe'er  betide,  ah!  Neuba,  n 

Dug,  hke  a  spreading  pestilence,  the  grave 

Unman  me  not;  Uie  hour  mi!  not  all 

No  less  of  human  btaFBry  tlian  the  brave ! ' 

A  war ;  I'm  thine,  ivhatever  interve 

Tbeu'  oivn  scant  numljers  acted  all  the  few 

*•  Right,"  quoth  Ben,  "  that  will  do  fo 

Ibe  maimea.'" 

Against  the  many  ofl  will  dara  and  do ; 

But  though  the  cbwce  seema  natives  10  die  free. 

Even  Greece  caa  boast  but  one  TLcrmopylie, 

CANTO  m. 

Till  «™,  vi'iien  she  baa  forged  her  broken  chmn 

Back  to  a  sword,  and  dies  and  lives  again! 

left  thB  earth,  and  but  polli 


Had  left  tlie  valleys  to  their  melanchol 

No  mors  they  shriak'd  Iheu-  horror,  bo 

mforbOo 

The  strife  «as  done,,  the  vanquish'd  h 

llheirdo 

.orla'en. 

Or  lived  lo  deem  the  happit«t  were  th 

Few,  few,  eacaped,  and  these  were  hu 

nted  o'er 

The  iaia  they  loved  beyond  iheu  nativ 

No  further  home  was  theirE,  it  seem'd 

Once  isiegades  to  that  svhieh  gave  th 

m  birth; 

Track'd  like  wild  bsaals,  like  them  iho 

Aa  to  a  mother's  bosom  flies  the  chile 

But  vainly  wolves  and  lions  seek  Ihci 

And  still  more  vamly  men  escape  from 

men. 

Ill, 

Beside  the  Jut^ng  rock  Ihe  few  appoar'd, 
Like  !he  last  remnant  of  the  red-deer's  had  ; 
Their  eyes  were  feveriah,  and  their  aspect  worn. 
But  still  the  hunter's  blood  was  on  their  horn. 

And  slra^ling  into  ocean  aa  it  might, 
Iia  bounding  crystal  frolick'd  '     ' 


Close 


Far  over  ocean  in  his  fiereest  moods. 
When  scaling  his  enormoua  crag,  the  wave 
Is  hurl'd  doivn  headlong  hke  the  Lbremoat  h 
And  foils  back  on  the  foaming  crowd  behini 


re  than 


ondor  at 


what  Ihey  had  foreseen. 
And  dared  as  what  was  likely  to  have  been ; 
Yet  still  the  lingering  hope,  which  deem'd  their  lot 
Not  pardon'd,  hut  unsoughi-for  or  forgot. 
Or  trusted  that,  if  eou^t,  their  distant  caves 
IWight  still  be  miaa'd  amidst  that  world  of  waves. 
Had  wean'd  their  thoughts  in  part  from  what  they  SB 
And  felt— the  vengeance  of  ihar  country's  law. 


Their 


^iale,th 


Proscribed  even  in  their  second  country,  they 
Were  lost ;  in  vam  the  world  before  them  lay ; 
All  ouUeis  seem'd  secured.  Their  new  allies 
Had  fought  and  bled  m  niulitiil  sacrifice ; 

jr  Hercules,  agunst  the  sulphury  charm. 


wild  wide  oc 


,  andm 


1,  yet  as 


lis  silver  torrent  glilteHd  o'er  the  deep, 

As  the  shy  chamois'  eye  o'erlooka  the  sleep. 

While  far  below  the  vast  and  sullen  swell 

To  this  young  spring  they  rush'd,— all  feelings  fii 
Abforh'd  in  passion's  and  m  nature's  thirst.-^ 
Drank  as  they  do  who  drink  their  last,  and  Inrew 
Ttidr  arms  aside  to  revel  in  ita  dew ; 
Cool'd  their  scorch'd  throats,  andwaah'd  the  gory 


As  wondering  how  so  many  still  were  fount 
Alive  and  felierieaa :— hot  ailont  all,     . 
Each  aought  his  foUow's  eyes,  as  if  to  call 
On  him  for  language  which  bis  lips  denied. 
As  though  their  voices  with  their  cause  had 

IV. 
Stem,  and  aloof  a  little  from  the  rest. 
Stood  Christian,  widi  his  arms  across  his  cl; 
The  iTiddy,  reckless,  dauntless  hue,  once  ep 
Along  his  cheek,  was  livid  now  as  lead ; 
His  iight-brown  locks,  ao  graceful  in  their  fli 
Now  roae  like  startled  vipers  o'er  his  brow. 
Still  as  a  statue,  with  hia  Ups  compross'd 
To  sUfle  even  the  breath  within  his  breast, 
Fast  by  Ihe  rock,  all  menacing  but  mule, 
He  stood ;  and,  save  a  alight  beat  of  his  foi 
deepen'd  now  and  then  th<         '     ' 


nealh  his  heel,  h 


idy  dint 
fn'd  10  flint. 
Some  paces  further,  Torquil  lean'd  his  bead 
Agajnst  a  bank,  and  spoke  not,  but  he  bled, — 

His  brow  was  pale,  his  blue  eyes  sunken  "m. 
And  biood-drops,  sprinkled  o'er  his  yellow  hair, 
Show'd  that  his  (ainmeas  came  not  from  deapa». 


Rough  aj 


I's  ebb. 


wilhng  i 


>rotber,— 
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And  bind  hb  wound — then  calmly  ILi  hia  pipe — 
A  trophy  which  survived  a  hundred  lights, 
A  beacon  which  had  cheer'd  ten  thousand  nighla. 
11ie  fourth  and  last  of  this  deserted  group 
Walli'd  up  and  down-al  Omea  would  aland,  thensti 
To  pick  a  pebble  up — then  let  it  drop- 
Then  hurry  aa  in  haste— then  qnickly  stop — 
rhen  cast  his  eyes  on  hia  companions — then 
Half  whistle  half  a  tune,  and  pause  again— 


And  then 


At  length  Jnek  Skyacrape,  a  mercurial  man, 
Who  flulter'd  over  all  things  like  a  fan, 

And  die  at  once  than  iirestle  with  dcapajt. 
Eickum'd  "  God  damn  I"  Those  syllables  inlen! 
Nucleus  of  England's  native  eloquence, 
Aa  the  Turk's  "  Allah  1"  or  the  Roman's  more 
Pagan  "  Proh  Jupiter !"  wag  wont  of  yore 
To  pve  Iheu-  Brat  inipreaaions  such  a  vent, 
Bj  way  of  echo  to  embarrassment. 

And  as  he  knew  not  what  to  say,  he  awore ; 
Nor  ewoie  in  vain :  the  bng  congenial  sound 
Revived  Ben  Bunting  from  his  pipe  profound ; 
He  drew  it  from  his  mouth,  and  louiiM  full  wise. 
But  merely  added  to  the  oath  hia  a/ei ; 
Thus  rendering  the  imperfect  phrase  complete— 
A  pcrotalion  1  need  not  repeat. 


VI. 


But  ChriaUan,  of  a 
Ijke  an  extinct  vole 
Silent,  and  sad,  and 


iavage,-*with  the  trace 
Ut  passion  reeiung  trom  his  clouded  face  j 
Till  liflmg  up  agaiu  hia  aombro  eye, 
[t  glanced  on  T<H:i)uil  who  leanM  faintly  by. 
"And  ia  it  thus?"  he  cried,  "  unhappy  boy ! 
And  thee,  too,  ttse  my  madness  must  destroy," 
He  said,  and  strode  to  where  young  Torquil  slow 
Yet  dabbled  wilh  hia  lately-flowing  blood ; 
Seiied  his  hand  wistfully,  but  did  not  press. 
And  shrunk  as  fearful  of  his  own  caress ; 

The  wound  was  slighter  than  he  deem'd  or  fear'd 
A  moment's  brightnesa  pass'd  along  his  brow. 
As  much  as  sudl  a  moment  would  alien 


in  the! 


Butm 


Oh  I  for  a  sole  canoa  I  though  but  a  shdl, 


rir  dualh.  the  fearless  and  t 


,  and  nearer 
Preaented  well-know 
7^11  on  the 


Jjeap'd  like  a  Ncre 


Vll. 


m  aa  he  spoke,  amund  the  promontory, 
lich  nodded  o'er  the  billows  high  and  hoar 
ark  speck  dotted  ocean  :  on  it  flew, 

*ard  it  came— and,  lo !  a  second  follow'd 


nirf  lh»r 


■  dusky  cr 
to  the  i' 


!s  play, 


flitdng  through  Ihe  spray ; 
now  percmng  on  tne  wave's  high  curl,  and  now 
Dash'd  downward  in  the  thundering  foam  below. 

And  elmgs  ha  high  flakes,  shivet'd  into  sleet: 
Bui  floating  slill  through  surf  and  swell,  drew  nigh 
The  barks,  like  email  birds  through  a  louring  sky. 


,  of  thesi 


ra  playmat, 


.  of  the  t 


le  fond,  the  faithful,  the  a 


sights,  and  feel,  and  m 
Her  lover  lived,— nor  foes  m 
That  full-blown  moment  in  i 


le  was  breathing  in  the  agh 


d/en  Christian  gazed  upon  the  majd  ai 
Vilh  tearless  eye,  but  yet  a  gloomy  joj 
lii'd  wilh  those  hitter  thoughts  the  soi 
n  hopeless  visbus  of  our  belter  days. 


s  of  his  further  deslinii 


ut  brief  the 

time  for  good  or  ovil  though 

'he  billows  J 

'heplaahof 

dread?  All  round  them  seem 

save  the  bride  of  Toobonai : 

he,  as  she  c 

ught  the  first  glimpse  o'er  ih 

f  the  orm'd 

loata  which  hurried  to  compl 

ruin  with  their  flying  feet. 

cckon'd  the 

•.mbark'd  the 

r  guests,  and  kunch'd  their  1 
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And  folic 


Tab!  _ 

As  life  is  on  each  paddle^s  flight  to-da^^, 

And  more  than  life  or  lives  to  N'ouhs. :  love 

And  now  rhe  refuge  and  tho  foo  are  ni^— * 
ITfit.  yet  a  moment !— Fly,  thou  light  ark,  fly ! 


>ade  him  «  speed  and  prosper."     She  would  li 
■est  upon  herself  for  Torquil's  sake. 
They  parted  wilh  this  added  aid;  afar 
The  proa  darted  like  a  shoolmg  star. 
And  gain'd  on  ihe  pursuers,  who  now  steer'd 
"  ighl  on  (he  rock  which  she  and  Torquil  ncar'cl. 
heypuTd;  her  arm,  though  delicate,  was  free 

And  yielded  scoice  to  Torquil's  manlier  strengUi. 

irow  now  almost  lay  within  its  length 
Of  the  crag's  sleep,  inejorahle  face. 
With  nought  but  Boundless  waters  for  its  base; 
in  a  himdred  boats'  length  was  the  foe, 
now  what  refuge  but  their  frail  canoe  ^ 
This  Torquil  ask'd  with  half-upbraiduig  eye. 
Which  said— "Has  Neuha  bniugbi  me  here  to  die 
Is  this  a  place  of  safety,  or  a  grave, 

I  von  huge,  rock  Ihe  tomlKtone  of  the  "nve  7" 
IV. 


When  half  the  horimn  's  clouded  and  half  free, 
Flutlering  between  the  dun  wave  and  Ihe  sky, 

Uer  anchor  ports ;  but  still  her  snowy  sail 

lugh  every  way 


Thi 


te  lonehest  shore. 
II. 
I  tlie  isle  of  Toobond, 
Its  ils  bosom  o'er  the  spray, 

h  seal  reposes  from  the  wind. 


Or  gambols  with  huge  frolic  m  the  sun  ; 
There  shrilly  to  the  pB»nng  oar  is  heard 
The  eta.rtled  echo  of  the  ocean  bu^, 

The  fealher'd  Gshes  of  the  solitude. 
A  narrow  EGgment  of  tho  yellow  sand 
On  one  side  (ortns  the  oulUne  of  a  strand-) 
Here  the  yotoig  turtle,  crawling  from  his  shel 
Steals  to  the  deep  wherein  his  parents  dwell 
Chipp'dbythobeam,  anurslitigof  the  day, 
But  hatch'd  for  ocean  by  the  fostering  ray ; 
Tlie  rest  was  one  bleak  precipice,  as  e'er 
Gave  mariners  a  shelter  and  despair, 
A  spot  to  make  the  saved  tegrel  the  deck 


envy  the  lost  wreck. 


To  shield  her  lover  from  his  following  f 
But  all  its  secret  ivas  not  told ;  she  knc 
In  llus  a  treasure  hidden  from  the  view. 


Wilh  vigour  they  puU'd  on,  wd  as  they  cam. 
HaiI'd  him  lo  yield,  and  by  his  forfeit  name. 
Headlong  he  leap'd— to  him  the  swimmer's  b 


mill: 


1  He  dived,  and  r 
Tew  look'd  amaied  o'er  sea  a  id  shore 
10  landing  on  that  precipice, 
1,  and  slippery  as  a  berg  of  ice. 
They  watch'd  awhile  to  see  him  float  again, 

1  rebubbled  from  the  main  i 
The  wave  roU'd  on,  no  ripple  on  ils  face, 

;s  thdr  first  plunge,  recall'd  a  single  trace ; 
The  little  whirl  wluch  eddied,  and  slight  foam, 

'd  their  latest  home, 


White 


^the, 


.nhelr). 


Who  loll  no  marble  {moumfu!  j 
The  quiet  proa,  wavering  o'er  tl 
Was  all  that  told  of  Torqoil  and  his  bride  ,■ 
And  but  for  this  alone,  the  whole  might  seem 
ish'd  phantom  of  a  seaman's  dream- 
Even  superstition  now  forbade  thar  slay. 
"  ime  said  he  had  not  phinged  into  the  wave, 
ut  vanish'd  hke  a  corpse-bghl  from  a  grnVL , 
Others,  that  sometlung  supernatural 
Glared  m  his  flguie,  more  than  mortal  tall ; 
Whi'*  all  agreed,  that  in  his  cheek  and  eye 

is  the  d^ad  hue  of  eteroity. 
Still  as  thrar  oars  reoeded  from  the  crag. 
Bound  every  weed  a  moment  ivould  they  'ag. 
Expectant  of  some  token  of  th^  prey ; 

—he  'd  melted  from  them  like  the  spra, . 


Ere  the  eanoes  ^vided,  near  the  spo^ 

The  men  that  mann'd  what  held  her  TorquiPs  lot. 

The  akiir  which  walled  Chi^stian  from  the  shore. 


Wrung  Ufe  and  pity  fron 


•ji  the  fantastic  shell'' 
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lad  they  perished,  and  in  silence  g1c| 
lealh  ihe  gulf  wherein  Uiej  bddly  ie 


...  _. a  of  the  , 

So  smoothly,  htavelj,  brillianlly  she  went, 
r^Gaving  a  alroak  of  Ught  behind  her  heel. 
Which  struck  and  Sash'd  hke  an  aniphibiou 
Cloady,  and  scarcBly  less  eipwl  !o  trace 
The  depths  where  divers  hold  the  pearl  in  < 
Torquil,  tha  nnrBling  of  the  northern  Bt" 
Pursued  her  liq'"-*  "'"""  "-'"^  --•  -"-■  - 
Deep — deeper 


\rt  and  ease. 


Thei 
Her  arms,  s 
I^gh'd,  ar 
They  had  g, 


filing  tJie  foam  froT 


Whose  only  portal  was  the  keyless  wbto,' 

(A  hollon  irchway  by  Ihe  Sun  unseen, 

Save  through  Iho  billows'  glassy  veil  of  green. 

In  BQine  transparent  ocean  hohday, 

When  all  Ihe  finny  people  arc  at  pky). 

Wiped  with  her  hair  the  brine  from  Torquil's  eyes, 

Led  lim  to  where  the  took  appeor'd  to  jut 


£om^  old  cathedrals  glimmering  aisle 

sadly  In  their  refuge  subniarine 

fault  drew  half  her  shadow  ftom  the  sc 

vn, 

from  her  bosom  the  young  savage  dte 
le  torch,  strongly  girded  with  gnatcc  ; 
nfain  leaf  o'er  all,  the  mora  to  keep 
tent  sparkle  from  the  sapping  deep. 


<)f  then: 
Afewshi 


nther'd  t> 


leaf,  a  flint 


The  firoi  with  torchlight.    Wide  it  was  «id  high, 
I  sliDw'd  f  self-bom  Gothic  canopy ; 
1  arch  uproar'd  by  nature's  arehhect,. 
:  architrave  some  earthquake  might  erect ; 

en  the  poles  craah'd  and  water  was  Ihe  viotU  ; 

lie  yet  the  globe  reek'd  from  its  funeral  pyre ; 


(xKiBtiilenofCbrinu 


Andwi 


Thes 


(wlifif  to  Ekm.  in  Muoio  1 


SE  of  their 


r  kindled  bi 
and  sbnw'd 


lese  alone,  for  all  had  been  prepared 
The-mii  for  rest  ,■  for  dress  the  fresh  gnatoo, 
For  food  the  cocoa-not,  the  yam,  the  bread 
With  its  broad  led;  or  lurtie-shell  which  bore 

The  gourd  with  water  recent  from  the  rill, 
The  ripe  banana  from  the  mellow  hill ; 
A  pine-torch  pile  to  keep  undying  light, 
And  she  herself,  as  beautiful  as  night. 
To  fling  her  shadowy  spirit  o'er  the  scene 
And  make  (heir  subierranoan  world  serene. 
She  had  foreseen,  since  tirst  the  stranger^s  sail 
Drew  10  thdr  isle,  that  force  or  flight  might  fail. 
And  formed  a  refuge  of  the  rocky  den 
For  Torquil's  safely  from  his  countrymen. 
Each  dawn  had  wafted  there  het  light  canoe. 
Laden  with  all  (he  golden  Iniita  that  grew ; 
Each  eve  had  seen  her  glithng  through  the  hour 
With  an  could  cheer  or  deck  their  sparry  bower, 
And  now  she  spread  her  httle  store  with  smiles. 
The  happiest  daughter  of.  the  loving  isles. 
IX. 


le  of  love— for  love  is  old. 


oung  Chief,  a  thousand  moons  ago, 

n,  in  tracking  ^t  his  ocean  prey, 

somo  desperate  feud  of  after  time, 
v'd  there  a  daughter  of  the  cUme, 
loved,  and  offspiing  of  a  foe, 


and  clan  to  where^the  w: 


captive's  woe; 


Then  dive 
Or  deem'c 
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the  sea-girded  rack, 

r  paddles  from  Ibo  shock, 

png  from  Iho  deep,  ihey  saw 


1  their 


nald  bndo : 

10  pair  Ihey  hore, 

How  they' hid  gladly  lived  and  calmly  died, 

■    ■     ■         t  also  Totquil  and  his  bride? 

loll  the  rapturoi 


boldly  their  worm  bkod  was  spilt, 
was  sbamo,  their  epitaph  waa  guilt* 
tbey  knew  and  felt,  at  loaet  the  one. 

The  leader  of  the  band  he  had  undone  ; 

Who,  born  perchance  for  better  Ihmgs,  had  set 

His  life  upo]  


undingoc 


Which  follt 
This  tale ; 
Was  love,  i 


wildly  in  that  wile 
1^  that  all  wilbin 


id  ihoir  couch,  theu^  n 


«iei!  as  if  life  were  o'er ; 


The  Chan. 


Ihey, 


X. 

and  shan 


)of  ih 


shoek 


:h  loft  then,  ejiles  of  the  holloi 
Where  were  Ihcy?  O'er  the  sea  for  life  Ihey  plied, 
To  seek  from  heaven  the  shelter  men  denied. 
Another  course  had  been  their  choice— but  where  1 
The  wate  which  bora  thejn  slill,  Iheir  foes  would  bos 
Who,  disappoinled  of  Iheir  former  diase, 


Insc 


Eager  ivith  anger,  their 


!B  baflied  of  Iheir  previous  ]ircy. 
They  gaiii'd  upon  (hem,  all  whose  safety  lay 
In  sonio  bleak  crag  or  deeply-hidden  bay : 
No  further  chaneo  or  choice  remiun'd ;  and  right 
For  the  first  furlher  rock  which  mot  their  sight 
They  sleer'd,  to  (ako  their  latest  view  of  land, 
Aud  yield  as  victims,  or  die  sword  in  hand ; 
Uiemiss'd  the  natives  and  Ih^ir  shallop,  who 
Would  still  have  battled  for  that  scanty  crew ; 
But  Christian  bade  thsm  seek  Iheir  share  again. 
Nor  add  a  saorifioe  which  were  m  vain ; 

Against  the  arms  which  most  be  wielded  here  ? 

XI. 
rhey  lantied  on  a  wild  but  narrow  scene. 
Where  few  but  Nature's  footaleps  yot  had  been ; 
Prepared  their  arms,  and  with  that  gloomy  eye, 
Stem  and  suslain'd,  of  man's  extremity. 
When  hope  is  gone,  nor  glwy's  self  remains 
To  cliBcr  resistance  against  death  or  chains,— 
They  stood,  the  three,  as  the  three  hundred  stood 
Who  dyod  Thermopyke  with  holy  blood. 
But,  ah !  how  difTerenl  I  'tis  the  cmae  makes  all. 
Degrades  or  hallows  courage  in  its  fall. 
O'er  Ihem  no  fame,  eternal  and  intense. 
Blazed  through  the  clouds  of  death  and  beokon'd  hone 
No  grateful  country,  smiling  through  her  tears. 

No  heroes  envy  them  their  monument ; 


wthet 


in  favf 


10  Ihroi 


■  of  his  I 


13  they  rather 
's  than  a  nai 


ish'd  to  gt 


foil  that  Ibis  poor  victim  of  setf-wiU, 

had  once  been  Britain's  slill. 
They  hail'd  him  to  surrender— no  reply ; 

<d,  and  glitter'd  m  the  sky. 
They  hail'd  agam— no  answer;  yet  once  more 

rer'd  quarter  louder  (ban  before. 
The  echoes  only,  from  the  rocks  rebound, 
~       th^r.last  farewell  of  the  dymg  sound. 
Then  flash'd  the  flint,  and  blazed  the  voleying  Han 

,se  between  them  and  their  aim. 
While  the  rocks  rattled  with  the  bullets'  knell, 

Batlen'd  as  they  fell ; 
Then  flew  the  only  answer  In  he  given 
By  those  who  had  lost  all  hope  In  earth  or  heaven. 
Alter  the  first  fierce  peai;  as  they  pull'd  nighor, 
They  heard  thevdceofChrislian  shout,  «Now  fii 
'    '  "        ird  upon  the  echo  died. 

Two  fell ;  the  rest  sfstul'd  the  rock's  rough  side. 


J,  furio 


at  the  I 


all  further  elforts,  save  to  close. 
But  steep  the  crag,  and  all  without  a  path. 
Each  step  opposed  a  bastion  to  their  wrath ; 
While  placed  'midst  defts  the  least  accessible. 
Which  Christian's  eyo  was  train'd  lo  mark  full  well, 
The  three  maintain'd  a  strife  which  must  not  yield, 

rhere  eagles  might  have  chosen  to  build. 
Their  every  shot  told ;  while  the  assailant  fell, 
~    '  "  on  the  shingles  like  the  hmpid  shell ; 

'big  their  numbers  here  and  there,  until 
Surrounded  and  commanded,  though  not  nigh 

The  desperate  trio  held  aloof  their  fata 

to  the  very  last  they  battled  well, 

not  a  groan  mform'd  their  foes  mho  fell. 


.wlce  wounded ;  i 


Too  laU  for  lifs, ! 
With  though  a  hostile  band  to  close  his  eye. 
A  linih  was  broken,  and  be'  droop'd  along 
The  crag,  as  doth  a  falcon  reft  of  young. 
The  sound  revived  him,  or  appear'd  to  waKt 
reakly  gesture  spa).. 


Ho  beokon'd  to 
But,  as  they  ne 


rear'dhi 
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Ho  to 


in  of  his ' 


Down  ihe  tube  dash'd  it,  levell'd.  Bred,  and  smiled 

As  his  foe  fell ;  then,  hko  a  serpent,  c<Hl'd 

His  wounded,  woaiy  (brm,  to  where  the  steep 

IjOokM  desperate  aa  himself  aleng  the  deep  ; 

Cast  one  glance  back,  and  cienchM  his  hand,  and  shook 

Hm  last  rage  'gainst  the  earth  which  he  forsook ; 

Then  plunged :  the  rook  below  received  like  glass 

His  body  emsh'd  into  one  gory  mass. 

With  scarce  a  ehred  to  tell  of  human  form. 

Or  fiagment  for  the  sea-bird  or  the  worm ; 

A  fai>hMr'd  scalp,  besmear'd  with  blood  and  weeds. 

Yet  reek'd,  the  remnant  of  himself  and  deeds ; 

Some  spluiters  of  his  weapons  (to  the  last, 

Ab  long  qs  hand  could  hold,  he  held  them  fast) 

Yet  glitter'd,  but  at  distant— burl'd  away 

To  rust  beneath  the  dew  and  dashing  spray. 

The  rest  was  nothing-'Save  a  life  mispont, 

And  soul— but  who  shall  answer  where  it  went  1 

Tisours  to  bear,  not  judge  the  dead;  and  they 

Who  doom  to  heil,  thcmselyes  are  on  tho  way, 

t^nless  these  bulhes  of  eternal  pains 

Are  pardoned  their  bad  hearts  for  their  worse  brains. 

xni. 

The  deed  was  OTor!  AH  wore  gone  or  la'en, 
The  fu^ve,  the  captjve,  or  the  sl^n. 
Chain'd  on  Ihe  deck,  where  om^e,  a  gallant  crew, 
"  -retched  few 


She  gazed,  and  flmig  tho  sea-foam  from  hi 
"■       itch  as  for  a  runbow  in  tho  skies. 
Oo  the  horiion  verged  lUe  distant  deck, 
^d,  dwindiad  to  a  very  speck- 


Then 


Down  plunged  she  through  the  CB 

ToM  all  she  had  seen,  and  all  she  hoped,  and  all 

That  happy  love  cooU  augur  or  recall ; 

His  boundmg  Nereid  over  the  broad  sea  ; 
Swam- round  the  rock;  to  where  a  shallow  cleft 
Hid  (he  canoe  that  Neuha  there  had  left 


Dutv 


I  of  the  s 


intheii 


But  the  last  rodt  left  no  surriring  spoil. 
Cold  lay  they  where  they  fell,  and  welteruig. 
While  o^er  them  flapped  the  sea-birds^  dewy  win^. 
Now  whechng  nearer  from  tha  neighbouring  surge, 
And  screammg  high  their  harsh  and  hungry  dirge : 
But  ca.m  and  careless  heaved  the  waie  below. 
Eternal  xvith  unsympathetic  flow ; 
FV  o'er  its  face  the  dolphins  sported  on. 
And  sprung  the  flying^fish  ag^nst  the  sun. 
Till  its  dried  wing  relapsed  from  its  brief  height, 
To  gather  moisture  for  another  Right. 

SIV, 
■T  was  mom ;  and  Ncuha,  who  by  dai™  of  day 
Swam  smoothly  forth  to  catch  the  rising  tay. 
And  watch  if  aught  approachM  the  ampliihious  loir 
Where  lay  her  loier,  saw  a  sail  m  air : 
It  flapp'd,  it  filled,  and  to  tha  growmg  gale 
Bent  its  broad  arch :  her  breath  began  to  &il 
With  fluttering  fear,  her  heart  beat  thick  and  high. 
While  yet  a,  doubt  sprung  where  its  course  might  ue 
But  no !  it  came  not ;  fast  and  far  away 
The  shadow  lessen'd  as  It  clear'd  the  bay. 


aitilf  Frederick  IT.  of  Pmaaiii 


heoflered 
':  wDi  Blind 


Mw 


n,all!^ 


.joy! 


re  the  sU 


Regaiu'd,  and  urged  to  where  they  found  it  -now : 
)  love  and  joy  embark, 

Than  now  was  wafted  in  that  slender  ark. 
XV. 

Again  their  own  shore  rises  on  Ihe  view, 

""i  more  polluted  with  a  hostile  hue; 
>  sullen  ship  lay  brisllmg  o'er  tha  loam, 
floating  dungeon : — all  was  hope  and  home  I 
thousand  proas  darted  o^er  the  l>ay. 

With  Boondbig  bells,  and  heralded  their  way ; 

i  welcomed  Torquil  as  a  son  restored ; 

Neuha,  asking  where  they  had  been  chased, 
d  how  escaped  7  The  tale  was  toM ;  and  then 
0  acclamation  rent  the  sky  agun ; 
d  from  that  hour  a  new  tradition  gave 
eir  sanctuary  the  name  of  *'Neuha's  cave." 
A  hundred  fires,  far  flickering  from  (he  height, 
"'       ■  o'er  the  general  revel  of  the  night, 
Tho  feast  in  honour  of  the  guest,  ralum'd 
To  peace  and  pleasure,  perilously  earn'd ; 
A  night  succeeded  by  such  happy  days 
As  only  the  yet  infant  world  displays. 


EXTRACT   FROM   THE   VOYAGE 
EV  CAPTAIN  BLIGH. 
On  the  27th  of  December,  it  blew  a  severe  storm  «l 
ind  from  the  eaatwiu\l,  in  Ihe  course  of  which  ws  suf- 
fered greatly.     One  sea  broke  away  the  spare  yards 


broke 


to  the  E 


:  all  the  I 


Its  of  beet-  that  had  been  lashed  on  deck,  broke  loose, 
bed  overboard;  and  it  was  not  wilhoul 
difficulty  that  we  were  able  to  secure  Ihe 
Qg  washed  away  enthely.  A  great  quan- 
^ty  of  our  bread  was  also  damaged,  and  rendered  usc- 
jl  stove  in  out  stem,  and  filled  the 


On  the  Bth  of  Januoiy,  1738, . 
eneritTe  about  twelve  leaguos  d 


stanl,  and  nest  day, 
in  the  road  of  Santa 
sssary  supplies,  and, 


ig  ftnishcd  our  busine 

LOW  divided  tlie  people  into  three  watches,  and  | 

harge  of  the  third  watch  to  Mr.  Fletcher  Chris 
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Birabb  regvlali 


wiU  admit 


>mank  Ihe  healtli 
Dut  enables  lliem  more  readily  to  eren  Uiemsetvcs  in 
cases  of  sudden  emcrgeni;y. 

As  I  wished  In  proceed  to  Otaheite  without  stopping, 
I  reduced  Ite  allowance  of  bread  to  two-lhirds,  and 
ca-tJSed  the  >vater  for  drinking  to  be  filtered  through 
drip-stones,  bought  at  Teneriffe  for  that  purpose.  ' 
now  acquainted  the  ship's  company  of  the  objecl  (rf^t 
royage,  and  gare  assurances  of  certain  promotion 
every  ono  whose  endeavours  should  merit  it. 

On  Tuesday  the  36lh  of  February,  being  in  sou 
laOtode  39"  38',  and  44"  44'  west  longitude,  we  be 

encountering  the  weather  that  was  to  be  eipecied  in 
"       ■■  "     I  the  coast  of  Braul 


It  100  league: 


seeing  that 
1  gave  to  'l 


]  of  Sunday,  the  i 


1  of  March,  ader 


the  Cip 

ship  required  complete  eaullEing,  for  she  had  become  sn 
leaky,  Uiat  we  were  obliged  to  pump  hourly  in  our  pas- 
sage from  Cape  Horn.  The  sails  and  rigging  also  re- 
quited repair,  and,  on  eiamining  the  provisions,  a  con- 
siderable ijuantilj  was  found  damaged. 

Having  remained  thirty-eight  days  at  this  place,  and 
my  people  having  received  aU  the  advantage  that  could 
be  derived  from  refreshments  of  ever;  kind  that  could 
be  met  with,  we  s^led  on  the  1st  of  July. 

A  gale  of  wind  blew  on  the  30th,  with  a  high  sea ; 
it  increased  after  noon  with  such  violence,  that  the  ^hip 

the  sails  clewed  up.  The  lower  yards  were  lowered, 
and  the  top-gallant-mast  got  down  upon  deck,  whir^h  re- 
lieved her  much.  We  lay-to  all  night,  and  in  the  morn- 
ing bore  away  imder  a  reeled  foresaJL    The  si 


The  change  of  temperature  soon  began  to  be  sensi 
blyfelt;  and,thatthe  people  might  not  sufferfrom  the: 
own  neghgence,  I  suppUed  them  with  thicker  clothing 
as  better  suited  to  the  climate.  A  great  number  i 
whales  of  an  immense  siie,  with  two  spout-holes  o 
the  back  of  the  head,  were  seen  on  the  11th. 

On  a  complaial  made  tome  by  the  master,  I  found 
necessary  to  punish  Matthew  Quintal,  one  of  the  sea 


bokrd. 


5ofr  Cape  St.  Diego,  the  eastern  part  of  thi 
Terre  de  Fuego,  and  tho  wind  being  unfavourable,  I 
thought  it  more  advisable  lo  go  roiuid  to  the  ea^twa: 
of  Stateu-land  than  to  attempt  passing  through  Strai 
leMaire.  WepassedNew Year-sHarbour and  Cape  S 
John,  and  on  Monday  the  31et  were  in  latitude  60° 
south.    But  tho  wind  became  variable,  and  we  had  bi 


laihofApriL     The  si 


with  a  great  sea,  previ 


omsuch-aoo 

tjmia 

ncBof 

gales  of 

ghseas 

The  decks 

also 

so  leaky 

ceptmEnew 

athcr 

lotho 

thhths 

to  hang  their 

hamm 

oeksin 

and  by 

tif-eation  to  find,  at  the  end  of  every  day,  that  we 
losing  ground ;  for,  tiotwilhstanding  our  utmost 
Uons,  and  keeping  on  the  most  advantageous  tad 
did  little  better  than  drift  before  the  wind.  On  Tu 
tho  aad  of  April,  we  had  eight  dovm  on  the  sick  list, 
and  the  rest  of  the  people,  though  in  good  health,  were 
greatly  fatigued  j  but  I  saw,  with  much  concern,  thai 
was  impossible  to  make  a  passage  this  way  to  the  Sociei 
Inlands,  for  we  had  now  been  thhty  days  in  a  tempei 
tuousocean.  Thus  the  season wastoofaradvancedli 
lenableustodoubleCai 


and,  fron 


«ayfo, 


Wecf 


0  the  ^at  joy  of  ever 
FU  Friday  the  23d  of  M 


g  high,  ii 


e  afleni 


re  therefore  lay-to  all  night,  ivithoui 
lent,eEceptingthatamanatthesIeetage  was  throv 
Ihe  wheel  and  much  bruised.     Towards  noon  tl 

T  the  reefed  foreaail. 
a  few  days  we  passed  the  island  of  St.  Paul,  whe 


ood  fresh  w 


which  boils  fish 


twenty  leagu 


isC:om 


We  anchors 


iday  the  S 

In  our  passage  hither  Irom  the  Cape  of  Good  Hope, 
the  winds  were  chiefly  fiwm  the  westward,  with  very 
hoisterouB  weather.  'The  approach  of  strong  southerly 
winds  is  announced  by  many  birds  of  the  albaU'oss  or 
peterel  tribe ;  and  the  abatement  of  the  gale,  or  a  shift 
of  wind  to  the  northward,  by  their  keepuig  away.  The 
thermometer  also  varies  five  or  six  degrees  h  its  height, 
when  a  change  of  Ihess  winds  may  be  ctpecied. 

In  tho  land  SQrrounduig  Adventure  Bay  are  many 
forest  trees  one  hundred  and  fiiiy  feet  high;  we  saw 
one  which  measured  above  thirty-three  feel  in  gulh. 
We  observed  several  eagles,  seme  beautifiil  bluc-plu- 
maged  herons,  and  parroquets  in  great  variety. 

The  natives  not  appearing,  ws  went  in  search  of  them 
towards  Cape  Frederic-Henry.  Soon  after,  coming  to 
a  grapnel,  dose  to  the  shore,  for  it  was  impossible  to 
land,  we  heard  their  voices,  hke  the  caekbng  of  geese, 
and  twenty  persons  eame  out  of  the  woods.  We  threw 
trinkets  ashore  tied  up  in  parcels,  which  they  would  not 
open  out  imlil  I  made  an  appearance  of  leaving  them  : 
they  then  did  so,  and,  takuig  the  articles  cut,  put  chem  on 
their  heads.  On  first  coming  in  sight,  they  made  i 
prodi^ous  clattering  in  th°h'  speech,  and  held  their  aruks 
over  IhHT  heads.  They  spoke  so  quick,  that  it  was  im- 
nossihle  to  catdi  one  single  word  they  uttered.  Then 
dull  black ;  their  stiin  scarifieu  about  tl^o 


houiden 


dbyh, 


ochre,  hut  all  the  othem 
-eti  painted  blaek,  with  a  kind  of  soot,  so  thickly  lam 
ver  theu'  faces  and  shoulders,  that  it  was  difEcult  lo 

On  Thursday  the  4lh  of  September,  wesailedaiitDt 
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Aduentura  Bay,  steering  first  loworda  llie  eaal-aoudi- 
oast  and  then  to  the  norlhwaj^  of  eaat,  when,  on  tha 
ISOi,  we  came  in  »ght  Of  a  cluster  of  sniall  rocky  isl- 
ands, which  I  namod  Bounty  lales.  Soon  afterwards 
we  frequently  observed  the  sea,  m  the  night  time,  to  be 
covered  by  lunvnous  spots,  caused  by  omazrag  quanli- 
ties  of  small  blubbers,  or  meduss,  wblch  emit  a  light, 
like  the  bla^  of  a  cendle,  from  the  sUings  or  filanicnls 
exteniSng  from  them,  while  the  rest  of  the  body  con- 
tinues peifeetly  dark. 

We  discovered  (he  island  of  Olabeiie  on  the  25th, 
and,  before  oas^g  anchor  neit  morning  in  Matavai 

the  natives  ascertained  we  "ere  friends,  they  came  on 
boardf  and  crowded  the  deck  so  much,  that  in  ten  min- 

distance  which  the  ship  had  run,  in  direct  and  eonlrarj 
courses,  from  the  time  of  leaving  Engiand  until  reach- 
ing Otaheitc,  vreji 


collected  me,  and  called  me  by  my  nan; 
lere  in  the  year  11B0,  wiUi  Captaui  Cook,  in  the  Kes- 
ilution.  A  few  days  after  sailing  from  this  island,  Ihc 
veather  became  squally,  and  a  thick  body  of  black 
ilouds  delected  in  the  east.  A  water-spout  was  in  a  shoi't 


^ghtnu 


s  each  twenty-fonr 


a^ge,wi 


Ibou^  not  apprehended  ti 


Che  CO 


w  Haifa  I 


le  of  the  voyage. 


i  oil  decl 


ne,  duri 


IS  buried  on  shore. 


OnMor 
missed,  of  wlnoh  I  was  immediately  apprised,     Thi 

absent,  who  had  carried  it  off.  They  had  taken  wilt 
Ihem  eight  stand  of  arms  and  ammunition ;  but  witi 
regard  to  their  plan,  Gyary  one  on  board  seemed  to  hi 
quite  igtiorant,  I  tharafore  went  on  shore,  and  engaged 
all  the  chieb  to  assist  in  recovering  both  the  hi 
the  deserters.  Accordingly,  the  former  was  I 
hack  in  the  course  of  the  day,  by  five  of  the  n 

afterwards.  Learning  ilie  place  whe 
diOerent  quarter  of  the  island  of  Otah< 
in  the  cutler,  thinking  there  would  i>e  no  great  difficulty 

However,  they  heard  of  my  arrival ;  and  when  I  was 


id  delivE 


d  ihemselve! 


of  (he  chiefs  had  formerly  srazed 
Barters;  but  had  been  prevailed  on,  byl^. promises' 
retumbg  peaceably  to  the  ship,  to  release  them.  Bi 
finding  an  opportunity  agajn  to  get  possession  of  thr 
arms,  they  set  the  natives  at  defiance. 

Tha  object  of  the  voyage  bang  now  completed,  all 
Uie  brc&d-fruit  plants,  to  the  number  of  one  thousand 
and  fifteen,  were  got  on  hoard  on  Tuesday,  the  Slst  of 
March.  Besides  these,  we  had  eoUecled  many  othf 
plants,  some  of  them  bearmg  the  finest  fruiis  in  Ih 
world ;  and  valuable,  from  aflbrding  brilliant  dyes,  an 
for  various  properties  beades.  At  sunset  of  the  4th  i 
April,  we  made  s^i  Irom  Otah^te,  bidding  farewell  1 
an  is^d  where  for  twenty-three  weeks  we  had  bee 

we  were  not  inaemiible  to  their  kindness,  the  succoedir 


lumatances  sufliciently  proved ;  for  to  the  friendly 
I  endearing  behaviour  of  Ibase  people  may  be  as- 
bed  the  motives  inciiing  an  event  that  effected  Iha 
n  of  our  expedition,  which  there  was  every  reason  lo 


od  a  double  i 


gng  there 


1  young  m 


antagc  from  the  darl 
.arlyaslcf 


s  of  the  c 


±  appeal 


ludsbe- 


djud 


Lrcely  had  I  made  these 
that  it  was  rapidly  advanciii 

iccpt  the  ibreseil ;  soon  aft 
len  yards  of  the  stem,  with 
,  our  feeling  the  least  efiecl  fffim  iu 


■nvelhng  i 


the  I 


id  had  it  passed  directly  over  us- 
it  have  been  carried  away,  but  1 
it  wouhl  have  Bidangered  the  li 

n  the  93d  of  April ; 


)  should  have  re- 
Masts,  I  imagine, 
do  not  apprehend 

f ,  we  anchored  at 
and  an  old  lame 


s,  from  different  islands  in  the  vicinity.     Th 

read-fruit  plants,  were  arrangi 
they  testified  great  surprise.  A  few  of  these  bai 
decayed,  we  went  on  shore  lo  procure  some  in  thi 


Thar 


ihited  m 


i  old,  had  lostboib 


cty  pass 


gradually  amved  from  different  isla 
that  It  was  Impossible  to  get  any  Ihuig  done,  the  i 
titude  became  so  great, 'and  there  was  no  chief  of 

ordered  a  watering  par^,  then  employed,  to  eomf 
board,  and  sailed  on  Sunday,  Ihe  26th  of  April. 

We  kept  near  the  Island  of  Koloo  all  the  aftemi 
of  Monday,  in  hopes  that  some  canoes  would  come 
to  Ibe  ship,  but  in  this  wo  were  disappuinled.  1 
wind  being  northerly,  we  steered  to  Uie  westward  in 


b,  Google 


THE  ISLAND. 


pass  BOutll  ofTofoa ;  and  I  gave  direcUoaa 
■iS  10  be  cuntinued  dunng  ihe  ni°ht.  The 
i  llie  iirsL  watch,  Iha  gunoer  the  iniddle 
Mr.  ChriBlion  ,'ha  mornipg  watch.    This 


voyngB 
■osperlly,  a 


d  advanced  Ji 


I  aU«uled  nitJ 


uid  k  had  be< 

recyend 

capedto 

On  the  night 

of  Monday,  the  watch  was  eet 

described.    Just  before  aunriae,  on  Tuesday 

while  !  was  ye 

asleep,  Mr.  Chnslian,  with  the  mmsn 

'b  mate,  and  Thomas  Buriiilt, 

y  hands 

hind  my  back ;    threatening 

me  «ilh 

iualant  death 

I  spoke  or  made  the  lea>it 

noise.    : 

navetthelesB  cd. 

led  out  as  loud  as  I  could,  in 

«,pe«o 

.  the  officers  not  of  [heir  pa/ly  wen 

already  aecute 

oivntabm-dom 

we™  three  men.beades  the  fo 

all  except  Ch[i> 

ihe  had 

The  1 

Christian  directed  a  dram  Co  be  served  to  each  of  his 
tew.  I  then  unhappily  saw  that  nothing  oould  be 
one  (It  rBcoTGr  tiie  ship.  The  officers  were  neit  called 
a  deck,  ajid  forced  over  (he  ship's  side  into  the  boat, 
'hile  I  was  kept  apart  from  every  one  abaft  Ihe  miien- 
Christian,  armed  with  a  bayonet,  held  the  cord 


only  a  cutlass.  1  was  dragged  out  of  bed,  and 
on  deck  in  my  shirt,  suiTering  great  p^n  in  the 
time  from  the  ^ghlness  with  which  my  hand) 
tied.  On  demartding  Ihe  reaeon  of  such  violence,  the 
only  answer  was  abuse  tor  not.  holding  my  tongue-  The 
master,  the  gunner,  surgeon,  master's  mate,  and  Nelson 
the  girdener,  were  kept  confined  below,  and  the  fore- 
halchway  was  guarded  by        '    ' 


3  the 


albwe 


guard,  wilh  Christian  at  their  head.    The  1 

as  then  ordered  lo  boisl  out  the  launch,  aoo 

threat,  if  he  did  not  daitiDstani]y,Ta  ti 


by 

The  boat  being  hoisted  out,  Mr.  Hayward  and  Mr. 
Hallett,  two  of  the  midshipmen,  and  Mr.  Samuel,  the 
clerii,  were  ordered  into  it.  I  demanded  the  intention 
of  giving  Ihis  order,  and  endeavoured  to  persuade  the 

hut  it  was  to  no  eOect;  for  the  constant  answer  wag, 
*^Hold  your  tongue,  sir,  or  you  are  dead  tlus  moment. '' 
The  master  had  by  this  time  sent,  requesting  that  he 
might  come  on  deck,  which  was  perimtrsd;  but  lie  was 
soon  ordered  back  again  to  his  cabin.     My  eiertions 

ti^,  cbanguig  the  cutlass  he  held  for  a  baytmet,  and* 
holding  me  by  the  cord  about  my  hands  with  a  strong 
gripe,  threatened  me  wllh  unmedialo  death  if  I  would 

pieces  cocked  and  buy) 


ried  ^tei 


concluded,  thai  along  with  t 
Another  effort  to  bring  abou' 


called  o 


lothe 


eight-and-twenty  gal- 


any  of  my  surveys  and  drai 
Laving  thus  fore   '  ' 


ung  my  hi 


dih  their 


d  the  ^ 
ieces  cocked ;  but  on  my  daring  the  i 
.ches  to  fire,  they  uncocked  them.     Is: 

be  fed  me  with  shaddock,  my  lips  be 
iipUined  each  other's  sentiments 


L'elhesh 


le  then  got  mto  the  boat,  attempting  lo  lea 
lowever,  he  was  compelled  lo  return.     8 

It  appeared  lo  me,  that  Christian  was  s< 


Mr.  Samuel  secured  myjournals  and  comnuasion,  v. 
some  important  ship-papers;  thb  he  did  with  great  re 
lution,  though  strictly  watched.  He  atterapied  to  ss 
Ihe  linie-keeper,  and  a  box  with  my  surveys,  drawin 
and  r^tiarhs  for  fiflcen  years  past,  which  were  y' 


>a  of  this  whole  aShii. 


i  any  thing  wi 
^nter's  chest 

xl  the  helplesi 


Uonof  di 


ng  me  {  and  when  the 
«ay,^"  Damn  my  eyes, 


1  asked  for  arm 


little  room  for  those  who 
Christian,  he  seemed  as  if  medi- 
himself  and  every  one  else. 

Lcquainted  with  the  people  among 
iginng;  four  cutlasses,  however,  we(e  thrown 


oat,  they  only 
who  then  said,  "Come,  Captain  BUgh,  you; 


in  the  t 


«  yo"  ™ 


on;  if  you  attempt  to  make  the  least 
inslaiillybepot  to  death;"  and  without  further 

where  Ihey  untied  my  hands.    B«ng  in  the 
A  few  p.oc 


.    The 


it  ihey  had  no  hand  ir 


unfeeling  wi 
Eighleen 
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aster's  maU 

,two 

qoar- 

cooka,  my  dei 

butcher,  and  a  boj.  There  retou 

nedonboa 

d,  Fletcher 

lerHaywo. 

d,  Edwari 

Young,  George  Slen-arl,  midsh 

pmen;  the 

er-at- 

Htms,  gunner's  mate,  boatamaii 

moror,  carpenter's  male,  carpc 

taen  Baamcn,  being  altogelhet  ibe  most  able 

men 

ofthe 

Having  little  er  no  wind,  we  ro 

wed  pretty 

wardE 

the  isUnd  of  ToToa,  which  bor 

ab< 

leagues  distant,    Thesiupwhil 

in  sight  s< 

Borlh-ivest,  but  this  I  considei 

i  only  as 

.  1h 

11,11.1 

Ki  for  Olaheite 

Christian,  the  chief  of  lliem 

family  in  the  north  of  Englan, 

.     Thisw 

Slh 

thm 

voyage  he  had  made  with  me. 

Notwitb. 

1.  th^ 

roughness  witb  vrbicb  1  was  treated,  the  rem 

ncao 
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mpleted.    The  re 


It  will  naturaUy  be  asked,  what  could  be 

ulhieers  had  flattered  themselves  with  the  hope  of  a 
happier  lite  among  the  Otahratana  than  tlieycou]d  po£- 
ibly  enjoy  m  England  j  which,  joined  to  some  female 
onnexions,  moat  probably  occasioned  the  whole  traosH 


3d  of  my  Cn 


itofthe  ship,  I  asked  him  wb 
jidahip  ?  He  appeared  dist 


they  had  the  power  of  fixing 
>f  plenty,  in  one  of  the  Eneat  is 


UlB  quest 


.— Captun  Bligh— that  is  the  thing— t  am  ji 
liell— I  am  io  hell."  His  abilities  to  take  charge  of  tht 
third  watch,  as  I  had  sii  divided  the  ship's  company, 
were  fully  equal  to  the  task. 

Haywood  was  also  of  a  respectable  family  in  thi 
northofEngland,  and  a  young  man  of  abilities,  as  wel 
aaChristian.  These  two  had  been  objeotsofmypi 


ctthem 


n  great  pi 


n,  they  would  have  become  a  credit  li 
.    Young  was  wen  recommended  ;aBd  Si 
l^le  parents  in  the  Orkneys,  al  which  place,  on 
rnofibeResolution  from  the  South  Seas  Id 


But  he  had  always  borne  a  good  character. 

When  1  bad  time  to  reflect,  an  inward  sadsfactiot 
prevented  Ibo  depression  of  my  spirits.  Ye^  a  fen 
hours  belbre,  my  situation  had  been  peculiarly  Baiter 
ing ;  I  had  a  ship  In  the  most  perfect  order,  store*' 
every  necessary,  both  for  health  and  service;  the 


ig  part  had  every  prospet*  of 


The  B 


of  Otafaeit 


sndsome. 


lild,  and 


1  be  formed  of  it.  Thi 
nder  could  have  e»ni 


oen  of  the  party  who  were  now 
ived  fonvard  among  the  seamen ; 
he  messmates  of  Christian,  Ste 
foung,  had  ever  observed  any  cii 
was  plotting ;  ai 


if  T  fell  a  sacrifice 
from  suspicion.  Perhaps,  had  marines  been  on  board 
a  sentinel  at  my  cabin-doot  might  have  prevented  it ; 
tor  I  constantly  slept  with  the  door  open,  that  Ibe  ofiicer 
of  the  natch  might  have  access  to  me  on  all  occasions. 
If  the  mutmy  had  been  occasioned  by  any  grievajtees, 
either  real  or  imagmary,  I  must  have  dbeovered  symp- 
loma  of  discontent,  which  would  have  put  me  on  my 
guard;  but  it  was  far  otherwise.  With  Christian,  in 
particular,  I  was  on  the  most  iriendly  terms ;  that  very 
day  he  was  engaged  to  have  dined  with  mo ;  and  tha 
preceding  night  he  ejtcused  himself  from  snppbig  with 

corned,  having  no  suspicions  of  his  honour  or  integrity. 


EUe  ajie  of  iSfonje ; 

OH, 

CAEMEN  SECOLARE  ET  ANNUS  HAUD  MIRABILIS. 


inough — for  what'! — to  » 


'■•>  ih03«  who  day  Uieir  "tricks  before  high  Hca' 
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Of  el 


i!  Ihe  deep  blllowE  of  the  ^geai 
Bemixl  the  HeUenio  and  Phryglaa  share. 
But  whore  are  they— the  rivdsJ—a  few  feet 
Of  sullen  earth  divide  each  winding-sheet. 
Hew  peaceful  and  how  powerful  is  the  grave. 
Which  hushes  all  I  a  calm,  unstormy  wave 
Which  overoweepa  the  world.    The  theme  is  old 
or  «  dust  to  duBl,"  bul  half  its  tale  untold. 
Time  icmpers  not  in  terrors— stLI  the  worm 

Varied  above,  hut  stiU  ahke  helow ; 

The  urn  may  shine,  the  ashes  will  not  irlow. 

Though  Cleopai 

O'er  1  •  ■  ■   " 

Thou) 


Hath  lost  his  place,  and  gain'd.the  world's  applause. 
But  smile — though  all  the  pangs  of  brain  and  heari 
Disdain,  defy,  the  tardy  aid  of  ^ ; 
Though,  save  the  few  fond  friends,  and  imaged  face 
Of  that  fair  bay  his  sire  ^all  ne'er  embrace, 

aland  by  his  low  hcd — though  even  the  mind 

Smile — for  the  fetter'd  eagle  btesks  his  chain. 
And  higher  worlds  than  this  are  his  again. 


^hfrom 


I  Alex: 


How  vain,  how  worse  th^i  vain,  at  leng-h  appear 
The  madman's  wish,  the  Macedonian's  tear. 
Ho  wept  for  worlds  to  conquer— half  the  earth 

And  desolation ;  while  his  native  Greece 
Hath  an  of  desolation,  save  its  peace. 


How  must  he  smih 
The  htlie  that  ho  i 
What  though  his  r. 
Than  his  ambition,  though  with  scarce  a  bon 
Though  Eirst  in  glory,  deepest  in  reverse, 
He  tasted  empire's  biea^ngs,  and  its  curse ; 
Though  kings,  rejoicuig  in  their  late  escape 
chains,  would  gladly  be  Iheir  tyrant's  a 


Cone. 
Wither 


nthel: 


nr. 

But  where  is  he,  the  modern,  mightier  lar. 
Who,  born  no  king,  made  monarchs  draw  his  car ; 
The  new  Sesoslris,  whose  unharness'd  kings, 
freed  from  the  hit,  believe  themselves  with  wings 
And  spurn  the  dust  o'er  which  they  crawl'd  of  late, 
Chain'd  to  the  chariot  of  the  chieftain's 


The  proudest  sea-mark  that  o'ertops  the  wave  I 
What  though  his  jailor,  duteous  to  the  lest, 

deem'd  the  coflin's  lead  could  keep  him  fast, 

ig  one  poor  Une  along  the  lid 
of  all  it  hid, 


Id  the  < 


Of  all  that 's  great  or  little. 

Whose  game  was  empires,  and  whose  stekes  w 

thrones  ; 
Whose  table,  earth— whose  dice  were  humaii  bon( 
Behold  the  grand  result  in  yon  lone  isle, 

Sigh  to  behold  the  ease's  tolly  rage 
Reduced  to  nibble  at  his  narrow  cage ; 
Smile  to  survey  the  ftucller  of  Uie  Nations 
Now  daily  squabbbng  o'er  disputed  rations  ; 
Weep  to  pert 


lil'd  dish 


tinted  w 


A  bust  delayd,  a  book  refused,  can  shake 
The  sleep  of  him  who  kept  the  world  awake. 
Is  this  indeed  the  Tamer  of  the  Great, 
Now  slave  of  all  could  teaie  or  irritate— 
The  paltry  jailor  and  the  prying  spy, 
The  slai-ing  stranger  with  his  note-book  nigh  ? 
Plonged  m  a  dungeon,  he  had  still  been  great ; 
Row  low,  how  little,  was  this  middle  state. 


0  free  fron 


to  doubl 


In'd  bis  c 


V,  if  that 


IV, 
tit  of  his  blazing  reign. 


a,andn: 


n  to  all  se 


wthei 


mwhob< 


loblo  s 


p  before  the  eastern  blast 
boys  hail  it  from  the  mast ; 
When  Victory's  Gallic  column  shall  but  rise, 
Like  Pompey's  pillar,  m  a  desert's  skies. 
The  rocky  isle  that  holds  or  held  bis  dust 
Shall  crown  the  Atlantic  like  the  hero's  bust. 
And  mighty  Nature  o'er  his  obsequies 
'^  than  niggard  Envy  still  denies. 

.are  these  to  hun  7    Can  glory's  lusl 
Touch  the  freed  spirit  of  the  fetler'd  dust  7 
Small  care  hath  he  of  what  his  tomb  consists, 
Nought  if  he  sleeps— nor  more  if  he  exists: 
Alike  Ihe  better-seeing  shade  will  smile 
On  the  rude  cavern  of  the  rocky  isle. 
As  if  his  ashes  found  their  latest  home 
In  Rome's  Pantheon,  or  Gaul's  mimic  dome. 
He  wants  not  this ;  but  France  shall  feci  the  want 

Her  honour,  fame,  and  faith,  demand  his  bones, 

pyramid  of  tlrranes ; 

ird,  m  the  battle's  van. 
To  form,  like  Gueaclin's'  dust,  her  talisman. 

me  shall  heat  the  alarm  hke  Ziska's  drum. 

V. 
iaven !  of  which  he  was  in  power  a  feature , 
rth  1  of  which  he  was  a  noble  creature ; 

That  saw'et  the  unfledged  eaglet  chip  his  shell  1 


b,  Google 
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ye  Alps,  which  view'd  him  in  his  liawning  flighls 

Hover  Ihe  vielor  of  a  hundred  fighta ! 

Thou  Rome,  who  saw'sl  thy  Caaar's  deeds  outdone ! 


•  ir  pyramii 


ong  repose, 
Wheor 


A  new  Carabyses  thundering  in 
While  the  dark  shades  of  forty  ages  stogd 
Like  startled  giants  by  Nile's  famous  flood  ; 
Or  from  the  pyramid's  tall  pinnaclo 
Behold  the  desert  peopled,  as  from  hell, 
With  dashing  hosts,  who  sitew'd  the  barren  ssn 
To  re-manure  the  uncultivated  land  t 
Spain!  which,  a  moment  mindless  of  the  Cid, 
Br  Routing  thy  Madiid '. 


'hich  sa 


is  faU  I 


io!— Frederics 
And  falsehood—iieirs  to  all  except  his  fame ; 
Who,  crush'd  at  Jena,  crouch'd  al  Berlin,  fell. 
First,  and  but  rose  lo  follow  {  ye  who  dwell 
Where  Kosciusko  dwell,  reraemba-uig  yet 
The  unpaid  amount  of  Catheiine'e  bloody  debt ! 
Poland !  o'er  which  the  avenpng  angel  paBs'd, 

Forgrlting  all  thy  still  enduting  claim. 
Thy  lotted  people  and  eiiinpiish'd  name ; 
Thy  sigh  for  freedom,  thy  long-flowing  tear 
Thai  sound  that  craishes  in  the  tyrant's  ear : 
Kosciusko!  on— on— on— the  thirst  of  war 


Gaips  for  th 

f  serfs  a 

nd  of  U.^ 

The  halF-ba. 

aric  Moscow's 

Gleam  in  the 

oft  is  a 

sun  thai  se 

Moscow!  th 

of  his  1 

d«rh 

rles  hai 

wept  his  ii^ 

ToscoLnva] 

awihee-liow!«-i 

And  palace 

on  fire. 

To  this  the  s 

oldier 

ent  his  k 

ndlingmal 

TotJdathep 

To  this  then 

ercha 

The  prbice 

ishal 

-andM 

laoowwas 

's  flame 


orgaa 


■nit 


before  Ihme,  and  quenchless  Hecla's  tame ; 

'ills  shows  his  blaze,  an  usual  eight 

5,  from  his  haekney'd  height : 
e  unrivall'd,  tiU  t)io  fire 
all  empires  shall  eiipire- 


Whose  icy  wing  llapp'd  o'er  the  faltering  foo, 
Tin  fell  a  hero  with  each  flake  of  snow ; 
How  did  thy  numbing  beak  and  silent  fang 
Fierce,  till  hosts  perish'd  with  a  single  pang  l 
In  vain  shaU  Swne  look  up  along  his  banks 
For  the  gay  thousands  of  his  dashmg  ranks ; 
In  vam  shall  France  recaU  beneath  her  vines 
Her  Touih— fheir  blood  flows  faster  than  her  vrine 
•Ir  Etagnani  in  their  human  ice  remains 
In  frozen  mummies  on  the  polar  plains. 
In  viiin  will  Italy's  broad  sun  awaken 
llei  oflspring  chili'd— its  beams  are  now  forsaken. 
Of  ad  the  trophies  galher'd  from  tiie  war, 
Whanhall  return  ?    The  oonquetoes  broken  car ! 


I    Again 

Swede  of  victory, 

Dresden  surveys  three  despots  fly  once  more 

"  "  re  IhHr  sorureign, — sovereign,  as  bftore  j 

(here  eshausted  Fortune  qulis  their  field. 

The  Saionjackatleaveathe  lion's  side 

~  '     beat's,  and  wolf's,  and  fox's  guide 

ud  to  the  den  of  his  despair 
The  forest  monarch  shrinks,  but  finds  no  lair ! 
each,  and  all !  oh,  France !  who 
Thy  long  fan  lields  ploogh'd  up  as  hostile  grou 
Disputed  foot  by  foot,  till  treason,  still 
His  only  victor,  from  Montmame's  hill 
Look'd  down  o'er  trampled  Paiis,  and  thou*  ii 
thy  ramparts  smile. 


TheT 


hy  danger,  his  yet  weeping  hrido 
Oh,  France  I  retaken  by  a  single  march, 
Whose  path  was  through  one  long  triumphal 
"'>,  bloody  and  most  bootless  Waterloo, 
hich  prove  how  fools  may  have  their  fortur 
on,  half  bj  blunder,  half  by  treachery  ; 
Oh,  dull  Sunt  Helen  I  with  thy  jailor  nigh— 
Hear!  hear!  PromeihetB' firom  his  rock  api 
To  earth,  fir,  ocean,  all  that  fell 


unbroken 


Hispc 


Thlsi 


id  glory, 
ioi  as  the 


illing 


igycai 


ilep  ml 


ithev 


inds  of  heaven, 
id  of  tlirones  the  rod. 
Of  fame  Ihe  Moloch  or  the  deml-god  { 

iihout  ih^  decent  dignity  of  fall. 

t  vanity  herself  had  betler  taught 

A  surer  path  even  to  the  lame  he  sought. 

Ten  thousand  conquerors  for  a  single  sage. 
While  Franklin's  quiet  memory  climbs  lo  heave 
Calming  the  lightning  which  ho  thence  hath  rivi 
Or  drawing  from  the  no  less  kindled  eartA 
Freedom  and  peace  to  that  which  boasts  his  lur 
While  Washington 's  a  walch-word,  such  as  ne 
Shall  Gink  while  there 's  an  echo  left  lo  air : 

the  Spaniard's  thirst  of  gold  and  w. 


IsPizarr 


St  the  E 


>e  Allan' 


Wh! 

Ji  wailed  freedom  gird  a  tyrant's  grave,— 

I'hfi 

iog  of  kings,  and  yet  of  slaves  the  slave, 

Who 

burst  the  chains  of  mdlions  lo  renew 

The 

ery  fetters  which  his  arm  broke  through. 

And 
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■s  of  allemme  gore, 


13  ihe  old  aspiration  brealhad  aJrashf 
kindle  souls  withbi  ilcgradeil  flesh, 

epulsed  ihe  Persian  from  die  sho 


Slaves  of  the  easl,  or  Helots  of  the  west; 
On  Andes'  and  on  Alhos'  peals  unfcri'd. 
The  seir-eame  sUmdatd  streams  o'er  either  war\i: 
The  Athenian  wears  again  Harmodius'  tnvoni ; 
The  Chill  chief  abjures  his  foreign  lord ; 
The  Spartan  knows  himself  once  more  a  Greek ; 
Young  Freodom  plumes  the  crest  of  eathCaaqua; 
Debating  despots,  hemm'd  on  cither  shore. 
Shrink  ™nl j  from  lie  roused  Atlactic's  roar : 
Throu^  Calpe's  strait  the  rolling  tides  advance, 
Sweep  lightly  by  the  half-tamed  land  of  France, 
Dash  o'er  the  old  Spaniard's  cradle,  and  would  fain 

But  driven  from  thence  awhile,  yet  not  for  aye. 
Break  o'er  the  ^gean,  mindful  of  the  day 
Of  Salanus— there,  there  the  waves  arise. 
Not  to  be  lull'd  by  tyrant  victories. 

By  Christians  unto  whom  they  gave  their  creed. 
The  desolated  lands,  the  ravaged  isle. 
The  foster'd  feud  encouraged  to  beguile. 
The  aid  evaded,  and  the  cold  delay, 
Prolong'dbut  In  the  hope  to  make  a  prey; — 
rhese,  these  shall  tell  the  tale,  and  Greece  can  sho 
The  false  friend  worse  than  the  bfuriate  foe. 
But  this  is  weU:  Greeks  only  should  fres  Groece, 
Not  the  barbarian,  with  his  mask  of  peace. 
Hon  should  the  atitocrat  of  bondags  be 
The  king  of  aerfe,  and  set  the  nations  free  7 
Better  still  serve  tiut  haughty  Mussulman, 
Than  swell  the  Cossaque's  prowling  caravan ; 
Better  still  toil  for  masters,  than  await. 
The  slave  of  slaves,  before  a  Busman  gate,— 
Number'd  by  hordes,  a  human  capital, 
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That  seed  is  sown  and  reap'd,  as  ofi  the  Moor 
Sighs  to  remember  on  his  dusky  shore. 
Long  in  the  peasant's  song  or  poet's  page 
Has  dwelt  the  memory  of  Abancerage, 
The  Zegri,  and  the  cnp^ve  victors.  Hung 
Back  to  the  barbarous  reaho  from  whence  thcysprurg. 
But  these  are  gone— their  faith,  their  swords,  their  sway 
lore  antl-christian  foes  than  Ihey : 
monarch  and  the  butcher  priest, 
adon,  with  her  burning  feast, 
Tha  faith's  red  «  auto,"  fed  with  human  fiiel, 
1  sat  the  Catholic  Mi^DCh,  calmly  cruel. 
Enjoying,- with  inexorable  eye, 
That  fiery  festival  of  agony  I 

itern  or  feehlo  sovereign,  one  or  both 
ims ;  the  haughtiness  whose  pride  was  slolh ; 
ong-degcnerato  noble ;  the  debased 
Hidalgo,  and  the  peasant  less  disgraced 

re  degraded;  the  unpeopled  realm ; 
»  proud  navy  which  forgot  the  helm  ; 
The  once  impervious  phalami  disarray'd; 
The  idle  forge  that  form'd  Toledo's  blado ; 
The  foreign  wealth  that  flow'd  on  every  shore. 
Save  hers  who  earn'd  it  with  the  natives'  gore ; 

tnguage,  which  might  vie  with  Bome's, 
iras  Imown  to  nations  like  thoir  homes. 
Neglected  or  forgotten ;— such  was  Spain  j 

se  worst,  these  home  invaders,  felt  and  feel 
The  new  Numantine  soul  of  old  Castile. 
Up !  up  again !  undaunted  Tauridor  t 
The  buU  of  Phalaris  renews  his  roar ; 
Mount,  chivalrous  Hidalgo!,  not  ui  vain 
Revive  the  cry— *' lago !  and  close  Spain!'" 
Yes,  close  her  with  your  armed  bosoms  round, 
I  barrier  which  Napoleon  found,— 

vithout  a  tenant,  save  the  slain ; 
The  mid  Sierra,  with  Its  v/Uer  troop 

ilture-plumed  guerillas,  on  the  sloop 
leir  uicessant  prey ;  the  desperate  wall 
iragossa,  mightiest  in  her  M ; 
nan  nerved  to  a  sphit,  and  the  maid 
Waling  her  more  than  Amazonian  blado  ; 
The  knife  of  Arragon,'  Toledo's  steel  j 
The  femoua  lanoe  of  chivabTHis  Castle ; 

of  tha  Catalan; 
The  Andaluslan  courser  in  the  van ; 
The  torch  to  make  a  Moscow  of  Madrid ; 
t  the  spirit  of  the  Cid  ;— 
such  shall  be,  such  are.     Advance, 

VOL 

ingress!  What,  thai  hallow'd  name 
Which  freed  the  Atlantic  ?  May  we  hope  the  same 

jrope!  With  the  sound  arise. 
Like  Samuel's  shade  to  Saul's  monarchic  eyes, 
f  young  freedom,  summon'd  far 
n  cllmea  of  Washington  and  Bollvat ; 
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Whose  thunder  shook  the  Phil 
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A.nd  stoic  Frajiklin^s  energetic  shadoi 
Robed  in  die  lighliungs  which  his  hoad  alUy'd ; 
Aii<i  Wsshington,  [he  tyrani-tsmer,  walie. 
To  bid  us  blush  for  these  old  chains,  or  break. 
Itut  who  compose  this  Een&te  of  tbe  few 
Thai  EhouldrecieemUiB  many?   H^o  renew 
This  consactated  nsme,  [ill  now  assign'd 
Is  held  to  beoeBt  m 


Whom 


imblo  at 


iholyca 


The  bless'd  alliance  which  says  three  are 
An  earthly  [jinity  1  which  wears  the  chapi 
Of  Heaien's,  as  man  is  mimick'd  by  the 
A  pious  unity !  in  purpose  one, 
To  melt  three  fools  to  a  Napoleon. 
Why,  Egypt's  gods  weri 


alii 


lit  doga  ai 


w  their 


nnel  or  their  Ehei), 
Cared  lilUe,  so  that  they  were  duly  fed : 
But  these,  more  hutigry,  must  have  something  mor 
Tlia  power  to  bark  and  bite,  lo  tnsa  and  gote. 
Ah,  how  much  happier  were  good  ^sop^s  fiogs 
Than  we !  for  ours  are  animated  logs, 
Wi[)i  ponderous  malice  swaying  to  and  fro. 

An  duUy  aniious  to  leave  lii[Ie  work 
Unto  the  revokttionary  stork. 

Thrice  bleas'd  Verona  '.  since  the  holy  three 
With  their  miperial  presenee  shine  on  thee ; 
IIonourM  by  them,  Ihy  treacherous  site  forgets 
The  vaunted  tomb  of  "all  the  Capulels ;" 
Thy  Scallgers— for  what  was  "  Dog  the  Great," 
"Can'  Grande"  (which  I  venture  to  iranala[e) 
To  these  subluner  puga  ?  Thy  poet  loo, 
CalolluE,  whose  old  laurels  yield  to  new ; 
Thine  amphithealre,  where  Romans  sate ; 
And  Dante's  exile,  shelter'd  by  thy  gate ; 
Thf  good  old  man,'  whose  world  was  all  wilhhi 
Thy  wall,  nor  knew  the  country  held  Wmin: 
Would  Ihat  the  royal  gnosis  it  girds  about 
Were  so  far  like,  as  never  to  gel  out ! 

To  tei:  oppression  that  the  world  is  lame  ! 
Crowd  lo  Ihe  theatre  wilh  loyal  rage— 
The  comedy  is  not  upon  the  stage ; 


Tlias 


bonry 


tndsl 


Then  gate  upon  it  ilunugh  ihy  dungeon  bara  i 

Clasp  tliy  permitted  palms,  Itind  Italy, 

Pi^r  thus  much  elill  Ihy  fetier'd  hands  are  free ! 


a  plaudit 


and  of  w 


And  Just  Bs  fit  for  flirting  as  the  hekn ; 

A  Calmuck  beauty  with  a  Cossack  wit, 

And  generous  spirit  when  'tis  not  frost-bit  j 

Now  h^f-di53(dving  to  a  Ubetal  liiaw. 

But  harden'dWk  whene'er  the  morning  'a  raw ; 

'Yith  no  ohjeclion  to  true  liberty, 

Kicept  Wat  it  would  make  the  nations  free. 

Hew  well  iho  imperial  dandy  prates  of  peace, 

lluw  fait.,  if  Greeks  would  be  his  slaves,  free  Groi 


1  Tlie  bmoiu  oli 


How  nobly  gave  he  back  the  Poles  their  Diet, 
Then  lold  pugnacious  Poland  to  be  quiet  I 
How  kmdiy  would  he  send  the  mild  Ukraine, 
With  all  her  pleasant  pulks,  to  lecture  Spain ; 
How  toyaHj  show  off  in  proud  Madrid 
His  goodly  person,  from  the  south  long  hid, — 


IBSUlg. 


eaply  pi; 


having  Muscovites  for  friends  or  foes. 
Proceed,  thou  namesake  of  great  Philip's  son 
La  Harpe,  thine  Aristotle,  beckons  on ; 
And  that  which  Scythia  was  to  him  of  yore, 
F^nd  wilh  thy  Scythians  on  Iberia's  shore. 
Yet  think  upon,  thou  somewhat  aged  youth. 
Thy  predecessor  on  the  banks  of  Ptulh : 
Thou  bast  to  aid  Ihee,  ahonld  his  lot  be  Ihine, 
old  woman,  but  no  Catheruie.  < 
hath  rocks,  and  rivers,  and  defiles— 


The  be 

Fatal  lo  Goths  are  Xcres'  sunny  fields ; 

Think'st  thou  to  tbae  Napoleon's  victor  yields ' 

■  ■  thy  deserts,  turn  Ihy  swords 
To  ploughshares,  shave  and  wash  thy  Bashkir 
Eedeem  thy  realms  from  slavery  and  the  knoul 
Than  follow  headlong  in  the  fatal  route. 
To  hifeal  Ihe  cUme,  whose  skies  and  laws  are  j 
With  thy  fotd  legions.  Spain  wants  no  manm 
Her  soil  is  ferlilo,  hut  she  feeds  no  foe ; 

And  ivouldst  thou  furnish  them  with  fresh 
Alas  1  thou  wilt  not  conquer,  but  purvey. 
I  am  Diogenes,  though  lluss  and  Hun 


prey? 


T  B  worm  than  tuck  an  Alexam 
ivea  who  will,  the  Cynic  shall  be  free 
lb  hath  tougher  walls  than  Sinop^; 
Still  will  he  hold  his  lantern  up  to  scan 

ncn  of  monarcha  for  an  "  honest  mai 

XI. 


Must  fight  neit  day,  his  speech  to 
But  this  cosU  Utile  to 


What  is 


who  had 
ir  father, 
mding  of  a  shot, 
ig  long  and  uilermpling  not  ? 
Though  this  was  not  the  method  of  old  Rom 
When  Tully  fulmined  o'er  each  vocal  dome, 
"Ihe  transaction 
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ShaU  noble  Altden  pass 
From  a.  bold  Briton  in  her  vronted  praise  ? 
■*Ar[s — arms — and  George — and  glory  and  the  is 
And  happy  Britain — wealth  and  freedom's  smiles 
White  cliffs,  that  held  iniraHon  far  aloof— 
Contented  subjects,  all  alike  lax-proof— 
Ptoud  Wellington,  with  eagle  beak  so  cnrl'd. 
That  nose,  the  hook  where  he  suspends  the  work 

And  Waterloo— and  trade— and (hush!  not 

A  syllable  of  imposts  or  of  debt) 

And  ne'er  (enough)  iamented  Castlcreagh, 
Whose  pan-knife  slit  a  goose-rjuill  't  other  day — 
And  "  pilots  who  have  weather'd  every  storm, — 
(But  no,  not  even  for  rhyme's  sake,  name  i 
These  are  the  themes  thus  sung  so  ofl  bcfo 


Pound  in 
There 'a  I 


many  volumes  far  and  ni 


mhere. 
'b  slranger  still,  with  thynii 


Alas]  theiountry! — how  shall  tongue  or  pen 

The  lirat  to  make  a  malady  of  peace. 

t  were  all  these  lounlrj  patriots  born  7 

To  hunt  and  vote,  and  raise  the  prico  of  con.  I 

It  com,  like  every  mortal  thing,  must  fall — 

. .  must  ye  fail  with  every  ear  of  grain  ? 

1  was  your  great  Triptolemus  i  his  vices 
Deatroy'd  but  realms,  and  still  maint^nM  yoiu'  pi  l*^ 
He  amplified,  to  every  lord's  content, 
The  grand  agrarian  alchymy — high  rent. 
Why  did  the  Tyrant  stumble  on  the  Tartars, 
et  wheat  to  such  desponding  cjuarier  s  ? 

The  man  waa  woiib  much  more  upon  his  throno. 
TVue,  blood  and  treasure  boundlessly  were  split, 
itof  thati  the  Gsul  may  hear  the  guilt ; 

es  told  upon  the  appointed  day. 

ire  ia  now  the  goodly  audit  ale  ? 

se-proud  tenant  never  known  to  fail  7 
The  farm  which  never  yet  was  [e(t  on  hand  I 
The  marsh  reclaimed  to  most  improving  land  1 

impatient  hope  of  the  eipiring  lease  I 
The  doubUng  rental  1  What  an  evil 's  petice ! 

the  prizQ  excitee  tlie  ploi^hman's  skill, 

Ihe  commons  pass  their  patriot  bill ; 
Tho  Icmded  inlertsl — (you  may  mideratand 
The  phrase  much  better  leaving  out  the  toitf) 

\n       For  tear  that  plenty  sliould  altam  the  poor. 
Up!  up  again:  ya  rents,  eialt  your  notes. 
Or  else  the  ministry  will  lose  their  votea, 
^nd  patriotism,  so  dalicaXely  nice. 
Her  loav^  <ivill  lower  to  the  market  price ; 


inleaven'd  pro. 


£ven  I  can  pr^e  thee— Tories  do  no  more. 
Nay,  not  so  much' ;— They  hate  thee,  man,  bee 
Thy  spirit  leas  upholds  them  than  it  awea. — 
The  hounds  will  gather  to  Ihea-  huntsman's  ho 
And,  where  he  leads,  the  duteous  pack  will  fol 
But  not  (br  love  mistake  their  yelling  cry. 
Their  yelp  for  game  is  not  an  eulogy ; 
Less  faithful  far  than  the  fou>footed  pack, 
A  dubious  «:enl  would  lure  the  bipeds  hick. 
Tby  saddle-girihs  are  not  jet  quite  secure, 
Nor  royal  staUion's  feet  ailremely  sure ; 


"the  I 


and  iishi 


And  nought  remains  of  all  the  i 
Excepting  to  grow  moderate  ar 
They  who  are  not  BO  ftad  their  i 
About  sUII  flows  from  fortune's 


liey  dined,  they  drank,  (hey  av 


Tbair  love  of  country,  million 
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Their  good,  ill,  health,  wealth,  joy,  or  discontent, 

lliousolil'et  thybirthrighl,  Gsaul  Ibramegs: 
Tbou  ^ouldst  have  gotlen  more  or  eaten  less : 
Now  thou  hast  swilPd  tliy  pottage,  thj  demands 
Are  idle ;  Israel  aajs  the  bargain  stands. 
Such,  landlords,  was  your  appetite  for  war, 
And,  gorged  with  blood,  you  grumble  at  a  scar! 
What, would  Ihey  spread  their  earthquake  eyen  o'er  c 
'    '     '  HI  land  crumbles,  bid  firm  ps^r  crash  7 


sight? 


Gnre 


L  and  nati 


and  Ibund  oi 


i&ll. 


Dge  s  fDundling  hospilal ! 
Lo,  mother  church,  while  ail  religion  mrithes, 
Like  Niobo,  weeps  o'or  her  olTsprtng,  tithes ; 
The  prelates  go  to — where  the  saints  have  gonf 
And  proud  pluralities  subside  to  ooe ; 
Ohur^h,  state,  end  faction,  wrestle  in  the  dark, 
TosB'd  by  the  deluge  in  their  common  nrk. 
Shorn  of  ber  bishops,  banks,  and  dividends. 

And  why?  lo  pamper  the  salE-soekiiig  wants. 
And  prop  the  hill  of  these  agrarian  onts. 
"  Go  to  these  ants,  thou  sluggard,  and  be  wise ; 
Admire  theu  patience  through  each  saerilice. 
Till  taughl  to  feel  the  lesson  of  th^  pride, 
The  price  of  taios  and  of  homicide ; 
Adniu-e  their  justice,  which  would  tasi  deny 
The  debt  of  nations :  pray,  who  made  il  high  7 


SV. 

The  new  SymplegadeB — the  crushing  Stocks, 

In  real  paper  or  imagined  gold. 

That  magie  pa' ace  of  Alcma  shows 

More  wealth  than  Britain  erer  had  to  lose. 

Were  aH  her  atoms  of  unleavened  ore^ 

And  all  her  pebbles  &om  Pactalua^  shore. 

There  Fortune  plays,  while  Rumt-ur  holds  the  slake. 

And  the  world  trembles  to  bid  brokers  break. 

Or  peace,  or  plenty,  corn,  or  oil,  or  wines ; 
No  land  of  Canaan,  full  of  milk  and  honey, 
Nor  (save  in  paper  shekels)  ready  money: 
Btit  let  us  not  to  own  the  truth  refuse. 
Was  ever  Christian  land  so  rich  in  Jena  1 
I'hose  parted  with  then  teeth  to  good  King  Jobn, 
And  now,  ye  kings !  they  kindly  draw  your  own ; 
All  states,  all  things,  all  sovereigns,  they  control. 
And  wafialoan  "from  Indus  to  the  Pole." 
The  banker— broker — baron — brethren, 


id  thes< 


|.t  tyrat. 


in  their 


Nor  tnese  alone ;  Columbia  feels  m 
JVesh  speculations  ftllow  each  success ; 
And  philanthropic  Israel  deigns  to  drain 
Ker  mild  per  ecntage  Irom  exhausted  Spain. 
Not  without  Abraliam's  seed  can  Russia  march — 
T  ki  gold,  not  atoe'.,  that  rears  the  emiqueror's  arc 
Two  Jews,  a  chosen  people,  can  command 

Two  Jews  keep  down  the  Romans,  and  uphold 
The  acrursed  Hun,  more  brutal  wan  of  oW : 


Whal  is  the  happiness  of  earth  to  them  7 

Where  baronies  and  orders  both  invit 

ily  Abraham  I  dost  thou  see  the 
Thy  foUowers  mingbng  with  these  roj 

ipit  not  "on  Ihar  Jewish  gaberdine,;' 

inour  them  as  portion  of  the  show — . 

re  now,  oh.  Pope !  is  thy  fbrsakeu  tge  1 

litceasedta  *^kick  against  the  pricks?^^) 
On  Shylock's  shore  behold  them  stand  afresh, 
"       I  Irom  nations'  hearts  their"  pound  of  flesh." 
XVI. 


those  who  sway  tho  puppets,  pull 
■e  more  of  motley  than  their  heavy 
s,  authors,  generals,  charlatans,  co 
While  Europe  wonders  ai  the  vast  des 
There  Mettemioh,  power's  foremost  pi 
Cajoles;  there  Wellingt;in  forgets  to  f 
There  Chateaubriand  forms  new  book! 


Turns  a  diplomatist  of  gree 


gns— they 


Of, 

ar  so  cc 

Uin— yet  Dot  quiti 

BO 

ialinthe"Monil 

Alas 

howo 
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averted 

ye  of  the  reluctan 
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Tho  imperial  daughter,  the  imperial  bi 
'mperiai  victim— sacrifloe  to  pridt 
nother  of  the  hero's  hope,  the  bo 
The  young  Astyanax  of  modem  Troy 
The  sail  pals  shadow  of  the  lomost  qi 
That  6arth  has  yet  to  see,  or  e'er  hath 
She  Hits  amidst  the  phantoms  of  the  li 
The  theme  of  pity,  and  Che  wreck  of  | 


Oh,o 


could  n< 


did  FVanco's  widow  therel 
Her  fitter  place  was  by  St.  Helen's  wave- 
But,  no,— she  still  must  hold  a  petty  reign, 
Flank'd  by  her  formidable  chamberlain ; 
The  martial  Argps,  whose  not  hundred  eyes 
Must  watch  her  through  these  paltry  pageanirii 
What  though  she  share  no  more,  and  shared  io 
A  sway  surpassing  that  of  Chariemagne, 
Whidi  swept  from  Moscoi 


oral  realm  of  el 


omalilerRrj'so.ereian:  "Alj!  M^ 
liBled  ID  thai  ChateaubrliXiJ  whn- 
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Whore  PBrma  views  the  Iriivellar  resott 

Ti  note  Ihe  trapping  of  her  mimic  court. 

XVIH. 

Kul  she  appears!   Verona  sees  her  shorn 

But,  tired  of  foreign  follies,  I  turn  home, 

or  all  her  beams— while  nations  gaze  and  mourn— 

And  sketch  the  group — the  picture 's  yet  to  come. 

Ere  yel  her  husband's  ashes  have  had  time 

My  Muse  'gan  weep,  but,  ere  a  tear  was  spilt, 

fflie  caught  Sir  William  CurUs  in  a  kill ! 

(ir  e'er  (hofo  awful  ashes  can  grow  cold— 

While  throng'd  the  Chiefs  of  every  Highland  clan 

But  M,-lheli  embers  soon  wiU  Inirirt  the  mouMJ ; 

To  hail  thtir  brother,  Vich  Ian  Alderman  • 

She  comes  1— the  Andromache  (but  not  Radne's, 

Guildhall  grows  Gael,  and  echoes  with  Erae  roar, 

Nor  Homer's);  !ol  on  Pyrrhue' arm  she  leans  < 

While  all  the  C«nmon  Countdl  cry,  "  Claymore  I" 

Vcs !  the  right  arm,  yet  red  from  Waterloo, 

To  see  ptoud  Atbyn's  larians  as  a  belt 

Which  cuther  lord's  halfshntler'd  sceptre  through, 

Gird  the  gross  sirloin  of  a  City  Cell, 

Jsoffer'd  and  accepted!  Could  a  slave 

She  burst  mio  a  laughter  so  cjlreme, 

Do  more  3,  orless?- and  he  in  his  new  grave  1 

Her  eye,  lier  chech,  betray  no  inward  strife, 

And  the  £*-ompress  grows  as  £x  a  wife ! 

So  much  for  human  ties  in  royal  breasts ! 

Here,  reader,  will  we  pause  :-if  there 's  no  harm  in 

Why  spare  men's  feelings,  when  Iheir  own  are  jests  7 

This  first — you'll  have,  perhaps,  a  second  "Caimei;.'- 

Efte  muion  t 

t  SuSfflmrnt. 

BY  QUEVEDC 

REDIVIVUS. 

BUGGEBTED  BY  THE  COMPOSITION  SO  ENTT 

rLED  BY  THE  AUTHOR  OP  "WAT  TYLEK. 
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n^l!;ea.  a  Daniel' 

1  thank  lhee,Je«,  fur 

nchiuB  me  that  wonL 

,^ 

IT. 

Saist  Peter  sat  by  the  celestial  gale, 

His  keys  were  rusty,  and  Ihe  lock  was  dull, 

That  be  was  forced,  against  his  will,  no  douhl. 

So  little  trouble  had  been  ^ven  of  late ; 

(Just  like  thoao  cherubs,  eanhly  ministers}, 

Not  thai  the  place  by  any  means  was  full. 

For  some  resource  lo  inm  hims^f  about, 

And  claim  the  help  tf  his  celestial  peers, 

The  devils  had  taken  a.  longer,  stronger  pull. 

To  aid  him  ere  he  should  be  quite  worn  out 

And  "  a  pull  altagether,"  as  they  say 

By  the  increased  demand  tor  his  remarks : 

At  sea — which  drew  most  souls  another  way. 

Six  angels  and  twelve  saints  were  named  his  clerka. 

H. 

V. 

Tlie  angels  ail  were  singing  out  of  tunc, 

This  was  a  handsome  board— at  least  for  heaven ; 

And  hoarse  with  having  little  else  to  do. 

And  yet  (hey  had  even  then  enough  to  do. 

EicEp^ngto  vrai  up  tha  sun  and  moon. 

So  many  conquerors'  cars  were  daily  driven. 

Or  wild  colt  of  a  comet,  which  loo  soon 

Each  day,  loo,  slew  its  thousands  six  or  seven. 

Brolie  out  of  bounds  o'er  the  ethereal  blue, 

Till  at  the  croivning  carnage,  Waterloo, 

Bpliltbig  some  planet  with  its  playful  tail. 

They  threw  iheir  pens  doivn  in  divine  disgust — 

As  boats  are  sometimes  by  a  wanton  whale. 

The  page  was  so  besmear'd  with  blood  and  diis> 

nr. 

VI. 

The  guardian  ser^ha  had  r-tired  on  high, 

This  by  the  way ;  '1  is  not  mine  lo  record 

FinJing  iheir  charges  past  all  care  b^w ; 

What  angels  shrink  from ;  even  u*  very  de-il 

On  this  occasion  his  own  work  abhorr'd, 

gave  the  recording  angeVs  black  bureau  j 

So  surfeited  witli  the  infernal  revel ; 

Who  found,  indeed,  the  facts  to  multiply 

Though  he  himself  had  sharpen'd  every  jivcm. 

With  sjoh  rapWily  of  vice  and  woe, 

IL  almosl  quench'd  his  innate  thirst  of  evil. 

That  he  had  stripp'd  off  bolh  his  wings  in  quiUs, 

And  yet  was  in  atrear  of  huma>a  ills. 

'Tis,  Ihal  he  has  bolh  generals  jn  reversion). 
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Ni±  the  bMi  doctrines 


b  the  first  yea/  of  fieedom's  second  dawn 

Died  George  the  Third  j  although  no  lyranl,  (B 
Who  shiddcd  tyrants,  UU  each  sense  withdrawn 


One  half  as  mad- 

-and  t'other  no  less  blmd. 

IS. 

He  died  1— his  de 

His  burial  mad 

Of  velvet,  gilding 
Of  aught  b«tt 

For  these  Ihines 
Of  elegy  there 

Bought  also;  an 

Heralds,  and  reli 

brass,  and  no  great  dearUi 
ais— save  those  shed  by  colhiaion 
nay  be  bought  at  their  true  wmth : 
wae  the  due  infusion — 

the  torches,  cloahs,  and  banners, 
5  of  old  Gothic  manners. 

Pomi'd  a  sepulchral  mein-dratne.    Of  all 
The  fools  who  flock'd  to  swell  or  see  the  show. 

Who  cared  about  the  corpse?    The  funeral 
Made  the  attraction,  and  the  black  the  woe. 

There  throhb'd  not  there  a  thought  wliieh  pierced  the  pafl; 


nthe 
'd  theme 


gorgeo. 


IS  laid  la 


The  natural  compoand  left  alone  to  fight 
Its  way  back  into  earth,  and  fire,  and  air ; 

But  the  unnatural  balsams  merely  blight 
What  nature  made  him  at  his  birth,  as  bare 

Yd  all  bis  spices  but  prolong  decay. 

XU. 
He 's  dead— and  upper  earth  with  hun  has  done ; 

Bn's  buried  {  save  the  undertaker's  bill. 
Or  lapidary  scrawl,  the  world  is  gone 

Fur  him,  unless  he  let)  a  German  will ; 
But  where 's  the  proctor  who  will  ash  hia  son  7 

Except  that  household  virtue,  most  uncommon. 


InGodtosa.elh 
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but  if  he 

Be*aving,all1heDe 

Oi  those  who  thin 
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ationbet 

1  h.rdlv  know  too  if 

nottiui 

e  alone  a. 

ofhetl 

ringfutu, 

By  inn-imisenWng,  with  soi 

esltght 

n,fB.f™itTof  hell 

hotju 

risdiction 

God  help  us  all  I  God  help  me,  loo !  I  am, 

God  linows,  as  helpless  as  the  devil  can  wish. 
And  not  a  whit  more  diificull  t»  damn 

Than  is  to  brmg  to  land  a  late-hook'd  fish. 
Or  (o  the  butcher  to  purvey  the  lamb  j 

Not  thai  I  'm  lit  (or  such  a  noble  dish 
As  one  day  will  be  that  immortal  fry 
Of  almost  every  body  bom  to  die. 

XVI. 
Saint  Peter  sat  by  the  celestial  gate, 

And  nodded  o'er  his  keys?  whenio!  (here  canie 
A  wondrous  maae  he  had  not  heard  of  late — 

In  short,  a  roar  of  thuigs  estremely  great, 

TVIiich  would  have  made  aughl  save  a  saint  eiclaim 

But  he,  with  fifst  a  start  and  then  a  wink, 

Said,  "There's  another  star  gone  out,  I  think  "' 
XVII, 

But  ere  he  could  return  to  his  repose, 
A  cherub  llapp'd  hia  right  wing  o'er  his  eyes — 

•>  Saint  porter,"  said  the  angel,  "  prithee  rise  I" 
Waving  a  goodly  wing,  which  glow'd,  as  glows 

An  bartldy  peacock's  tail,  with  heavenly  dyes : 
To  which  the  saint  replied,  "  Well,  what 's  the  matter 
Is  Lucifer  conte  hack  with  all  this  clatter  ?" 

XVIII. 
"No,"  quoth  the  cherub;  "  G  eorge  the  Thu^  is  dead.' 

"  And  who  is  George  the  Third  !"  replied  the  apostle 
"  WJal  Gws-e  ?  whutTMrd!"  " The  Kin|;  of  En j 
land,"  said 

Theangol.     "Well!  he  won't  find  kings  to  joBtIo 
Himonhisway;  butdoei  ■  ■'    '      ■" 


Had  her 


ivould  havi 


re  had  a 


XIX. 


"He  was,  if  I  remember,  king  of- 
That  head  of  his,  which  could  not 

On  earth,  yet  ventured  in  my  face  i< 
A  claim  to  those  of  martyrs— lUie 

If  I  had  had  my  sword,  as  I  had  on 
When  I  cut  ears  cff,  I  had  cut  hi' 

Bui  having  but  my  keygi  and  not  my 

I  «)ly  knock'd  hia  head  fron 


XX. 


That  all  the  sabits  ca 

And  there  he  «t9  by  Si 

That  fellow,  Paul— t 


a  headless  howl, 
ul  and  tool; him  in; 
'aul,  cheek  by  jowl; 


^an  did  litis  weak  and  wooden  head. 
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"  But  had  it  conic  up  here  unon  i 

There  wpuU  have  been  a  differenl  lale  to  I 
The  fellow-feeling  In  ihe  s^nts  beholders 

Seoms  to  have  acted  on  them  like  a  spell. 
And  ao  this  very  fbohsh  head  Heaven  Eoldcra 


TfYIT 

answeHd,  "  Peter  1  do  rot 

who  eonies  has  head  and 

A..d  never 

(new  much  what  tt  was  ab 

He  did 

s  doth  the  puppet— by  ita 

And  will  b 

judged  hke  all  the  rest,  n 

My  bus 

ess  and  jour  ow'u  is  not  tc 

Whicii » 

0  act  as  we  are  bid  to  do." 

SXIIL 

While  Ihn 

they  spake,  the  angelic  ca 

XXVUI. 

And  from  the  gale  thrown  open  Issued  beaming 
luliful  and  mighty  thing  of  light, 
.  with  glory,  like  a  banner  streaming 

My  poor  comparison  must  needs  ho  teeming 
Witli  earthly  likenesses,  for  here  the  night 

Of  clay  obscures  our  best  conceptions,  saving 

Johanna  Southoote,  or  Bob  Soulhcy  ratmg. 
XXIX. 

'T  was  the  archangel  Michael :  all  men  kr.ow 
The  mako  of  angels  and  archangels,  since 

PVom  the  fiends'  leader  to  fhe  angels'  prmcs. 
There  also  axe  Eome  altar-pieces,  though 
'  say  that  they  m    ' 


One's 


lortal  sp 


Arriving  like  a  rush  of  mighty  wind, 

Somo  Bitver  stream  (say  Gangee,  Nile,  or  Inde, 
Or  Thames,  or  Tweed),  and  'midst  them  an  old  man 

With  an  old  soul,  anil  both  extremely  blind. 
Halted  before  the  gale,  and  in  his  shroud 
Seated  their  fellow'traveller  on  a  cloud. 

XXIV. 
But,  bringing  up  the  rear  of  this  biighl  host, 

A  spirit  of  a  ditferent  aspect  waved 
His  wings,  like  ihimder-clouds  above  some  coast 

Whose  barren  beach  wnn  frequent  wrecks  is  paved ; 

Fierce  and  unfathomable  thoughts  engraved 
Eternal  wrath  on  his  immortal  face, 
And  loficre  he  gazed  a  gloom  pervaded  space. 
XXV. 

Ne'er  to  be  enter'd  more  by  hun  or  sin,' 
With  such  a  glance  of  supernatural  hate. 

As  made  Saint  Peter  wish  hunself  witHn ; 
He  polter'd  with  his  keys  at  a  great  rate, 

And  sweated  through  his  apostolic  akin : 
Of  course  hb  perspiration  was  hut  ichor, 
Or  some  such  other  spiritual  liquor. 
XXVI. 


lAf  ir  merits. 
XXX. 

Michael  flew  forth  in  glory  and  in  good  ; 

A  goodly  work  of  him  from  whom  all  glory 
And  good  arise  ;  the  portal  pass'd— he  stood  ; 

Before  him  the  young  cherubs  and  saint  hoary 
(I  say  gmmg,  begging  to  be  understood 

By  looks,  not  years ;  and  should  be  very  sorry 
To  state,  they  were  not  older  than  Saint  Peter, 
But  merely  that  they  seem'd  a  Utile  sweeter). 

XXXI. 
The  cherubs  and  the  saint  bow'd  down  before 

That  ajch-angelie  hierareh,  the  first 

The  aspect  of  a  god ;  hut  this  ne'er  nursca 
Pride  in  his  heavenly  bosom,  in  whose  core 
.    No  thought,  save  for  his  iVlaker's  service,  duru 
Intrude,  however  glorilicd  and  high  i 
He  knew  him  hut  the  viceroy  of  Uie  sky. 

XXXII. 
He  and  the  sombre  silent  spirit  met— 

They  knew  each  other  both  for  good  and  ill ; 
Such  was  iheir  power,  that  neither  could  forget 

His  former  friend  and  future  foe ;  but  still 
There  was  a  high,  unmorlal,  proud  regrol 

In  cither's  eye,  as  if  t  wen 


^nal  yea, 


The  very  cherubs  I 

A  tinglmg  to  the  tip  of  every  feather. 

And  form'd  a  drcle,  like  Orion's 
Around  their  poor  old  charge,  who  scarce  knew  whither  ! 

His  guards  had  led  him,  though  they  gently  dealt 
With  royal  manes  (for,  by  many  stories. 
And  true,  we  learn  the  angels  all  are  Tories). 

XXVII. 
As  -hbigs  were  in  this  posture,  the  gate  flew 

"'  er  space  an  universal  hue 


Of  many-coloiu''d  : 
fLeach'd  even  our  spt 


and  their  "Champ  CIos"  the  sp 
XXXUI. 
Ill  here  they  were  in  neutral  space :  we  know 
From  lob,  that  Salhan  hath  the  power  to  pay 


he  dialogue  is  held  between  the  powers 
ff  good  aud  evil— but  *t  would  take  up  hours. 

XXXIV, 
.nd  ibis  is  not  a  iheolo^c  iri-^r. 

To  prove  with  Hebrew  and  with  Arabir, 
■  Job  be  allegory  or  a  liid, 

But  a  true  narrative ;  and  thus  1  pu.k 
Vom  out  the  wholo  hut  such  and  such  an  act 

As  sets  aside  the  slightest  thought  ol  uvk. 
r  is  every  tittle  true,  beyond  suspicion, 
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threshola 


Bdeilh'a  grand  0. 

Ann  soult  despaldi'd  lo  IhU  world  or  tolhb) 
And  Iherefore  Michael  and  tho  other  wow 

A  uvil  aspect :  though  they  did  not  kis^ 
Yel  still  between  his  Darkness  and  his  Brightnea 
There  pass'd  a  mutual  glance  of  great  politeness 

XXXVI. 
The  archangel  bowM,  not  hko  a  modem  beau, 

Bui  wilh  a  gnoeful  oriental  bend, 
Preseing  one  radiant  atm  jual  where  below 

The  heart  in  good  men  is  supposed  to  tend. 
Ho  tum'd  B5  to  an  equal,  not  too  low, 

Bui  kindljr ;  Sathan  mot  his  ancient  friend 


Cause  why  King  George  by  no  inesns  could  oi  should 
Make  out  a  case  to  he  eicmpt  from  woe 

Eternal,  more  tlian  other  kings  endued 
Willi  better  sense  and  hearts,  whom  history  met 
Who  lung  have  "  paved  hell  with  their  good  intent 


XUI. 

Look  to  the  earth,  I  sai^,  and  say  again : 
When  this  old.  Wind,  mad,  helpless,  weak,  poor 
legan  in  youth's  first  bloom  and  flush  10  r?ign. 
The  world  and  ho  both  wore  a  different  form, 
ind  much  of  earlh  and  all  the  wateiy  plain 
Of  ocean  call'd  him  king:  through  many  a  sti 
IFis  isles  had  floated  on  the  abyss  of  Umo  ; 

e  rough  virtues  chose  Ihom  for  their  clime. 

XLHI. 
k  lo  the  state  in  which  he  found  his  realm, 


xxxvni. 

"  What  wouldst  thou  with  (his  i 
i  brought  before  Ihe  Lord?  Wh 


That  ibou  canst  claim  him  7  Speak !  and  do  thy  will, 
'  it  ho  just :  if  in  this  earthly  span 

He  hath  been  greatly  faJUng  to  fiilHl 
[is  duties  as  a  king  and  mortal,  say, 
nd  he  is  thine  ;  if  not,  let  him  have  way." 


[  Rijim  my  subject;  and  will  make  appeal 
That  as  he  was  my  worshipper  in  rfusl, 
So  shall  he  be  in  spirit,  aiihough  dear 


In  this  poor  planid's  ooniueat,  nor,  alas  ! 

Need  ho  thou  aervest  envy  me  my  lot: 
Wi'h  all  the  myriails  of  bright  worlds  which  pa« 

111  worship  round  him,  he  may  have  forgot 
Yon  weak  creation  of  such  paltry  things ; 
I  think  few  worth  damnalion  save  their  kuigs, 
XLL 

And  these  btit  as  a  kind  of  quit-rent,  to 

Assert  my  ri^t  as  lord  ;  and  even  had 
1  siteh  an  mclination,  *t  were  (as  you 

Well  know)  siiperfliioiB ;  ih^y  arc  grown  so  ba 
Thai  hell  has  nothing  botira'  Icll  lo  do 


ll.av 


lelhem  b 


rhc  meanest 

leatts]  and,  for  (her 

est,  hu 

plant 

Thmoeyeal 

XLIV. 

ce! 

"T  is  true. 

e  was  a  tool  from  firs 

<I  have  the 

workmen  safe) ;  but 

oi 

io  let  him  be 

consumed!  From  on 

Ihep 

0fag6B,si 

nee  mankind  have  kn 

riito 

—from  the  bloody  rol 

Of  sin  am 

scho 

Pake  the  wt 

!t  pupil,  and  produce 

Mote  drench 

d  with  gore,  mora  cum 
XLV. 

(hlhe 

"He  ever  w 

rr'dmthfi-eedomandthefr 

Nations  as 

men,  home  subjects, 

oea. 

So  that  Uiey 

ultor'd  tho  word  -Lib 

Found  Ge< 

rge  the  Third  thoir  first  oppo 

enU 

^verstam'dashiswi 

he 

Witlinali 
1  grant  his  h 

nal  and  individual  woe 
n.sehold  abstinence; 

grant 

XLVL 

I  know  he  was  a  constant  consort ;  own 
H«  was  a  decent  sire,  and  middling  lord. 

As  temperance,  If  at  Apicius'  boaj'd, 
Ts  more  than  a(  an  anchorite^s  supper  shown. 

I  grant  him  all  the  kindest  can  accord  ; 

nd  this  was  well  for  him,  but  not  for  those 
Millions  who  found  him  what  oppression  choso. 

XLvn. 

Tie  new  world  shook  him  off;  (he  old  yet  gros 
Beneath  what  he  and  his  prepared,  if  not 

iomplatod:  he  leaves  heirs  on  many  thrones 
To  all  hi 


in  for  hlm- 

Who  sleep,  or  desp. 

A  lesson  which  shall  1 

Upon  the  throne  of  es 


;  <Tron^ 


■taught  Ih 


etthem 


kel 


XLvm. 

"Five  millions  of  the  primitive,  who  hold 

A  pari  of  that  vast  all  Ihey  lield  of  old,— 
Freedom  to  worship— not  alone  your  Jjotd, 

Michael,  but  you,  and  you.  Sunt  Peter  1  CM 
Must  be  your  souls,  if  you  have  not  abhorr'd 

The  foe  to  Catholic  participauon 

In  all  Ihc  license  of  n  Christian  nation. 
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'e  placcil  them  upon  the  sama  has 

cicr  started  Irom  his  place, 
ou  insy  the  prisoner  withdraw: 
1  ope  he/portals  la  [his  GueW; 


replied  SaLhan,  "you  da  well  to 


Nathan!  excus< 
[i  eondescenat 


ThonSa 
Whicl 


Tarthcr  off  than  wB  can  unilcrsta 
Although  \re  fipd  him  somelimcs  in  oi 

Infernal  Uiundia'.  ^look  holh  eea  and  lani 
III  all  ihc  planets,  and  hell's  battatiea 

[x^t  olT  the  atliilery,  wluch  Milton  menl 

LIII. 


inarthj  hand, 

Ltios 

rstand. 


Of  the  last  phi 
lut  take  your 


Who  da 


Of  worMs  pa*,  prosoni,  or  lo  come  ;  no  station 

Ready  lo  swear  against  the  good  king's  riugn, 

Of  hell  gssign'd ;  but  where  Iheir  inclination 

Biiter  as  dubs  in  cards  are  against  spades : 

Or  husiness  carries  Ihcm  in  search  of  game. 

An  sumnion'd  by  this  grand  "subptena,"  lo 

Try  if  kings  may  n't  be  damn'd  like  me  ot  you. 

LIV. 

LXI. 

They  gre  proud  of  this— as  very  well  Uiey  may. 

When  Michael  saw  this  host,  ho  first  grew  pale. 

As  angels  can ;  next,  like  Itallail  twilight. 

Stuck  in  Iheir  loins ;  oriikeloon  "cntn^e" 

Up  the  back  alairs,  or  such  free-masonry : 

Or  sunset  streaming  through  a  GoUiic  skyllgni 

1  borrow  mycomparisooE  from  day, 

In  some  eld  abbey,  or  a  trout  not  stale. 

Being  clay  mysoll^    Let  not  Ihuse  spirits  be 

Or  distant  lightning  on  the  horizon  i^r  nighl. 

Olfcnded  with  such  base  low  likenesses ; 

Or  a  fresh  rainbow,  or  a  grand  review 

We  know  their  posts  are  nobler  far  than  iheso. 

Off  tliirty  rc^ments  in  red,  grceu,  and  blue. 

LV. 

LXII. 

When  the  great  Hgnal  ran  from  heaven  to  hell,— 

Then  he  addrass'd  hunsoif  to  Sathan :  "  Why 

About  ten  million  times  the  distance  rcckun'd 

My  good  M  friend,  for  such  1  deem  you,  tho'ig 

Ftwi  oar  sun  lo  ita  earth,  as  wo  can  toll 

Our  dilferenl  parties  make  us  light  so  shy. 

How  ranch  lime  it  lakes  up,  e'en  tu  a  second. 

1  ne'er  mistake  you  for  a  vemaaal  foe ; 

For  every  ray  that  trai-els  lo  disiHil 

The  fogs  of  London ;  through  which,  dimly  bfacon'd. 

Ire,  pBcli'd  up  fcr  their  journey,  they  Iwgin  i 
But  then  their  telegraph  is  less  suUime, 

■nd  if  they  ran  a  race,  they  would  not  win  i 
'Gwnsl  Sathan's  couriers  bound  for  their  o 


Upon  the  verge  of 
or  half-a-orown. 

(I'vesaenasomel 
In  the  ^i 


little  E 


quaU)j 


in  the  sli 


digger,  took  another  guise ; 
il  sliip  it  lack'd,  and  stecr'd 
(I  am  doubtful  of  th^'grait 
se,  which  makes  Ihe.  stanza 

Lvni. 


1  sturdy  oath  of  stout  John  Bullj 


*addyhrogued"hyJasu5t"  "What's  yoi^w: 
The  temperate  Scot  flichiim'd:  the  French  ghc^-v 

As  the  first  coachman  will  I  and 'midst  the  n^ 
'he  voice  of  Jonathan  was  heard  to  eipresa. 


Hides  Ihert 


LX, 
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"  Why,  my  dear  Lucifer,  would  you  abuse 
My  caU  for  witnesses  ?  I  did  not  mean 
That  you  should  half  of  eurth  ^nd  hell  produce ; 


Hear 


SaUian  replied,  "  To  me  the  matter  ia 
Indifierent,  !n  a  pergonal  point  of  view  -' 

With  fur  less  trouhle  than  we  have  gone  tlirough 
Already ;  and  I  merely  argued  his 

Late  Majesty  of  Brilaui's  case  -wiUi  you 
tJf^'Mapoint  offonn:  you  may  dispose 
or  ijn ;  I  "vo  Lings  enough  below,  God  knows!" 

LXV. 
Urns  epoka  the  demon  (lalo  call'd  "multi-faced" 

By  muUo-acrtbbling  Soulhey).    «  Then  we 'II  call 
One  or  two  persons  of  the  myriads  placed 

Around  our  congress,  and  dispense  with  all 
The  rest,"  qnoth  Michaol ;  "  Who  may  be  so  graced 

As  ro  apeak  first  7  there  'a  ehrace  enough-^wbo  shall 


hhel"    ThonSathan 


"There 


But  ^ou  may  choose  Jack  Wilkt 

LXVI. 
4  merry,  cock-eyed,  curious  looking  sp 

Upon  Ihe  instant  started  from  tlia  thrc 
Dresa'd  in  a  fashion  now  forgotten  quite 

Fw  aJI  the  fashions  of  the  flesh  stick 
By  people  in  the  ne^u  world ;  where  un 

AU  the  costumes  since  Adam^s  Hght  < 
From  Eve's  fig-leaf  down  to  the  pettieo 

Lxvn. 


well  as 


many; 


The  spini 


Assembled,  and  eiclaim'd,  «  My  friends  of  aU 
*"'        'icres,  we  shall  catch  cold  amongst  these  clouds 
t  'a  to  business :  why  this  general  call  ? 
I  arc  freeholders  I  seo  in  shrouds, 
'lis  for  an  election  thit  they  bawl, 

eler,  may  I  count  upon  your  vote  ?" 

LXVIU. 
replied  Michael, "  you  miatake !  those  things 


Abov< 


"  Then  I  presun 

Said  Wilkes,  "  are  cherubs  ;  and  that  soul  below 
Looks  mucLliko  George  the  Third;  but  to  my  mind 
A  good  deal  older— Bless  me  t  is  he  blind  7" 

LXIX. 
■*  Ifu  13  what  you  behold  him,  and  his  doom 

tfepends  upon  his  deeds,"  the  angel  said. 
"  If  yon  have  aught  to  arraign  in  him,  the  tomb 

Gives  license  to  tho  humblest  beggar's  Iiead 
To  lid  iiself  against  the  loftiest."—"  Some," 

Bsid  Wilkes,  "  don't  wMt  to  see  them  laid  in  lead, 
^oi  Eiieh  a  liberty — and  1,  for  one, 
Hiin  loUl  tliem  what  I  thoujht  beneath  the  sun." 


Mtouethes 

t  then  what 

Ihr-u 

.»M 

To  urge  ag 

m,"  said  the  arcbar 

gel. 

"Why 

tepliedthes 

itit," 

ince  old  SCO 

Must  1  tur 

flvirfe 

ce7  Infaitl! 

icsides,  I  beat  him 

ast, 

With  all  hi 

Lord 

and  Commo 

the 

-V 

.  old  stories, 

iince 

His  conduct  was  bii 

p:ince. 

LXXL 

'Foolish,  no 

doubt. 

and  wicked. 

A  poor  un 

ckvd 

shilh 

Btitthenlb! 

melh 

man  himsel 

mnc 

kss 

Than  Bute 

and  Graflon,  and  s 

nil  hi- 

To  see  him  p 

Smee  they 

were  both  damn'dl 

still  in 

Their  place  bekiw; 

hahea 

s  corpus' in 

oheav 

en." 

the  other  side 
Of  Charon's  ferry;  you  forget  that  JJj 

is  concluded ;  whatsoe'er  betide, 

For  at  the  best  ho  will  but  he  your  n^ghbour. 
LXXHr. 

However,  I  knew  what  to  think  of  it. 

When  I  beheld  you,  in  your  jesting  way. 
Flitting  and  whispering  round  about  llie  spit 

Where  Belial,  upon  duly  for  the  day, 
With  Pos's  lard  was  basting  WilUam  Pitt, 

His  pupil ;  I  knev  what  to  think,  I  say  t 
That  fellow  even  in  hdl  breeds  farther  ills  ^ 
I  'II  have  him  gagg'<t~'l  was  one  of  his  own  Irills. 

LXXIV. 
"  Call  JuniusI"  From  Ihe  crowd  a' shadow  stalk'd. 

And  at  the  name  there  was  a  genera!  squeev, 
So  that  the  very  ghosts  no  longer  walk'd 

In  comfort,  at  their  awn  aerial  ease,  , 
But  were  all  ramm'd,  and  jainm'd  (bat  lo  he  balk'a, 

As  we  sheJ!  see)  and  jostled  hands  and  knees. 
Like  wind  compress'd  and  pent  within  a  bladder, 
Or  like  a  human  colic,  which  is  sadder. 
LXXV, 

Tliat  lool.'d  as  it  had  laen  a'shade  on  earth ; 
Quick  in  its  moUons,  with  an  air  of  vigour, 

But  nought  to  mark  its  breeding  or  its  birth ; 
Now  it  wai'd  little,  then  again  grow  bigger, 

With  now  an  air  of  glooni,  or  savage  mirth; 
But  as  yoii  gaied  upon  its  features,  they 
Changed  every  instant — to  what  none  could  sayi 
LXXVI. 

Could  Ihey  distinguish  whose  theVealurea  were  ; 
The  devil  himself  soeni'd  pujzled  6ven  to  guess ; 

They  varied  IHia  a  dream— now  here,  now  iliere , 
And  several  people  swore  from  out  the  press, 

Tliey  knew  him  perfectly ;  and  one  could  swear 
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MyElerious  changed  hia  couotfinanco  at  least 
As  ofl  aB  the;  Iheit  minds :  though  in  full  eight 

The  man  was  a  phantasmago^  in 
Himeelf— he  was  so  volatile  and  thin '. 

Lxxvra. 

The  moment  that  you  had  pronounced  him  tme. 

Presto ',  his  face  clianged,  and  he  was  another ; 
And  when  that  change  was  hardij  well  put  on. 


Till  guessing  from  a  pleasure  grew  a  task. 
At  this  epistolary  "  iron  mask." 
LXXIX. 

■'  Three  genlLemen  at  once  "  {as  sagely  says 
Good  Mrs.  Malaprop)  ;  then  you  might  deem 

That  he  was  not  even  ons;  now  many  rays 
Were  flashing  round  him ;  and  now  a  thick  steam 

Hid  him  from  sight— like  fogs  on  London  days : 
Now  Btu'ke,  now  Tooke,  he  grew  to  people's  fanciei 
And  certes  oflen  like  Sir  Flulip  Franus. 

LXXX. 
I  've  an  hypothesis — 'I  is  quite  my  own ; 

I  nerer  let  it  out  till  now,  for  fear 
Of  doing  people  harm  about  the  ihrone, 


Audi 


On  whom  the  stigma  might  perhaps  be  blown ; 

It  is— mj  gentle  puWic,  lend  ihine  ear ! 
T  Is,  that  what  Junius  we  are  woU  to  call. 
Was  really,  tm^,  nobody  at  aD. 
LXXXI. 
[  don't  see  wherefore  letters  should  net  bo 

Them  written  without  heads ;  and  books  \ 


really,  liU  we  Sx  ot 


>rcl1  without  the  la 


Their  author,  like  the  Nigt 

The  world  lo  say  if  lAcre  be  mouth  or  author. 

LXXXII. 
"  And  who  and  what  art  thou  7"  the  archangel  k 

"  For  tl«a,  you  may  consul!  my  title-page," 
Replied  this  might;  shadow  of  a  shade : 

"  If  I  have  kept  my  secret  half  an  age, 
I  scarce  shall  teU  it  now."—"  Canst  thou  npbrai 

Continued  Michael,  "  Geoi^  Rci,  or  allege 
Aught  further?"  Junius  answer'd,  "  You  had  bel 


"Mycha 

Theliri 

"Repent' 

Thyself  if  fa 


js  of  both  his  epitaph  ai 


uo7    Thou  was 
nlVglo™ 


What  1 1 

The  res 

Old"nom 


Then  Sathan  said  to  Michael,  "  Don't  forget 

To  caU  George  Washinglon,  and  John  Home  Tooke, 
nd  Franklin :"— but  at  this  time  there  was  heai-d 
cr;  for  room,  though  not  a  phantom  stirr'd. 

LXXXV, 
t  length,  with  jostling,  elbowing,  and  the  aid 
Of  cherubim  appointed  lo  that  post, 
The  devil  Asmodcus  to  the  circle  made 

id  look'd  as  if  his  journey  cost 
Some  trouble.    When  his  burden  down  he  laid. 

What's  this 7"  cried  Michael;  "why,  'lis  no>  i 


"  and,  while  speaking  yet, 
•    lialsp    ■ 


ghost 

know  it,"  quoth  the  inoubup ;  "but  he 
ill  be  one,  if  you  leave  tlie  aifur  to  me. 
LXXXVI. 


Confom 

My  left  wing,  he 's  so  heavy ;  one  would  think 
ome  of  his  works  about  his  neck  were  chain'd. 

But  to  ihe  point:  while  hovering  o'er  the  brink 
Of  Skiddaw  (where,  as  nsual,  it  still  rain'd), 

I  saw  a  taper  far  below  me  wink, 

nd,  stooping,  caught  this  fellow  at  a  Kbel^ 
No  less  on  history  than  the  holy  Inble. 

Lxxxvn. 

"  The  former  is  Ijie  devil's  scripture,  an<l 
The  latter  yours,  good  Michael ;  so  the  afiair 

Bolonp  to  all  of  us,  you  understand. 
I  snatch'd  him  ud  iusi  as  you  see  him  there. 

And  brought  hi 


ireelybee 


In  the : 


:;eited  in  his  petty  sphere 


what  he  ! 


!  done.'' 


The  very  business  you  are  now  upon. 

And  simbbles  as  if  head  clerl:  to  the  Fates. 
Who  knows  to  what  his  ribaldry  may  run, 

.  an  ass  as  this,  Uke  Balaam's,  prates  I- 
'  quoth  Michael,  "  what  he  has  lo  saj  j 


Youl 


xc. 


tho  bard,  glad  to  get  an  audience,  whii: 

1  to  coogh,  and  hawk,  and  hem,  and  pi 
:  voice  into  thai  awful  note  of  woe 
To  aU  unhappy  hearers  within  reach 

luck  fast  with  his  first  heiameler. 
Not  one  of  all  whose  gouty  ftel  would  siir. 
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t  ere  die  spaiin'd  dactyls  could  be  sputr'i) 


And  Michael  rose  ere  he  could  get  a  word 

Of  all  his  fbunder'd  vorsos  under  way. 
And  cried,  "For  God's  sake  stop,  my  friend!  'Iwei 
best— 
iVon  df,  non  hominti, — '  you  know  the  resi." 
XCII. 
A  eeneral  hustle  spread  throughoul  the  throng. 

Which  Beem'd  to  lidd  aU  veree  in  deteslaiion ; 
The  angels  had  of  course  enough  of  song 

ur  ghosts  had  heard  too  much  in  hfe,  not  king 

Before,  to  profit  by  a  new  occafflon ; 
The  monarch,  mute  till  then,  eJclalm'd  "  What !  whal 
Pyi  come  again?  No  mote — no  more  of  Ifiall" 

xcin. 

Ilia  tumult  grew,  an  universal  cough 
Convulsed  the  skies,  as  during  a  debate. 

When  Castlereagh  has  been  up  long  enough 
(Befoi'e  he  was  first  minister  of  state, 

1  mean — the  tlaDeehear  noui),  some  cried  "ofi;  olT," 
As  at  a  farce ;  till,  ^wn  quite  desperate,. 

The  bard  Saint  Peter  pray'd  to  inlerposB 

(Himself  an  author)  only  for  his  prose. 
XCI7. 

A  good  deal  like  a  vulture  in  the  face. 
With  a  hook  nose  and  a  hawk's  eye,  which  gave 

A  smart  and  sharper  looking  sort  of  grace 
To  his  whole  a^ecl,  which,  though  rather  grave, 

But  that  indeed  was  hopeless  as  can  he. 
Quite  a  poeiio  felony,  "  dt «." 

xcv. 

Then  Michael  blew  his  trump,  and  slill'd  the  noise 

With  one  still  greater,  as  is  yet  the  mode 
On  earth  besides ;  exceptsoma  grumblingvoiee. 

Which  now  and  Chen  will  make  a.  slight  inroad 
Upon  decorous  silence,  few  will  twice 

Lift  up  thdr  lungs  when  fairly  overcrow'd ; 
And  now  the  hard  could  plead  Us  own  bad  cause, 
Wi&  all  the  attitudes  of  self- applause. 

XCVI. 
He  said-(I  only  gi™  the  heads)— he  said. 

He  meant  no  harm  in  scribbling ;  't  was  his  way 
fpnn  all  topics ;  'twas,  besides,  his  bread. 

Of  which  he  butler'd  bolh  sides ;  "t  would  delay 
I'oo  bug  1he,assflmbly  (he  was  pleased  to  dread). 


And  la 


rather 


le  his  woriiS'— he  would  but  cite  a  few — ' 
Wtl  Tyler— rhymes  on  Blenheim— Waterloo. 

XCVII. 
He  had  written  praises  of  a  regicide ; 

He  had  written  praises  of  all  kuigs  whatever ; 
ITe  had  written  for  republics,  far  and  wide, 

Anil  then  against  them,  bitterer  Iban  ever ; 
ForJ|aiUiswraSE.'>e  »n=a  bad  cried 

Aloud,  S.'acl[eme  less  moral  thaa  't  was  clevu 
Th-m  grew  a  hearty  anti-jacobin — ■ 
Had  'um'd  Ilia  eoai — and  ivouM  ha  e  turq'd  his  i 


'ing'  "the  ungenile  crafl," 


XCIX. 

Ii5d  writ 

enWes 

cy-Blife:- 

'o  Saihar 

,  "  Sir, 

'm  ready  to 

pk,usp 

and  there 

n  how'd,  and  was  silent.  "  Well,  if  yc 

My  oB'er,  what  says  Michael  ?  There  ere  fi 
Whose  mamou's  could  be  render-d  more  i 


CI. 
But  talking  about  trumpets,  here 's  my  Vision  ! 
Now  you  shall  judge,  all  people ;  yes,  you  snail 
Judge  with  my  judgment,  and  by  my  decision 

settle  aH  these  things  by  intuition. 


mlhei 


tof  devi 


lid  slop  the  [ 

He  read  the  first  three  lines  of  the  contenLs ; 
But  at  the  fourth,  the  whole  spiritual  show 

Had  vanish'd  with  variety  of  scents,  . 
Ambrosial  and  sulphureous,  as  they  sprang, 
Like  lightning,  ofT  fi-om  his  "  melodious  twang.'^ 

cm. 

Those  grand  heroics  acted  as  a  spell .' 
The  angels  slopp'd  their  ears,  and  plied  their  pini 

The  -denis  ran  howling,  deafen'd,  down  to  hell ; 
The  ghosts  fled,  gibbering,  for  thiyr  own  domin 

(For  '1  is  not  yel  decided  where  they  dwell, 
And  I  hjave  every  man  to  his  opinions) ; 

Michael  took  refiigo  in  his  trump — hut  fo  ! 

His  teeth  were  set  on  edge,— he  could  not  blow  ! 
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CIV. 

OrwlaplbalflLtso'eranMn-aaa:  ha  lurks. 

Saint  Peter,  who  has  hiUierto  been  known 

It  may  be,  still,  like  duH  hooks  on  a  shelf. 

For  an  impetuous  sainl,  upraised  his  kejs. 

As  Welborn  saj-s— "the  devil  lum'd  precisian." 

Who  foU  lilio  Phaeton,  but  mora  at  ato. 

Into  hia.lalie,  for  ihero  he  did  not  drawn, 

As  for  Ihe  rest,  to  come  to  the  conclusion 

Woven  for  the  Laureate's  final  wreath,  whene' 

or  this  true  dream,  the  teieacopa  is  gene 

ilefonn  shall  happen  either  here  m  Ihora. 

Wliioh  kept  my  optics  free  from  all  delusion. 

CV. 

And  show'd  me  what  1  in  my  (urn  have  shown : 

All  I  aaw  further  in  the  last  confiision. 

Bui  smn  fose  to  (he  auriice-like  himself: 

Was,  that  King  George  slipp'd  into  heaven  for  one . 

Tor  all  corrupted  things  are  buoy'd,  lilio  corki,' 

By  their  own  rottenness,  hghl  as  an  elf. 

I  left  him  practising  the  huiidiodtb  psalm. 

1  A  drowned   bodp  Ills  at  Iha  holloni  lil!  rollen 

illhen 

TRANSLATED  FROM  THE  ITALIAN  OF  PUllCl. 


ADVERTISEMENT. 

The  Morgantfl  Maggiore,  of  the  first  canto  of  whii 
this  translation  is  offered,  divides  with  the  Orlando  1 
namoralo  Ihe  honour  of  havmg  formed  and  suggest 
the  style  and  story  of  Ar^oslo.    The  great  defeott 

Imuation,  by  a  judicious  miilure  of  the  gaiety  of  Pull 
has  avoided  the  one,  and  Bemi,  in  his  rcformailon  of 
BoiardD's  poem,  has  corrected  Ihe  other.  Pule!  may  be 
considered  as  the  precursor  and  model  of  Berni  al- 

inferior  to  boUi  his  copyists.  He  is  no  less  ths  founder 
of  a,new  style  of  poetry  very  lately  sprung  up  in  Eng- 
land. I  allude  to  that  of  the  ingonioos  Whistlecrafl. 
The  serious  poems  on  RcnoeavaileE  in  the  same  language, 
and  more  partietilajly  the  evceltent  one  of  Mr.  Merivale, 

was  not  U>  deride  Ihe  religion,  which  is  one  of  his  fa- 
vourite topics.  It  appears  to  me,  thai  such  an  intention 
would  hare  been  no  less  hazardous  lo  the  poet  than  to 
Ihe  priest,  particularly  in  that  age  and  country ;  and 
(he  permissioD  to  publish  the  poem,  and  lis  raeeption 
among  the  classes  of  Ilalyi  prove  that  it  neither  waj 
nor  is  BO  interpreted.    That  he  intended  to  ridiculi 

with  (he  simple  dulness  of  his  converted  glam,  seenu 
evident  enough ;  hut  surely  it  were  as  onjust  lo  accuBi 
him  of  irreligion  on  this  account,  as  to  denounce  Fielding 
for  his  Parson  Adams,  Barnabas,  Tliwackum,  Supple 
and  the  Ordinary  in  Jonathan  Wild,— or  Scott,  for  th< 
exquisite  uso  of  his  Covenanters  in  Ihe  "Tales  of  mj 
Landlord." 
In  Ihe  following  Ironslation  I  have  used  tho  liberty 

Gau,  Ganellon,  or  Ganeltone  ;  Cario,  Carlomag 
Carlomano ;  Rondel,  or  Rondcllo,  etc.  as  it  Eui 


o  the  best  of  the  ( 


xl  (o  remmnber  Ihat  the  antiquated  language  nf 
however  pure,  is  not  easy  lo  the  generality  of 
IS  thcmseS'es,  from  its  great  mijture  of  Tuscan 
rhs  ;  and  he  may  theretbre  be  more  indu\jenl  to 
-ynpl.    How  far  Ihs  translator  has  sue- 


eeded,  at 
re  questi. 
nduccd  It 


hether 


hlhci 


jblic  will  d 


iriment  partly  by  hia  lovo  for 
nd  partial  bilercourse  with,  the  Italian  language,  ot 
■hieh  it  is  sn  eaay  to  acquire  a  sliglit  knowledge,  and 
ith  wlilch  It  is  so  nearly  iinpos»ble  for  a  foreigner  Ic 
ecome  accurately  conversant.  The  Italian  languago 
:  Uke  a  capricious  beauty,  who  accords  her  smiles  to 
tl,  her  fevours  to  few,  and  sometimes  IchbI  to  those  who 
ave  courted  her  longest.  The  translator  wished  also 
1  present  in  an  English  dre^s  a  part  at  least  of  a  poem 
ever  jet  rendered  into  a  norlJicm  language :  at  the 
■'      ■    '       ■         tho  orimnal  of  some  of  the 


he  Alps, 
loetry  itt 


MORGANTE  MAGGIORE. 

CANTO  I. 


H  the  begmrung  was  Ih»  Word 
God  was  tho  Word,  the  Wore 

'his  was  m  the  beginning,  to  my  mode 
Of  thinking,  and  without  him  nought  r 

:horefore,juslLord!  from  out  thy  high 
Benign  and  pious,  bid  nn  angel  Hoe, 


God; 


ATonhy,  old  song  ihraugli 
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IX. 


WiUi  flowing  Thymes,  a  pleasanl  stjle  and  free, 
Be  la  my  verses  than  beaignly  kind. 
And  to  the  end  iUununate  my  niiod. 


Weeps  witJi 
Depiori      ■ 


when  sad  Philomel 
Bter,  ivho  ramentbers  and 
;  wliioh  bolh  befell. 


makes  tho  nymphs  eti 
Of  Phaeton  by  Phcebua  kn-ed  so  well 

Was  given,  and  on  (he  horizon's  verge  just  n. 
App^ar'd,  so  tliat  Tilhonua  scratch'd  his  brow 

IV. 
When  1  prepared  my  bark  first  to  obey. 

As  it  shouU  still  obey,  the  helm,  my  mind, 
And  carry  prose  or  thyme,  and  this  my  lay 

Of  Charles  the  Emperor,  whom  you  will  fina 
Bf  several  pens  already  praised ;  but  they  ' 

Who  to  dilFuse  his  glory  were  inclined, 
For  aU  thai  I  can  see  in  prose  or  verse, 
Ha"a  andaratood  Charles  badly — and  wrote  worse. 

V. 
Leonardo  Arelino  said  aheady. 

That  if,  like  Pepin,  Charles  had  had  a  writer 

No  hero  would  in  history  look  brighter ; 
He  in  the  cabinet  being  always  ready, 
And  in  the  field  a  most  victorious  lighter, 

lurch  and  Christian  faith  had  wrought, 
than  yet  is  seid  or  thought- 


ParJS  all  his  court 
3  held  i  the  chief,  I  say,  Orlando  was. 
The  Dane ;  Aslolfi)  there  too  did  resort, 
Ansuigi,  the  ga?  <™e  to  pass 

much  renown'd  Saint  Doniis  being  the  a 
in  of  Bayonne,  and  Oliver, 
And  gentle  Belajghieri  too  came  there : 

X. 
Avolio,  and  Arino,  and  Othone 

or  Normandy,  and  lUchard  Paladui, 
Wise  Hanio,  and  the  anaont  Salemone, 

Walter  of  Lion's  Mount,  and  Baklovin, 
Who  was  the  son  of  the  sad  Gonellone, 

Were  tiere,  exating  too  much  gladness  in 
The  son  of  Pepin:— when  his  knighu  eaiim  hifh 
He  groan'd  with  joy  to  sea  them  altogether. 

XI. 
But  watchful  fortune  lurking,  takes  good  heed 

While  Charles  reposed  him  thus  in  word  and  dec 
Oriando  ruled  court,  Charles,  and  every  thing 

Curst  Gan,  with  envy  bursting,  had  such  need 
To  vent  his  spile,  that  thus  with  Charles  the  li 

One  day  he  openly  began  to  say, 

"  Orlando  must  wo  always  (hen  obey  ? 


XII. 

Orlando  too  pro  sumptuously  goes  on ; 
Here  are  we,  counis,  kings,  dukes,  to  own  ihy  si 

Hamo,  nnd  Otho,  Ogiet,  Solomon, 
Eadi  have  ta  honour  thee  and  to  obey; 

But  be  has  too  much  credit  near  the  throne. 

By  such  a  boy  to  be  no  longer  gtudcd. 


VI. 


Vau  still  may  see  at  Sunt  Liberate 
The  abbey  no  great  way  from  Manopell, 

Erected  m  the  AbruHi  to  his  glory. 
Because  of  the  great  battle  in  which  fell 

A  pageji  king,  according  to  the  story. 
And  fekin  people  whom  Charles  sent  to  hell : 

Near  them  Giusalfa's  would  seem  few,  if  any. 
VU, 


And  ha 

St,  an 

mavh 

ve,if  tho 

wUtall 

ow 

Esies; 

hast  a 

Jluired  fro 

mlheo 

11  n 

flithkoi 

Mvc 

r  the  Ian 

ti  sprung 
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oblebbod 
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ladm 
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XIII. 

*'And  even  at  Aspramont  thou  didst  begin 
To  let  him  know  he  was  a  gallant  knight. 

And  by  the  fount  did  much  the  day  to  win  ; 
But  I  know  who  that  day  had  won  the  fight 

If  it  had  not  Ibr  good  Gherardobeen: 

He  kept  upon  the  standard,  and  the  laurels 
In  fact  and  fairness  are  his  eammg,  Charles. 

XIV. 
"  If  thou  remembereBt  heing  in  Gascony, 

When  there  advanced  the  nation*  out  of  Spain, 
The  Christian  cause  had  suffered  Bhamefully, 

lest  speak  the  truth  when  there 's  a  reason  why : 
Know  then,  oh  emperor  I  that  all  complain : 
kE  for  myself,  I  shall  repass  the  mounts     . 


Orlando; 
llini  traitor  Gan  conducted  to  the  tomb 

Id  Roncesralles,  as  the  villain  plann'd  too. 
While  the  horn  rang  so  bud,  and  knell'd  tha  doom 

or  their  sad  rout,  though  he  did  all  knight  can  do. 

To  him  a  hii.ny  seat  whh  Charles  m  heaven. 


IS  proper 


"  'T  is  fit  thy  grandeur  should  di 

For  the  whole  court  is  more  or  less  in  grief: 
Vahaps  thou  docm'st  this  lad  a  Mars  in  hca,l 

Oriando  one  day  beard  ibis  speech  in  brief. 
As  by  himself  it  chanced  he  sate  apart: 

Displeased  he  was  wiUi  Gan  because  be  soid  it, 
luch  more  still  that  Charles  should  fpvehim 
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wDuM  hi 


:nlhe| 


iijrder'd  Gan, 


And  Erom  his  haj^  evfracted  Duriindau, 

AtjiI  Llkus  at  lenglh  they  separated  wore> 
Orlando,  angry  loo  wi'h  Carlornwi, 

Wsnted  but  little  to  bave  eiain  him  there ; 
riien  forlh  alone  from  Paris  went  the  thief, 
And  burst  and  niadden'd  with  disdain  and  grief. 

XVII. 
Prom  Ermellina,  consort  of  the  Dane, 

lie  look  Cortana,  and  Uien  took  Rondell, 
Kad  on  toHBtils  Brara  prick'd  him  o'er  the  plain ; 

And  when  she  saw  him  coming,  Aldahetle 
Streleh'd  Ibrth  het  arms  to  ctasp  her  lord  again : 

Orlando,  in  whose  briun  all  was  not  well. 
As  "  Wekoma  my  Orlando  h. 


XVIII, 


&nd 


On  GsJi  in  Uiat  rash  act  he  seom'd  10  take, 
rhich  Aldabella  thought  eitremely  strange, 
But  soon  Orlando  tbund  himself  awake ; 

luse  took  his  bridle  on  this  change, 
ismounted  from  his  horse,  and  spaki 
Of  every  ihiog  which  pass'd  without  demur. 
And  then  reposed  hinisolf  soma  days  with  her, 

XIX. 
rhsn  full  of  wrath  departed  from  the  place, 
And  far  as  Pagan  countries  roam'd  astray, 


Which  form'd  the  Christian's  and  tho  Pagan's  1 

Tlie  abbot  was  caU'd  Clermont,  and  by  btood 

Descended  from  Angranle :  under  cover 
Of  a  great  mountam's  brow  the  abbey  stood. 

One  Passamont  was  foremost  of  tho  brood. 

And  Alabaster  and  Morgajite  hover 
Second  and  third,  with  certain  shngs,  and  tJirow 


iailyje. 


Him  w1 


le  helow. 


ilood. 


And  was  baptized  a  Christian;  and  then  show'd 
How  to  the  abbey  he  bod  found  his  road. 

XXII, 
Said  the  aboot,  "  Tou  are  welcome ;  what  is  mine 

We  give  you  freely,  since  that  you  believe 
With  us  in  Mary  MoUier's  son  divine ; 

And  that  you  may  not,  cavalier,  concave 

ITier 


I  niftjcily,  yoi 
son  why  our  ; 


haUre 


s  you  perceive,  yet  without  foar  or  blame 
Theyteem'd  to  promise  an  asylum  sure  : 

'rom  savage  brutes  alone,  too  Gerce  to  tame, 
T  was  fit  our  quiet  dwelling  to  secire ; 

XXIV. 

lalie  us  stand,  in  fact,  upon  the  watch, 
1  there  have  appear'd  three  gianl:^^  rough ; 
WhaX  nation  or  what  kingdom  bora  the  batch 

.      : they  are  aU  of  satage  stuff; 
When  force  and  malice  with  some  genius  match. 

You  know,  they  can  do  oil — we  are  net  enough : 
And  these  so  much  our  orisons  derange, 

XXV. 

Our  ancient  fathers  living  the  desert  in. 
For  just  and  holy  works  were  dniy  fed  ; 
Think  not  they  lived  on  locusts  sole,  't  is  certain 
That  manna  was  rfJn'd  down  from  heaven  instcail 
lut  here  't  is  fit  we  keep  on  the  alert  in 

■rom  off  yon  mountain  daily  raining  faster, 
Jid  flung  by  Passamont  and  Alabaster. 

XXVI. 
The  third,  Morgante,'ssavagest by  far;  he 
Plucks  up  pines,  beeches,  poplar-trees,  and  oaks, 
And  il'wgs  them,  our  commumty  to  bury, 

■  all  that  I  can  do  but  mora  provokes." 
While  thus  They  parley  in  the  cemetery, 
from  one  of  their  gigantic  i 


Whict 


ondell,  ca 


iniblin° 


that  he  took  a  long  leap  undi 

XX  vn. 

For  God's  sake,  cavolier,  come  in  with  sp 


Then, 


's  faUi 


,"  the ! 


This  fellow  does  not  wish  my  horse  should  feed. 
Dear  abbot,"  BoUnd  umo  Um  replied ; 

That  stone  eeems  with  good-will  and  aim  applied." 

'he  holy  fatiier  said,  "  I  don't  decrive  ; 
Thoy  'U  one  day  fling  the  mountain,  I  believe." 
XXVIII. 

irlando  bade  them  take  care  of  Rondello, 
And  also  made  a  breaklast  of  his  own : 

Abbot,"  he  said,  "  I  want  to  find  that  fellow 
Who  flung  at  my  good  horse  yon  comor-slone." 

aid  the  abbot,  "  Let  not  my  advice  seem  shallow. 
As  to  a  brother  dear  I  speak  alone  y 

wouki  dissuade  you,  baron,  from  this  strife, 

■s  knovL-ing  sure  that  you  will  lose  your  life. 
XXIX. 

That  PassamiHit  has  in  his  hand  three  darts- 
Such  slings,  clubs,  ballaai-stunEs,  that  yield  you  muai, 
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XXX. 

XXXVII. 

Tha  abbot  sign'd  the  great  cross  on  his  froi.1. 

And  having  said  thus  much,  he  went  his  way ; 

"Then  go  you  wLlh  God's  benison  and  mine;" 

And  Alabaster  he  found  out  below. 

Oilando,  after  he  had  scaled  the  mount, 

Doing  the  very  best  that  in  him  lay 

Aa  ili6  abbot  ba/1  diiecled,  kept  the  Ibie 

To  root  (rom  out  a  douk  a  rooK  or  two. 

Right  to  the  usual  haunt  o(  Passamonl; 

Orlando,  when  he  teach'd  him,  knid  'gan  say. 

Who,  seeing  him  atone  in  ibis  design, 

"  How  Ihink'st  thou,  glutton,  such  a  stone  lo  Ihrow  7" 

Sursej'd  himlbre  and  aft  "ith  ejos  obsorranl. 

When  Alabaster  beard  his  deep  voice  ring. 

Then  asited  him,  "If  he  wish'd  to  stay  as  servant T" 

He  suddenly  betook  hun  lo  his  sluig. 

XXXI. 

XXXVIII. 

ftnd  promised  bim  an  office  of  great  ease ; 

And  huit'd  a  fragment  of  a  size  so  large. 

Bui,  said  Orlando,  "  Saracen  insane  1 

That  if  it  had  in  fact  folfill'd  its  mission. 

1  come  10  kilL  you,  if  ll  ahall  so  please 

And  Roland  not  av ail'd  him  of  bis  targe. 

God,  not  to  serve  as  footboy  in  your  Irain ; 

There  would  have  been  no  need  of  a  physician. 

You  with  his  monks  so  oft  have  broke  the  peace- 

Orlando  set  himself  in  luni  to  charge. 

Vile  dog !  't  is  past  his  patience  lo  sustain." 

And  in  his  bulky  bosom  made  incision 

The  giant  ran  to  fetch  his  arms,  quilo  furious, 

With  aU  his  sword.    TheloutfeU;  but,o'efthrown,h. 

When  he  received  an  answer  so  injurious. 

IlAwever  by^  no  means  forgot  Macone. 

XXXII. 

XXXIX. 

And  being  relum'd  to  where  Orlando  stood. 

Morganle  had  a  palace  in  bis  mode. 

Who  had  not  moved  him  Irani  the  spol,  and  swinging 

Composed  of  branches,  logs  of  wood,  end  carlh. 

The  cord,  he  hurlM  a  stone  with  strength  so  rude. 

And  slrelch'd  himself  at  ease  in  this  abode. 

As  show'd  a  sample  of  his  skill  in  slinging ; 

And  shut  himself  at  night  within  his  birth. 

I.  rali'd  on  Count  Orlando's  helmet  good 

Orlando  knock'd,  and  knock'd  again,  lo  goad 

And  head,  and  eel  both  head  and  helmet  nnguig, 

The  giant  from  his  sleep ;  and  he  came  Ibrlh, 

6d  Ihal  he  swoon'd  H'ith  pain  as  if  he  dieJ, 

The  door  to  open,  like  a  craiy  thing. 

But  more  than  dead,  he  seem'd  so  stupilied. 

For  a  rough  dream  had  shook  him  slumbering. 

sxxni. 

XL. 

Then  Passamonl,  who  Ihougnt  him  elain  outright. 

He  thought  that  a  fierce  serpent  had  attack'd  him. 

Said,  "  I  >viU  go,  and,  while  he  lies  along, 

And  Mahomet  he  cali'd,  but  Mahomet 

Disonn  me:  wh;  such  craven  did  I  light?" 

Is  nothing  worth,  and  not  an  instant  back'd  him ; 

But  Christ  his  servanls  ne'ef  abandons  long. 

But  praying  blessed  Jesu,  he  was  set 

Especially  Orlando,  such  a  knight. 

At  liberty  from  all  Ihe  fears  which  radi'd  hun  i 

As  lo  desert  would  almost  he  a  wrong. 

And  to  the  gate  he  came  with  great  regret— 

While  the  giant  goes  lo  pnl  off  bis  defences, 

Orlando  has  tecall'd  his  force  and  senses  : 

"  That,"  said  Orlando,  "  you  will  quickly  see." 

XXXIV. 

XLI. 

And  loud  he  sbnuted,  "  Giant,  »hcro  dost  go  ? 

"I  come  to  preach  to  you,  as  lo  your  brothers, 

Thou  thought'st  me  doubtless  for  the  bier  outlaid ; 

Sent  by  Ihe  miserable  monks— repentance ; 

For  Providence  divine,  hi  you  and  oihers, 

■T  was  but  by  treachery  thou  laid'dmc  low." 

'T  is  writ  on  hi){h— your  wrong  must  pay  another's! 

From  heaven  itself  is  issued  mjt  this  sentence ; 

And  tom'd  about,  and  stopp'd  his  journey  on. 

Know  then,  Ihal  colder  now  than  a  pilisler 

And  then  he  sloop'd  to  pick  up  a  great  stone. 

I  ieSt  your  Passamonl  and  Alabaster." 

XXXV. 

XLII. 

Orlando  had  Ccrtana  bare  in  hand. 

Morgante  said,  "  0  genile  cavalier ! 

Now  by  thy  God  say  me  no  viUany ; 

Corlana  cisve  the  skull  like  a  true  brand. 

The  favour  of  your  name  I  fain  wouU  hear. 

And  pagan  Pasaamont  died  unredeem'd. 

And  if  a  Chris^an,  speak  for  courtesy." 

r«  harsh  and  Imughty,  as  he  lay  be  bana'd. 

Replied  Orlando,  "  So  much  lo  your  ear 

And  most  devoutly  Macon  still  blasphemed ; 

1  by  my  faith  disclose  contentedly ; 

Kut  while  his  crude,  rude  blasphemies  he  heard, 

Christ  I  adore,  who  is  the  genuine  Lord, 

Orlando  Ihank'd  Iho  Father  and  the  Word,— 

And,  if  you  please,  by  you  may  be  admed." 

XXXVI. 

XLni. 

paying,  "  What  grace  to  me  thou  'st  given ! 

The  Saracen  rejoin'd  m  humble  tone. 

And  I  to  thee,  oh  Lord,  am  ever  hound. 

"  I  have  had  an  eitraordinary  vision  j 

I  know  my  hfe  was  saved  by  thee  from  heaven. 

A  savage  serpent  fell  on  me  alone. 

Sines  by  the  goM  I  was  fah'ly  dowo'd. 

And  Macon  would  not  pity  my  condition ; 

An  things  hj  thee  are  measured  jusl  and  even  ; 

Hence  lo  Ihy  God,  who  for  ye  did  atone 

Uir  power  without  thine  aid  would  nought  be  found : 

Upon  the  cross,  prcferr'd  I  my  petition; 

1  |TOv  (nee  take  hoed  of  me,  til!  1  can 

A(  least  reu«ii  once  more  lo  Oarloman." 

And  I  a  Chris;ian  am  disposed  to  be." 
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Eiernal  hgnour,  you  will  go  above. 
And,  if  you  please,  as  fiieuils  we  will  ally  ub. 

And  I  iv[ll  lore  you  wiih  i  perfBol  love. 
Your  idols  are  vain  liars  full  of  fraud, 
Tim  only  true  God  is  the  Christian's  God. 

XI.V. 
"The  Lord  descended  to  the  vitgin  breast 

or  Mary  Mother,  sinless  aai  divine ; 
If  you  ackoowledgo  the  Redeoiner  blest, 

Witlinut  whom  neither  sun  or  star  can  shine. 
Abjure  bad  Macon's  false  and  felon  test, 

Your  renegade  God,  and  worship  mine,— 

To  wliith  Morganie  answer'd,  "  1  'ra  contenu" 

XLSI. 
Anii  then  Orlando  to  embrace  him  flew, 

-To  the  abbey  I  will  gladly  marshal  you:" 
To  whom  MorganW,  "Lei  us  go,"  tepliodj 

»1  to  the  friars  have  for  peace  to  sue." 
Which  thing  Orlando  heard  with  mward  pride, 

Saying, "  My  brother,  so  devoLit  and  good. 

Ask  iho  abbot  pardon,  as  1  wish  you  would: 
XLVII. 

"  Since  God  has  granted  your  illinnination, 

Humility  sliould  be  your  first  oblation." 

Morgante  said,  "  For  goodness'  sake  make  known- 
Since  that  yoor  God  is  to  bo  mine — your  station. 


XLVIII. 

"  Then,"  quoth  the  giant,  "  Messed  he  Jesu, 
A  thousand  timoa  ivith  gratUude  and  praise ! 

Oft,  perfect  baron !  have  I  heard  of  jnu 
Through  all  the  different  period  of  my  days : 

And,  as  I  said,  to  be  your  vassal  too 
I  wish,  for  your  great  gallantry  always." 

Thus  reasoning,  they  eonUnued  much  to  say. 

And  onwards  lo  the  alibey  went  their  way. 

xux. 

And  by  the  way,  about  the  gianis  dead 
Orlando  with  Morgante  reason'd :  "Be, 

For  their  decease,  I  prajr  you,  comforted, 
And  since  it  is  God's  pleasure,  pardon  me ; 

A  thousand  wrongs  unto  the  moUAS  they  bred. 

Good  is  regarded,  and  chastised  the  iU, 
Which  the  Lord  never  f^leth  to  fulfil ! 
L. 

Is  luch,  he  wills  his  judgment  shouU  deroui 
Ail  wliu  have  sin,  however  great  or  small ; 

Nor  without  justice  holy^  could  we  call 

Him,  whom  I  now  require  you  to  adore: 
All  men  must  make  his  will  Iheu'  wishes  sway. 
And  quickly  and  spontaneously  obey. 


Iind  hen 


Hithip 


tre  of  one  a 
to  the  same 


n  ihelr  thoughts  who  prai 
.  Ity  e'er  was.  guilty  of  inlruaioit 
For  their  nnirirtunate  relations  Ooied 

,ell  below,  and  damn'd  in  great  confusion. 
Their  happiness  would  be  reduced  to  nought, 
~  nd  thus  unjust  the  Almighty's  self  be  thought. 
LII. 
But  Ihey  in  Christ  have  Snas 
Which  seems  lo  him,  lo  thei 
Well  dune ;  nor  couhl  it  othenvise  befall ; 
He  never  can  in  any  purpose  err : 

They  don'l  disturb  themselves  for  him  or  her ; 
What  pleases  God  to  them  must  joy  insjiire  ;— 
Such  b  the  observance  of  the  eternal  choir." 

Lni. 

"A  word  unto  the  wise,"  Morgante  said, 
*'Is  wont  to  be  enough,  and  you  shall  sea 

How  much  1  grieve  about  my  brethren  dead ; 
And  if  the  wiU  of  God  seem  good  to  me, 

Just,  as  you  tell  me,  'I  is  m  heaven  obey'Q— 
Ashes  to  ashes, — merry  let  us  be  ! 

LIV. 

"  So  that  all  persons  may  be  sure  and  certain 
That  they  are  dead,  and  have  no  further  feat 

To  wander  solitary  this  desert  in. 
And  that  they  may  percwve  my  spint  clear 

By  the  Lord's  grace,  who  hath  withdrawn  the  cu 
Of  darkness,  making  his  bright  realm  appear." 

Ho  cut  his  brethren's  hands  off  at  these  words. 

And  IcH  them  to  the  savage  beasts  and  bhds. 
LV. 


Then  to  the 

went 

n  together 

Where  w 

i^ah' 

The  monks 

who  knew 

tlie&et,r 

To  their 

thtess  rout 

Saying,  will 

tremor,  ' 

Please 

to  tell  OS 

The  abbot,  looking  through  upon  Uie  giant. 
Too  greatly  fear'd,  at  first,  lo  be  compliant. 

LVI. 
Orlando,  seeing  him  thus  agitated. 

Said  quickly,  "  Abbot,  be  thou  of  good  cheer 
He  Christ  believes,  as  Christian  must  be  rated. 

And  hath  renounced  his  Macon  false ;"  whic 
Morgants  with  Ihe  hands  corroborated, 

A  proof  of  both  the  Rants'  fate  quite  clear : 
Thence^  with  due  thanks,  tlie  abbot  God  adorn 
Saying,  "Thou  hast  contented  me,  oh  Lord !" 

LVU. 
He  gaied ;  Morgante's  haghi  he  calculated. 

And  then  he  said,  ><  Oh  giant  celebrated. 

How  you  couM  tear  and  fling  the  trees  you  lat( 
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I,V[II. 

l»nf{  persoeuled  soro  ihe  failh  of  Clirisl, 
Till  QDO  dsy  by  Uie  Spirit  being  inflamed, 

'  Why  doat  thou  perseoHtB  ma  thus  ?'  said  Christ ; 

And  went  for  ever  aiter  preaching  Christ ; 
And  of  ilie  failh  bewme  B  trump,  whose  sounding 

I  the  Evangelist,— 
sUalltst. 

heU  'before !" 


LIX. 

nj  MorgantQ,  you  may  d* 

ions  more  rejoidng  io  thi 


LXI. 

There  being  a  wint  ef  water  in  Uie  place, 
Orlando,  iihe  a  worthy  brother,  said, 

"  Morganie,  I  could  wish  you  in  this  case 
To  go  for  water."    "  You  shall  be  obey'd 

■      "  "  "      a!  the  reply,  "  sttaightway." 


Upon  J 
And  weni 


afoui 


LXII. 
Arrivfld  there,  a  prodigious  noise  he  hean; 
Which  suddenly  along  the  forest  spreai 


!  herd  of  swine  appears. 


And  pass'd  unto  the  oilior  side  quite  through. 

So  that  the  boar,  defunct,  lay  (ripp'd  up  near. 
Another,  lo  revenge  his  fellow  farrow, 


LXIV. 

ig  was  on  him  dose, 
a  punch  upon  the  head' 


ighim 


I  appeal 


With  the  dead  hoars,  and  wiUi  that  brimful  va 
MarvelI'd  lo  see  his  strength  so  very  great ; — 
I  tho  abbot,  and  set  wide  the  ga.te. 
LXVI, 
The  monks,  who  saw  the  water  fresh  and  good. 

All  animals  are  glad  at  sight  of  food ; 

They  lay  their  breviaries  lo  sleep,  and  work 
With  greedy  pleasure,  and  in  such  a  mood. 

It  the  flesh  needs  no  salt  beneath  their  fork 
Of  rankness  and  of  rot  there  is  no  fear. 
For  all  (he  fasts  are  now  left  in  arrear. 

kS  though  they  wish'd  to  burst  at  once,  they  Bt< 
And  gorged  so  that,  as  if  the  bones  had  been 

1  water,  sorely  grieved  the  dog  and  cat, 
Perceivmg  that  they  all  viere  piek'd  too  clean 

'he  abbot,  who  to  all  did  honour  great, 
A  few  days  after  this  convivial  scene, 

lave  to  Morgante  a  line  horse  wefl  tram'd. 
Which  he  long  time  had  forhimself  maintain^ 

Lxvni. 

The  horse  Morganie  lo  a  meadow  led. 
To  gallop,  and  lo  put  him  to  the  proof; 

hinking  thai  he  a  back  of  iron  had. 

Or  to  skim  eggs  uobr^e  was  light  enough ; 

ut  the  horse,  sinking  witl^  the  pam,  fell  dead. 


And  St 


with  the  i 


LKIK. 

But  finally  he  thorrght  fit  to  dismount. 

And  said,  "I  am  as  light  as  any  tealher, 
And  he  has  burst — to  this  what  say  you,  count  7" 

You  seem  to  me;  and  with  the  truck  for  front  :— 

Let  him  go  ;  fortune  wills  that  we  together 
Should  match,  but  you  on  foot,  Morgante,  still." 
To  which  the  giant  aaawer'd, "  So  I  vrill. 
LXX. 
When  there  shall  he  occasion,  you  shall  see 
How  I  approve  my  courage  in  the  fight." 
irlando  said,  "  I  reaUy  tldnk  you  'II  be. 
If  it  should  prove  God's  will,  a  goodly  knight, 
Tor  will  yon  napping  there  discover  mo  ■ 
But  never  mind  your  horse,  thou^  out  of  sight 


LXXI. 

giant  s^d,  '^  Then  carry  hin 


But  lend  a  hand  to  place  him  o 

May  wagi],  Morganie,  do  not  i 

As  you  have  done  lo  him,  will  do 


i„Googl' 


MORGANTE  MAGGIORE. 


LXXII. 

'>  Ta.ke  care  he  don't  revenge  himself,  thou^  deaii. 

As  NessuB  did  of  old  beyond  ail  care ; 
I  don't  know  if  the  fact  jou  've  heard  or  read, 

'  Brit  help  him  on  my  back,"  Morgante  said, 
'"  And  you  shall  see  what  weight  I  can  endure : 

In  place,  my  gentle  Roland,  of  this  palfrey, 

With  dl  the  hells,  I  'd  carry  yonder  bolfry." 
LXXIH, 

The  ahbol  said,  "The  steeple  may  do  well, 
Bui,  for  U^,e  bells,  you 'v 


Thep 


mpay. 


I  hell 


Ho  said,  "  Now  look  if  I  the  go 


But  EecreUy  hmiself  Orlando  I 
iJFcaiise  he  was  one  of  his  : 


might 


therlhoi 


in  by: 


MorgEiitE  said,  "  I  '11  oairj  him  for  certain." 

LXXV. 
He  (lid ;  and  stow'd  him  in  some  nook  away. 

And  to  the  abbey  then  return'd  with  speed. 
Orlando  said,  "Why  longer  da  we  stay ; 

Morganle,  here  is  nonght  to  do  indeed." 
The  abbot  by  the  hand  he  twilt  one  day. 

And  said  with  great  respect,  he  had  agreed 


LXXVU. 
"  Bui  in  my  heart  I  bear  through  every  dii 
The  abbot,  abbsy,  and  this  solitude— 


e,  the  eternal  Lord  subiimi 


Than  fits  me  for  such  geni 


In  verity  much  rathsr  than  the  cloisters 
tut  such  a  love  for  you  my  heart  embraci 
For  thousajid  virtues  which. your  boson! 


For  your  just  pious  deeds  may  you  he 
^■tlh  die  Lwd's  great  roward  and  boned 

By  whom  you  were  du^oted  to  tliis  w; 
0  his  high  mercy  is  our  freedom  due, 
or  which  we  render  thinks  to  him  and 

LXXXI. 
You  saved  at  once  our  life  and  soul :  s 

The  giants  caused  us,  Uiat  Ihe  way  w 

In  search  of  Jesus  and  the  saintly  ho! 
That  comfortless  we  all  are  to  out  cos 


n  proof  of 

which  the 

scripluro  y 

uma 

Thisgia 

;uploh 

avenma;  1 

earh 

a3k'd,thi 

answer  sh 

11  h- 

That  here 

n  angel  w 

Lxxxin. 

'Ifyouwa 

or  aught  el 

Looko'ei 

the  war. 

»ith  it  o'ei 

Orlaiulo 

ipswet'd. 

'If  there  should 

Some  armi 

beg 

Which  m 

ghtbeu 

o'd  to  my  1 

tptable  to  1 

The  abbot  said  to  hin 

,  "Come  in 

and 

LXXXIV. 

wonder'd  how  it  fitted  hi 


LXXXV. 

By  the  great  Mllo  of  .Vrgante'fell 
Before  the  abbey  many  years  ago. 

The  story  on  the  wall  was  bgurcd  well ; 
In  the  last  moment  of  Iho  abbey's  foe. 

Who  long  had  waged  a  war  implacabCo ' 
Preuaely  as  the  war  occurr'd  they  drew  liitr 
And  thero  was  M  do  as  he  overthrew  him. 
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LXXXVI. 

Noiel.  Page  500,  line  S7. 
He  Esve  him  Euch  a  punch  upon  the  bead. 

lis  history,  Count  OrlanJo  eaJd 

"Glidetle  in  suUa  testa  un  gran  punzono."    It  ■> 

In  hi 

own  heart  "Oh  God !  ivho  in  the  sky 

strange  that  Puici  should  havo  Utcral'iy  anticipated  the 

nnvi-'^ 

all  things,  how  was  Miio  hither  led. 

technical  terms  of  my  old  friend  and  master,  Jackson. 

VVh" 

caused  the  ^ant  in  this  placB  to  die  V 

and  the  art  which  he  has  carried  to  its  highest  plieh. 

am  letters,  weeping,  than  he  read, 

"  A  punch  im  the  head,"  or,  "  a  jnintb  in  llie  bsad," 

KnU 

I  ha  could  not  keep  his  viaaga  dry, — 

tell  in  the  eneuing  story. 

phrase  of  our  heal  pugiiisls,  who  little  dream  that  ihej 

il  keep  yoi^  Uie  high  King  of  Glory  I 

are  talking  the  purest  Tuscan. 

JBnUj; 


AH  APOSTROPHIC  HYIflN. 


IlilYDEWS  VIRGIN. 


TO  THE  PUBLISHER. 


I  AM  a  country  gentkjnnJi  of  i  midland  county 
anght  bivo  been  a  patliament-man  for  a  certain 
laugh,  having  hod  the  offer  of  as  many  votei 
Genera!  T.  at  the  general  election  in  1812.'     H 

Ml  a  rial  In  I.jmdon,  I  marriml  a  middle-Bg«.i  i 
of  honour.  We  lived  happily  at  Homeni  Uail 
lasl  eeason,  when  my  wife  and  I  were  invited  b) 
Countess  orWaItzaway(adistanIr«lationof  my  spo 
<D  pass  the  winter  in  town.  Thmking  no  harm, 
out  girls  being  come  to  a  marriageable  (or  as  they 
it,  inarkeiable)  age,  and  havin^f  bcaldes  a  chancery 


iblig, 


□Id  chariot,  of  which,  by  the  by, 

in  less  than  a  week,  th 

3,  of  which 


loiint  Iho  hoj,  Mrs.  H.  says,  if  I  could  dr'ivc, 

(or  the  EonouFoble  Augustus  Tiptoe,  her  partner- 
gonnrai  and  opera-knight,  ilcaring  great  praises  of 
Mrs.  H.'s  dancing  (she  was  famous  for  birth-night  min- 
uets in  the  latter  end  of  the  last  century),  I  unbooted, 
and  went  !o  a  ball  at  the  Comitess's,  espectlng  in  see 
■  country  dance,  or,  at  most,  cotillons,  reels,  and  all 
the  old  paces  to  the  newest  tunes.     But,  judge  of  my 


witl:  h. 


■s.  Horn. 


round  the  loins  of  a  huge  h 


the  "bkck  joke,"  only  more  "o^Uuoso,"  till  il  nrnda 
ine  quite  giddy  with  wondering  they  were  not  so.  By 
and  by  they  atoppei!  a  bit,  and  1  thought  they  would 
«t  or  fall  down :— but,  no ;  with  Mrs.  H.'s  hand  on  hit 


waaalsch 

walked  about  a  mi 

ute,  and  then 

Dck-chafers  spittei 

asked  wl 

at  all  Ibis  meant. 

«hen.wiflis 

oud  laugh, 

older  than  our  Wilhohnina  (a 

name  I  nov 

^  heard 

3ul  in  tho  Vicar 

•  Wakefield, 

hough  her 

mother  w 

uld  call  her  after 

iie  Princess 

of  Swapper 

ach),eai 

,"  Lord,  Mr.  Horn 

eetheyat. 

which):  and 

hey  went, 

nd  round 

abouted  it  till  supper-tune.  Now 

hat  I  knov 

what  it 

s,  I  like  it  of  all  things,  and  so 

loesMra.l 

.  (though 

[  have  broken  my  e 

.ins,  and  (bur 

nedMrs 

Homem'amaidin 

tops  in  tl 

e  morning).   Indee 

,  so  much  do 

like  it,  (ha 

^havmga 

ly  displayed 

™j),ls 

.fewhbit 


fondofMasi 

his  father's  late  successful  D.  L.  address),  I  composed 
the  following  hymn,  wherewithal  to  make  my  sent 

heartily  dospiso  as  well  as  the  critics. 

HORACE  HORNEM. 
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Far 

e  from  Ihee  anJ  thi 

nelhe 

name 

r  prude; 

M,  yel  triiunptisnt 

■i'hv 

cgs  must  move  to 

aslh 

yHj. 

ll'h, 

>hj  ^l,  =«  rea, 

«ab!v 

,#; 

Thv 

ireaat— if  bare  ero 

no  shleU 

I)B11 

tforlh-sansamm 

ake  the  Ge 

An-I 

flff^-i 

Thy 

not^oohwfdljbe 

oUcn  "Wd 

H 

11,  nimWe  nymph! 

0  whom  the 

young  husa 

vhiskcr'dvolaryol 

ll]3 

A  sighl  unniatcli'd  since 

Orpha 

jaand 

hlB  brutes 

igWalt 

On  Hounslow's  heath  to  riial  Wellealey's  *  fam 

Hail,  moYing  muse!  to  nhom  the  flur  one's  tn% 

Gives  all  it  can,  and  bids  us  lake  Ihe  rest. 

Oh !  for  Ilie  flo^  of  Busby,  or  of  Filz, 

The  latier's  loyally,  the  former's  wits, 

To  "  energize  iho  object  I  p-jrsue," 

And  pvo  botii  Belial  and  his  dance  their  due  !— 

Imperial  Waltz !  imported  from  the  Rhine 


!  fcAV  qualities  alike^— for  hock 
]s  our  cellar — Ihou  our  living  Rto 
ad  to  hock  belongs — thy  subtler  i 


Tfirough  the  fv 
Oh,Gi 


ly  1  h. 


luch  to  Iheo 


m  testify  belo 
Ere  cursed  confederatioa  made  Ihee  France' 

And  only  left  us  thy  il d  debts  and  daiici 

Of  subsidies  and  Hanover  bereft, 

We  bless  thee  still— for  George  Uie  Third  is 


For  graciously  begetting  G 
To  Germany,  and  highnea 
Who  owe  us  millions—dor 


eorge  the  Fourth, 

I'l  wo  owe  the  qu 
:  not  besides  T 
kers  and  brides  ; 
lier  royal  blood, 


But  peace  to  her — her  emperor  and  die 
Though  now  transfetr'd  to  Buonaparte's 
Back  to  my  theme— O  Muse  of  motion  1 
How  llrst  to  Albion  found  thy  Walts  lier 


;  on  the  breath  of  hyperborean  gales 
anibutg's  port  (while  llambilrg  yet  I 

fy  Goltenburg — v 
tingfr, 


leep; 


at  Most 


:kthym. 


r>yol 


hadni 


)f 

trje  despatches 

and  as  true  gazett 

Th 

dof  Au 

patch. 

iehMo 

An 

-alnio 

t  crush' 

beneath  [ho  glorio 

re 

tales  of  KoiMbue 

envoy 

And  loads  from  Fn 

kforl  and  from  Leip^c  fair 

H 

ner's  f 

ir  volnr 

. 

!,i 

,  Lapli 

es  to  insure  a  ivlnc 

Br 

nck'a  h 

aviesl  U 

me  for  ballast,  and 
should  not  sink  the 

to  back 

^'r- 

ughtw 

h  this  c 

tgo — and  her  faire 

t  freight 

Ue 

ghtful  Walts,  0 

tiptoe  for  a  mate. 

nt  David,  v 


and  Pi 


idl^d  sonx 


Quiiolfi,  wl 
The  knight's  fandango  IHakierUian 
Not  soft  HerodiBs,  wh«i  wilh  winn 
Her  nimble  feet  danced  off  another 
Not  Cleopatra  on  her  galley's  deck. 
Dis|j!ay'd  bo  much  of  ieff,  or  moro  ' 
Than  thou,  anibrosial  Walli,  when 
Lwlrling  to  a  Saxon 


-yehusl 


nnual  tributes  of  a 


As  Love  or  Hymen  your  endeasoura  guide. 
To  gain  your  own,  or  snatch  another's  Inide ; 
To  one  and  all  the  hively  stranger  came. 
And  every  ball-roHU  echoes  with  lier  name. 


Hands  which  may  freely  ra 
Where  ne'er  before— bot- 
Metliiidis  the  glare  of  yom 


ends  Iter  longest  pellicoal  Is  WalU. 
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The! 


Observant  traveUers !  of  ererj  Ume ;  The  ball  begins— Ihe  1 

Ve  quTLrLos  i  published  upon  evcty  cUme ; 
O  say,  shall  dull  RoniMka's  heavy  round. 
Fandango's  wrig^la,  or  Bolero's  liouiid ; 
Can  Egypt's  Almas ' — laolaliiing  group — 
ColumWa  s  eaperers  to  the  warlike  whoop — 
Can  aught  from  cold  Kamtadiallia  to  Cape  H, 
With  Waltz  compare,  or  after  Waili  be  hornel 
Ab,  nol  fiwo  Murier's  pages  down  to  Gait's, 
Each  tourist  pens  a  paragraph  fur  "  Waltz." 

Shades  of  those  belles,  whoso  reign  began  of  yore. 
With  George  the  Third's— and  ended  long  before— 
Though  in.  your  daughters'  daughters  yel  you  thrive, 
Burst  from  your  lead,  aiid  be  yourselves  alive ! 
Bacli  to  the  ball-room  speed  youf  speclred  host ; 
Fool's  Paradise  is  dull  to  that  you,  losU 
No  treacherous  pomder  bids  conjecture  <iuaka ; 
Ufa  stifi*  starch'd  stays  make  meddling  fingers  ache ; 
(TransTerr'd  to  those  ambiguous  things  that  apa 
Goats  in  their  vbage,'  women  ui  theit  shape)i 
No  damsel  faints  nhon  rather  closely  press'd, 

SuperHuouE  bii^lshoni,  and  reviving  salts, 

lloth  hanish'd  by  the  sovereign  eoidiiJ  "  Waltz." 

SeducSve  Wall!  1— though  on  thy  native  shore 
Even  Werlet's  self  prodahn'd  Ibee  half  a  wliote ; 
Wetter — to  decent  ricte  tliough  much  inclined. 
Vet  warn),  not  wanton ;  dazzled,  but  not  blind — 
Tbongh  gentle  Oenlis,  in  bcr  strife  vrilh  Stael, 
Would  even  proscribe  thee  from  a  Paris  ball ; 
l^e  ration  hlits— Gvim  countesses  ia  queens. 
And  maids  and  valets  wtJK  behind  the  scenes ; 
Widfl  and  inore  wide  Iby  witching  circle  spreads, 
And  turns— if  nothing  else — at  least  our  hfads; 
With  thse  even  clumsy  <atB  attempt  to  bounce 
And  coclmeys  practise  what  tliey  can't  prcnounoe. 
Cods  1  how  the  glorious  Ibeme  my  strain  exalts. 
And  rh^me^ds  partner  rbyi 


le  by  daughter  or  by  spou 


With  K— t's  gay  grace, 

Loads  forth  the  ready  ds 

Might  once  have  been  mis:aiion  lor  a 

FVom  where  the  garb  just  (eaves  the  t 

Round  all  the  confines  o 

id  may  wander  undisplaced ; 


nng  flush 
jlush. 
osom  fre> 
!  supposed 


nay  graa; 


The  Earl  of— Asterisk— and  Lady— Blank ; 
-with  those  of  fashion's  host, 
nitnames — vide  "  Morning  Post 

(Or  if  for  that  impartial  print  loo  late. 

Search  Doclors'  Commons  an  months  fitim  my  dal 

Thus  all  and  each,  in  m 


cl  gently  und, 


irvel,  with  Ihi 
1  all  this  palming  ivork  1" 
True,  honest  Miria — you  may  trust  my  rhyi 

The  brea^  thus  publicly  re 


Turk, 


In  pnv 


mayte 


-if  il 


'ed  our  grandmother! 
-d-n, and  m 
And  ihoii,  my  piinee,  whose  sovereign  laslc  ai 

Thou,  ghost  of  Q ■ 1  whose  judging  sp 

singlet*  ■■ 


Blo8l  was  It 


of  "Waltt" 
Walls  chose  (or  hcrdibvl; 


-if  cvei 


nyourt 


ra  of  bliss 


A  this; 


New  face  for  C'iends,  for  foes  some  new  n 
Mew  ornaments  for  black  and  royal  guards 
New  laws  to  hang  the  rogues  that  roir'd  for  bri 
NewcDuiB  (most  new")  to  Ibllow  those  tb; 


Hlie, 


to  the^hearC  and  lighten  (brougb  the  frame, 
hair-lold  wish  and  ill-dissembled  flame ; 
rurient  nature  still  will  storm  the  breast- 
ipted  thus,  can  answer  for  the  rc^i  I 


New 

Though  Jenliy  wonders  at 

New  wars,  because  llio  old  succae 

Hew  mistressea-no-old-and  y< 
Though  they  be  oW,  the  Odng  is  s 


lethemles! 


Kew  ivhile-sticka,  gold-sti 


^sls  or  rihands'^eck'd  alike  in  hue, 
■oopers  Blnil,  new  turacoats  blush  in  b 
ilho  muao — my — ",  what  say  you? 
vas  llie  linie  when  Waltz  might  best  m 

vas  the  time,  nor  ever  yet  was  such, 
aio  tut  Tnare,  and  petticoats  nol  muci; 
i  and  minuclB,  virtue  and  her  slays, 
sU-talo  powder — all  have  had  their  days 


single  thought 
)o,  or  pught ; 
Who  wisely  wish  the  charms  you  view  to  teaf 

Hot  from  the  hands  promiscuously  applied, 

slight  waist ;  of  down  the  glowing 
re  the  rapture  then  to  clasp  the  forn 
ir  From  this  lewd  grasp,  and  lawless  conlacl  wni 
At  once  love's  most  endearing  thought  re 


Toga 


sslhehar 
}  upon  th 
r's  ardent 
eh  the  lij 


^ss'd  by  n( 


at  thini 


^k  withou 


A  all,  without  reslr 
;  enough— if  nol  to  touch— to 
If  such  thou  lovest— loVB  her  then  no  mo 

The  Utile  left  behind  it  to  bestow. 


Ob,  Google 


ilupluoua  WidU !  and  dan 
EBPSicBORE  ftrgivel— ate 


add  my  daughters  shall ; 


accidenis  should  re'ei 
honce  our  geiiealogic  ; 
IS  green  a  bough  for  h 


dnn  himself  would  have  nothing  to  object  to  such 
bastards  of  our  Lady  of  Bahylon, 

Noted.  Page  503,  line  7. 
The  patriolic  arson  of  our  amiable  allies  car 
sufficiently  commended— nor  subscribed  lot.  A 
'  ;t  deiaila  omitted  m  ihe  VBiiotis  despalohes 
luont  ambaasador,  he  did  not  state  (bemg  to. 
upied  with  the  exploits  of  Colonel  C ,  in 


NOTES. 

Notel.  Page  6(8,  line  4. 

Slate  of  the  poll  (last  d^iy)  5. 

Note  a,  Page  £02,  line  B. 

My  Ulin  is  bU  forgotten,  if  a  man  can  be  said  ti 
forgotten  what  he  never  remembered ;  but  I  t 
my  title-page  motto  of  a  Catholic  piiest  lor  a  three 
shining  bank  token,  afler  much  haggling  lor  thi 
eixpenc«.  T  grudged  tne  money  U>  a  Papist,  bei 
for  iha  memoty  of  Petcosal,  and  "  No  Popery  ;■ 
qulM  regretting  the  down^l  of  the  Pope,  becau 


Note  3.  PagBS03,hii 


Note  4.  Page  SOS,  line  91. 
To  rival  Lord  W.'s,  or  his  nephew's,  as  the  readt 
pleases: — the  one  gained  a  pielty  woman,  wliom  h 
deserved,  by  fighting  for ;  and  die  other  has  been  fighl- 
uig  in  the  Peninsula  roany  a  long  day,  "  by  Shrewsbury 
clock,'^  without  gumng  anything  in  thai  count 
the  title  of "  the  Great  Lord,"  and  "  the  Lord," 
fiavoms  of  profanation,  having  been  hitbeno  applied 
only  to  that  Brang,  to  whom  "  Z>  Deumt"  for  CO 
are  the  rankest  blasphemy.— It  is  to  be  presume 
general  will  one  day  return  to  his  Sabine  farm,  tit 


xa  the  proportional  ai 


sordini 


"great  Lord's" 
rb,  be  *'  plough- 


ing with  dogs. 

By  the  hy — one  of  tliis  illustrious  persoi 
is  forgotten — it  is,  however,  worth  rernembt 
tndor  del  jmotdo  1"  eredite^  posleri  /  If 
appellation  anneiedbyihe  inhabitants  of  the  Peninsula 
to  the  name  of  a  man  who  has  not  yet  saved  tht 
query— are  they  worth  saving  even  in  this  world?  lor, 
according  to  the  mildest  modifications  of  any  Christian 
o^ed,  those  three  words  make  the  odds  much  against 
them  in  the  nml.— "  Saviour  of  the  world,"  quotha  1— 
it  were  to  be  wl^ed  that  he,  or  any  o  ~ 
r  of  it — his  country.    Yet  ihi! 


tion  of  lallow  and  train  oil  was  so  great,  that  the  market 
was  inadequate  to  the  demand :  and- thus  one  huodred 

by  being  reduced  to  wholesome  diet  1  The  lamplighters 

and  the  tallow-chandlers  have  unanimously  voted  a 
quantity  of  best  moulds  (four  to  the  pound)  to  the  re- 
lief of  the  surviving  Scythians — the  scarcity  will  soon, 

ralher  than  the  quantity  of  provision,  be  lotejiy  alle- 

has  subscribed  siiiy  thousand  beeves  for  a  day's  meal 

Kote  6.  Page  S04,  line  S. 
Danang  ghls— who  do  for  hiro  what  Waltz  dotli 
gratis. 

NotcT.  Page  504,  line  30. 

It  cannot  be  complained  now,  as  in  the  Lady  Baus- 

siete'stime,  oftho  "Sieor  del*  Croix,"  thai  there  be 

valour  m  tbe  field,  or  elsewhere,  may  siSl  be  question- 
able. Much  may  be  and  hath  been  avouched  on  both 
sides.  In  the  olden  thne  philoeopherB  had  whiskers 
and  soldiers  none — Scipio  himself  was  shaven — Han- 
nibal thought  his  one  eye  handsome  enough  without 
a  heard;  but  Adrian,  the  Emperor,  \\or6  a  heard 
(having  warts  on  his  chin,  which  neither  the  Empress 
Sabina,  nor  even  the  courtiers,  could  abide)— Turenne 
had  whiskers,  Marlborough  none— Buonaparte  is  un- 

Ihe  last-mentioned,  go  further  in  behalf  of  whiskers 
ithema  of  Anselm  did  ngsinil  long  hair  in 
the  reign  of  Henry  L 

"         -ly,  red  was  a  fevourite  colour.  SeeLodowlck 
Barrey's  comedy  of  lUm  Alley,  1661,  act  I.  soene  1. 
TaJHa.  Now,  for  a  wager— What  coloui'd  beard 
lesneitbythewmdow? 
Adriima.  A  black  man's,  I  thmk. 
Tajila.  I  think  not  so :  I  think  a  red,  tor  that  n 


Ithough  it 


e,  that 


super- 


in  fasbior 
There  is  "qothing  new  under  the  i 

Note  8.  Page  604,  line  40. 
An  anachronism— Waltz,  and  the  battle  of  Auste 
re  before  said  to  have  opened  the  ball  logetAer : 
ard  means  (if  he  means  any  ihmgi  Waltz  was  nc 


be  entitled  the  "Tir^  Maty ;"  if  so.  Lord  George  Got-  n 


b,  Google 


BYRON'S  WORKS. 


;a  (being  already  id  the  R t'a):  il  would  noil* 

o  back  any  peculiar  initid  against  thl  filpliabet, 

aweepstiikea — a  distinguisbed  consonant  is  said  to  bo 
-'lo  favourile,  uucb  against  the  wishes  of  the  hmmng 

Note  12.  Page  fifll.  linn  74. 
"Wchare  changed  all  that, 


NutelO.  Page  604,  line  51. 

"  Oh  that  right  ^ouid  thus  overcome  might !"  Wbo 
dies  not  remember  Uie  "delicate  iniestigalion"  ia  the 
"  Merry  Wives  of  Windsor?" 

"/but  Pray  you  come  near:  if  I  eus| 
eaiise,  why  then  make  sport  at  me ;  then  let  me  be 
your  jest ;  I  deserve  it.  Hovr  now  7  whither  bear  y< 
this? 

"  Mrs.  Fard.  What  have  you  to  do  whither  Ihcy  be 

Note  II.  Page  £04,  line  56. 
Tlie  gentle,  or  ferocious  reader,  may  fill  up  the  blank 


says  the  Mock  Doctor 
L    After  oil,; 


great  inrporlance  how  women's  hearts  are  r 

posed  of;  they  have  nature's  privile^  to  dietnbute  th 
ae  absurdly  us  possible.    But  there  are  also  some  n 


when  disidcd,  you  discover  a  load  in  the  centre,  lively. 

Nolo  13.  Page  £04,  luie  94. 

In  Turkey,  a  pertinent — here,  an  impertinent  and 

superfluous  question— literally  put,  as  m  the  teit,  by 

a  Persian  to  Morier,  on  seeing  a  walti  in  Pera.— (^mJ< 

Moria'a  Travels. 


mit  aumettt  of  K^mo. 


ADVERTISEMENT. 

ArPerrara  (inlhehbrary)  are  preserved  theorigmal 
MSS.  ofTasBo'sGieroaalemme  and  of  Guarini'a  Pastor 
Mdo,  With  letters  oTTasso,  one  from  Titian  to  Arioslo ; 
and  the  inksland-and  chair,  the  tomb  and  the  house  of 
the  latter.  But  as  misfortune  has  a  greater  interest  for 
posterity,  and  little  or  none  for  the  oontanporary,  the  cell 


Indian 


t  of  ArioB 


b  effect 


or  the 


ond  over  the  cell  itself,  inviting,  unnecessarily,  tl 
nder  andLheindiguationoTthespectator.  Ferrara 
ch  decayed  and  depopulated ;  the  caslleslill  eiistsei 
■;  and  I  saw  the  court  where  Parisina  and  Hugo  wei 
loaded,  according  to  the  annal  of  Gibbon. 


THE  LAMENT  OF  TASSO. 


And  die  mind's  eankra-  in  its  savage  mood, 
IVhon  (he  impaUent  thirst  of  light  and  air 
I'arches  jhe  heart ;  and  the  abhorred  grate. 
Marring  Ihe  sunbeums  wiUi  its  hideous  shade. 
Works  diroiigh  the  throbbing  eye-ball  to  the  brai 
With  a  hot  sense  of  heaviness  and  pain ; 
And  bnire,  aE  once,  canti^ty  displayed 
Kianos  scofiiog  tnrougn  the  novernipeu'd  gate, 
iVhi^h  nothing  throui[li  its  bars  adnitts,  se>ve  daj 


nd  tasteless  (bod,  which 

'hich  is  my  lair,  and-— it 
II  this  hadi  somewhat  w 


t  of  prey, 

r  he-my  grave. 


The  God  who  was  on  eardi  and  is  in  heav 

n 

^or  ho  hath  Btrengthen'd  me  in  heart  and  1 

mh. 

That  through  diia  sufferance  I  might  be  for 

have  einpUiy'd  my  penance  to  record 

How  Salem's  shrine  was  won,  and  how  ad 

red. 

II. 

]uL  diis  is  o'er— my  pleasant  task  is  aone 

*1y  long-sustaining  friend  of  many  years '. 

f  1  do  blot  lliy  final  page  widi  tears. 

(now  that  my  sorrows  have  wrung  from  m 

iut  thou,  my  young  creation  !  my  soul's  c 

lid' 

Vhich  ever  playing  round  me  came  and  smiled. 

And  woo'd  me  from  myself  with  diy  sweet 

Thou  too  art  gone— and  so  is  my  delight: 

\nd  therefore  do  I  weep  apd  mly  bleed 

^Idx  this  last  bruise  upon  a  broken  reed. 

know  nol  that— tut  m  the  innate  force 

Of  my  ovin  spirit  shall  be  found  resource. 

b,  Google 
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ot  of  the » 


1  knew  my  fiiult,  and  feet  m 
Not  less  because  t  suSer  il 
Thai  thou  wert  beautiful,  at 


The  wretched  are  the  faithful ;  't 
To  have  ell  Teeling  save  the  one  c 
And  every  paaaian  luto  one  dilsM 


Audi 

'I'h^re 

worso  than  Sen 

Rome 

whodosliUgoado 

a  the  D'er-lahour 

Audi 

III  the  hltle  light  tl 

at 's  left  behind 

With 

needless  torture,  a 

their  tyrant  will 

[swo 

doing  Jtl: 

With 

theee  and  with  the 

Thou  wert 
Worshipp'i 
HalWd  ai 
Not  for  tho 
Had  robed 


To  he  forgetful  i 


Many,  b 
WUehe 
While  al 
None!  I 
Whowa 


Blighting  my  life  in  best 
Branding  my  thoughts  aa 
Would  I  not  pay  them  bt 


rould  il  were  my  lot 

n  forgot  !- 

those  who  bade  me  dwell 

mhth,  nor  thought  the  mbid 

curses,  shrieks  to  blows,' 


erbahblbig  moods;- 


Thybr 

tW  hates— but  I  can  not  detest. 

Thoup 

lest  noi-bul  I  can  not  forsake. 

V. 

Ixmkot 

Sutall 

nquench'd  is  still  my  better  part. 

s  the  gathered  lightning  in  its  cloud. 

Snconi 

ass'd  with  its  dark  and  rolling  shrond 

'nil.^tnj 

ck,— forth  Hies  the  all-etliereal  dart '. 

Andth 

Thevl 

d  thought  still  flashcB  through  my  fraoi 

indlbi 

a  moment  all  things  as  they  were 

n,.hy 

aie  i-thoy  are  gone-I  am  the  same. 

uHuent  to  itself,  its  o' 
nd  if  my  eyes  reveal'i 
I'ere  punish'd  by  the  i 


It  holy  distance,  anO  around 

1  meekly  IdssM  the  saintly  ground 


beauty  ^t  dismayed 
— )Hit  awed,  like  One 


nd  in  that  Bweel  sevei 

y  star  stood  still  before  thee ;— if  it  were 

bat  sad  fatality  hath  coat  me  dear ; 
lit  thou  art  dearest  still,  and  1  should  he 
It  for  tliis  cdU  which  wrongs  me,  hut  for  ike 
he  very  love  which  lock'd  me  to  my  chain 
ath  llghlai'd  half  iu  wught ;  and  for  the  re 


or  objects  all 

nanimate  I  made 

dol5,andout 

wild  and  lonely  flowers 

Ud  rocks,  "h 

■ehy  they  grew,  a  parad 

Where  I  did  la 

me  down  within  the  sh 

ill  the  dav 


by  Google 


Thou  didat  ajinihilaU 
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I  againi 


t  of  lifs,  1 


From  all  B 
The  maniac  and  hb  l^ant;  had  I  been 
Their  fellow,  many  years  ere  tliia  had  seen 
My  mind  likB  Ih^ra  Corrupted  U>  its  grave ; 
Bot  who  hath  seen  me  wriUie,  or  heard  me  rav 
Perchance  ui  such  a  cell  we  suffer  more 
Than  the  wreck'd  sailor  on  We  desert  shore  j 
The  w<^ld  is  all  before  him— fiu'ne  is  here. 
Scarce  twice  Ilie  space  Ihey  must  accord  my  hi 
What  fhough  he  perish,  he  may  lift  his  eye 
And  with  a  dying  glance  upbraid  the  aky — 

Although  'L  is  clouded  hy  ray  dungeon  toof. 

VIII. 
Vet  do  I  feel  at  times  my  mind  decline, 

Cnwonled  light)  along  my  priEoa  shine. 
And  a  strange  demon,  who  is  Teiing  me 
With  pilfering  pranks  and  petty  pams,  below 
The  feeling  of  the  healthful  and  rhe  Iree ; 
But  ranch  to  one,  who  long  hath  sufier'd  so, 
Sickness  of  heart,  and  narrowness  of  place, 

1  thought  mine  enemies  had  been  hut  raan. 
But  spnits  may  be  leagued  with  them — all  ean 
Abandons— Heaven  forgets  nie ;— in  the  deartl 
Of  such  defence  the  powers  of  erf  can. 
It  may  be,  (ompt  me  further,  and  prevail 
Against  the  outwmn  creature  they  ; 
Why  in  this  furnace  is  my  spirit  prt 
I^ke  steel  in  tempenng  fire  ?  becai 


lajt. 


ly  through  lliem ; — if  I  bear  and  bo 
h  I  have  recounted,  and  the  more 
ath  no  words,  t  is  that  I  would  not . 
Ujon  with  Boir-alaughier  the  dull  lie 
Which  snared  me  here,  and  with  the  brand  c 


Stan 


t  thes. 


.  bUghted 
^  ....    'hich  my  foe? 

No— it  shall  be  immortal !- and  I  r 
!  temple  of  my  present  cell 
Which  nations  yet  shall  tislt  for  m 
While  thou,  Ferrara!  when  no  Inn 
The  ducal  chie^  ivithm  th< 
nhhng  piecemeal 

A  poet's  dimgeoo  thy 
Wlule  straogei 
And  thou.  Leu 


lit  fall 


be  thine  only  crown, 
;  &t  renown, 
GT  thy  unpeopled  walls  I 


That 


sh'd  to  hi 


To  less  than  monarchs  that  Iho 

tell  thy  brother  that  my  heart,  nntaraed 

A  taint  of  that  he  would  impute  lo  me. 
From  long  infection  of  a  den  like  this. 
Where  the  mind  rots  congenial  with  the  abyss 

,    .^ —  vhenthetc 

And  battlements  wMch  guard  his  joyous  hours 
Of  banquet,  dance,  and  revel,  are  fergot. 
Or  left  untendcd  in  a  dull  repose, 
This— this  shall  be  a  consecrated  spot ! 
!ut  thou— when  all  that  birth  and  beauty  thro 
)f  magic  round  thee  is  ejttinct — shalt  have 
)ne  half  the  laurel  which  o'ershadea  my  gravi 


Yea,L 


in  life  could  rend  tli 
it  ahaU 


efromm 


^rtirelu  ^titiHit^, 


ADVERTISEMENT. 


r  my  fi-iend,  the  Hon.  D.  Kinnaird,  for  a  selection  of 
[cbrcw  Melodies,  and  Uve  been  pubhshed,  with  the 
lusiR.  arranged  hy  Mt.  Brasau  and  Mr.  KaTHAs. 


HEBREW  MELODIES. 


SHE  WALKS  IN  BEAUTY. 


js  dunes  and  starry  skies ; 


And  all  that 's  best  of  dark  and  bright 

Meol  in  her  aspect  and  her  eyes : 
Thus  mellow'd  to  that  tender  light 

One  shade  the  more,  one  ray  the  less. 
Had  half  impair'd  the  nameless  grace 

Which  wates  in  every  raven  tress, 
Or  so%  Ughtens  o'er  her  face ; 

Where  thoughts  serenely  aweet  eipress 


ir  their  dwe 


fl  by  Google 


HEBREW  MELODIES. 


THE  HARP  THE  MONARCH  MINSTREL 

SWEPT. 
The  harp  ilie  monarch  minstrel  swept, 


;h  Music  halloiv'd  while  ah 


Redouhled  be  her  W 


13  chords  aretiveiil 


ot  iheir  < 


That  felt  not,  fired  not  lo  the  tone, 
Till  David's  Ijrs  grow  mightier  than 
It  told  the  triumphs  of  our  king. 
It  watied  our  glory  to  our  God ; 
adfl  our  gladden^ ' 


Thc< 

Its  Bound  aspired  to  heasen,  and 

Since  then,  though  heaid  on  earth  r 

Devotion  and  her  daughter  Love 


IS  nod; 


OH!  WEEP  FOB  THOSE, 
weep  for  (hose  (hal  wept  by  Bobel's  strea 
Whose  shrines  are  desola-te,  whose  land  a  drear 

:p  for  tha  harp  of  Judah's  broken  shell : 
Mourn — where  then-  God  hath  dwelt  the  godless 

And  where  shall  Israel  lave  her  bleeding  feet  ? 
'hen  shall  Zion's  songs  again  seom  sweet 
udah'e  melody  once  niore  rejoice 
earls  that  leapM  before  its  hfiavenly  voice 


Tribf 


of  the  1 


rmg  foot 


est? 


IF  THAT  HIGH  WORLD. 


Ir  that  high  world. 

which  lies  heyon 

Our  own,  surviv 

nglova  endears 

If  there  the  oherii 

d  heart  be  fond 

Tha  aye  (he  som 

How  welcome  tho. 

untrodden  sphi 

How  sweet  this 

To  scat  from  earth 

and  find  all  fear 

notforsdf 

>la  on  the  brink 

And  striving  to  o'e 

cap  the  gulf. 

Yet  cling  to  bain 

Ohl  in  that  future 

ON  JORDAN'S  BANKS. 

On  Sion's  hill  tha  False  One's  votaries  pray, 
he  Baal-adorer  bows  on  SLiai's  staap — 
et  there— aven  there— Oh  God !  thy  thunders  siiep , 
hera— where  thy  finger  scorch'd  the  tablet  stone ' 
There — where  thy  shadow  to  Ihy  people  shone ! 
Thy  glory  shrouded  m  its  garb  of  fire : 
Thyself- none  living  see  and  not  ejipire  I 
1  in  the  lightning  let  thy  glance  appear  I 
'eep  from  his  shiver'd  hand  the  oppressor's  s^-car  t 
How  long  by  tyrants  shall  thy  land  be  trod? 
long  Ihy  temple  worstupless.  Oh  God  ? 


THE  WILD  GAZELLE. 

Th.' 

Ue  on  Judah's  hills 

Ex 

may  bound. 

And  drink  froii 

Tl 

at  gush  o 

holy  ground; 

y  step  a 

M 

y  glance 

m  tameless  transport  by 

A  step  as  fleet, 

an  eye  more  bright. 

'itness'd  there ; 

And 
In 

abitaots 

enes  of  lost  delight 

Th« 

^dars  wa 

But 

udah'ssl 

teller  maids  are  gope ! 

Mor 

blest  eac 

h  palm  that  shades  thos 

'n 

,.1  Israel 

scatter'draeei 

For, 

akingroo 

,  It  there  remaiuB 

in 

olilaryg 

Ilea 

It  will  not  Uve 

JEPHTHA'S  DAUGHTER. 
i  our  country,  our  God— Oh !  my  sire  ' 
Jid  that  thy  daughter  empire ; 
thy  triumph  was  bought  by  thy  vow- 
Strike  the  bosom  that 's  bated  ibt  thee  now  > 


That  the  blood  of  thy  child  is  as  pure 
e  bles^ng  I  beg  ere  It  flow, 

Thou^  (he  vu-gins  of  Salem  lament, 

3  won  the  great  battle  fi*  thee. 
And  my  father  and  country  are  free  f 
When  this  blood  of  thy  giving  hath  gujh'j 
When  the  voice  that  ihou  lovesi  is  hush'n. 
Let  my  memory  still  be  thy  pride. 
And  forget  not  I  smiled  as  I  dieiT. 
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OH!  SNATCH'D  AWAY  IN  BEAUTY'S 

BLOOM. 
Oh  1  enatoh'd  away  in  beauty's  bloom, 
On  thee  shall  press  no  pondetoua  lomb; 
But  on  thy  turf  shall  roses  rear 
Their  !ea«s,  the  earliest  of  Ihe  year ; 

And  oft  by  yon  blue  guaWng  stream 
Shall  Sorrew  lean  her  dronping  head, 

And  feed  deep  Ihaught  wlih  many  a  dream. 
And  lingering  pause  and  lightly  iread: 
Fond  wraleh !  as  if  her  step  diaturb'd  Ihe  deaJ  I 


'ilie  triumpha  of  her  choaen  son, 
The  slaughters  of  his  sword ! 

The  deeds  he  did,  Ihe  fields  he  w 
The  freedom  ha  restored! 

Though  thou  an  fall'n,  while  we  i 
Thou  shalt  not  taste  of  death ! 

Tbe  generous  hloed  thai  flow'd  fr 
Disdun'd  to  sink  beneath : 


MY  SOUL  IS  DAKK. 
Mv  soul  is  dark.— Oh !  quickly  alrni 
The  harp  I  yet  can  btoolt  to  hear  j 
JLnd  let  thy  gentle  fingers  Hixig 


SONG  OF  SAUL  BEFORE  fflS  SJiST 
BATTLE. 
WAKItlolts  and  chiefs  1  should  the  shaft  or  the  swon 
J  me  ui  leading  ihe  host  of  the  Lord, 


i  shall  char> 


and  ceaee  to  bum  my  brain 
ain  be  wild  and  deep, 


Bui  bid  the  sti 
Norletlhy 

Or  else  Ihis  heavy  heart  will  bu 

For  it  hath  been  by  sorrow  nurst. 

And  ached  in  sleepless  silence  I 

And  break  at  once — or  yield  to 


I  SAW  THEE  WEEP, 
lee  «eep— the  big  bright  tear 


And  then  metbougbt 

A  nolet  dropping  c 

Isaivtheesmae-th, 

Bfesidetheo  ceased 

It  could  nM  match  the 

That  fill'd  that  glan 

ce  of  thine. 

As  clouds  from  yonde 

son  receive 

A  deep  and  mellow 

Which  scarce  Ihe  shade  of  conung  < 

Can  banish  tVonith 

esky. 

Those  Exiles  unto  the 

THY  DAYS  ARE  DONE. 


;o  my  royalty,  son  of  my  heart  I 

Bright  is  the  diadem,  boundless  tbe  sway. 

Or  kingly  the  death,  which  awaits  us  to-day  I 


Bid  the  prophet's  form  appear. 

"  Samuel,  ruse  thj  buried  head '. 

King,  behold  the  phantom  seer !' 

Earth  yawn'd ;  hs  stood  (he  centre  of  a  c 

Light  changed  its  hue,  retiring  from  his  sh 

~      'i  stood  all  glassy  in  his  fixed  eye  j 

His  hand  »aa  wither'd  and  Ills  leins  were 

L3  fool,  in  bony  whiteness,  glilter'd  there 

irunken  and  sinewless,  and  ghastly  bare 

ul  saw,  and  fell  to'earlh,  as  falls  the  oali 
once,  and  blasted  by  the  Ihunder-strckE 

"Why  is  my  sleep  disquieted? 
Who  is  he  that  calls  the  dead  ? 
Is  it  thou,  oh  king  7  Behold, 
Bloodless  are  these  limbs,  and  cold 
Such  are  mine  ;  and  such 


wilhm 


Fare  Ihee  well,  hot  for  a  day ; 
Then  we  mix  our  mouldering  clay. 
Thou,  thy  race,  lie  pale  and  low, 
I  terced  by  shat^  of  many  a  bow : 
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And  die  rslcliion  by  ihy  side 

To  Ihy  heart,  thy  hand  shall  guide  : 

Crownleas,  breathless,  headless  fall, 


LL  IS  VANITY 

SAITH  THE  PREACHER 

P«« 

R,» 

sdnm. 

ove,  and  power  wcro  mine, 

dhe 

blush'd  from  ovory  vine, 

I  sun 

dlov 

olyfor 

™.T."v.~;.,, 

A: 

ilbl 

ul  grow  lender ; 

Waiin 

A  thing  of  eyes,  tliat  alt  survey  ? 

Klemal,  boundless  luidecay'd, 
A  thought  unseen,  but  seeing  all. 

All,  all  in  earth,  or  skies  display'd. 
Shall  it  survey,  shall  it  recall : 

Each  fainter  traco  that  memory  holds, 
So  darkly  of  departed  years. 

In  one  broad  glance  the  aonl  beholds. 

Before  creation  peopled  earth, 
lis  eye  shall  roll  Ibreugb  chaos  back 


EihallRe 


itlike  earthly  year; 
lonienls  shall  endure, 
thout  a  wing, 
Lgh  all,  its  thoughts  shall  S 


O'er  ai\,  th. 

Forgetlmg  what  it  was  to  die. 

VISlOiV  OF  BELSHAZZAR. 

The  king  was  on  his  throne. 
The  satraps  throng'd  the  hail 

O'er  that  high  festival. 
A  thousand  cups  of  gold. 


The  finger 

of  an 

lan;— 

hsiir 

dthei, 

like  a  wana. 

Themonar 

hsaw 

and  shook. 

All  bloodk 

swa* 

his  look,. 

And  Ire, 

nloiis 

"Let  then 

ennf 

stol  1 

And  expou 

n-tlhe 

Which  n 

arour 

royal  mrth." 

A  stranger  and  a  youth, 
He  heard  the  king's  command. 

He  saw  that  writing's  Irtrtb. 
The  lamps  around  were  bright, 

The  prophecy  in  view ; 


Them 


night,— 


His  kingdom  pass'd  t 
He  In  the  balance  weig 

Is  light  and  worthless 
Thoshroud,  hisrobeof 


SUN  OF  THE  SLEEPLESjS' 
StiNof  the  sleepless!  melancholy  alar  i 
Whose  tearful  beam  glows  tremulouslv  far 
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ns  the  past,  the  light  of  other  days, 
beam  sorrow  walcheih  to  behold, 


1  need  not  hive  wander'd  from  far  Galilee 
h  was  bm  abjuring  my  creed  to  efface 
The  curse  which,  thou  say'st,  is  the  crime  < 
If  the  bad  never  triumph,  then  God  is  nitl 
If  the  slave  only  sin,  thou  &rt  spotless  and ! 
If  the  Biile  on  earth  is  an  outcast  on  high, 
Live  on  in  thy  faith,  but  in  mine  1  will  die, 
/e  lost  lor  that  &ith  more  than  thou  oe 


Had  refiecled  the  last  beam  of  day  as  it  blaied  ; 

I  stood  on  the  height,  and  beheld  the  decline 
Of  the  rays  ftoni  the  mountmn  that  shone  on  thy  shnne 
«w  on  that  moontiun  1  stood  on  that  day, 
tnark'd  not  the  twilight' beam  melting  away; 
vould  that  the  lightning  had  glared  in  its  sleait, 
And  the  thunderbolt  burst  on  the  conqueror's  head  I 
the  gods  of  the  Pagan  shall  never  profane 
I  shrine  where  Jehovah  disdainM  not  to  reign ; 
I  BCatter'd  and  scom'd  as  thy  people  may  be, 
worship,  oh  Father !  is  only  lor  thee. 


tslheC 


tsthee 


my  hop' 


Oh,  Mariamne  !  where  art  thou  ? 

Thou  canst  not  hear  my  bitter  pleading : 
Ah,  couldst  thou — thou  wouldst  pardon  now. 

Though  Heave*!  were  In  my  prayer  unheeding. 
And  is  she  dead  ?-..4nd  did  they  dare 

Obey  my  freniy's  jealous  ravmgl 
My  wrath  but  doom'd  my  own  despair: 

The  swofd  that  smote  her 's  o'er  me  waving.— 
Buf  thou  art  cold,  my  murder'd  love ! 

And  this  dark  heart  is  vainly  cravmg 

And  leaves  my  soul  unworthy  saving. 
She 's  gone,  who  shared  my  diadem ! 


ON  THE  DAY  OF  THE  DESTRUCTION  OF 
JERUSALEM  BY  TITUS. 

I  beheld  Ihee,  oh  Sion  I  when  render'd  to'  Rome: 
T  was  Ihy  last  sun  went  down,  and  the  flamesof  thy  M 
■^aah'd  back  on  the  last  glance  I  gave  to  Ihy  walL 
I  look'd  for  thy  temple,  I  look'd  for  my  home, 
i  beheld  but  the  death-fira  that  fed  on  thy  fane,' 


THE  EIVERS  OP  BABYLON  WE  SAT 

DOWN  AND  WEPl'. 

We  sal  down  ar 

Of  babel,  and 

When  our  foe,  i 

And  ye,  oh  her 
Were  scatter' 

d  wept  by  the  waters 
thought  of  the  day 

high  places  his  prey ; 
esolate  daughters ! 
all  weeping  away. 

While  sadly  we  gaied  on  tlie  river 
Which  roli'd  on  in  freedom  below, 

They  demanded  the  song ;  but,  oh  never 
That  triumph  the  stranger  shall  know ! 

May  this  right  hand  be  witlier'd  for  ever. 
Ere  it  string  our  high  harp  for  the  foe ! 

Oh  Salem !  its  sound  should  be  free ; 
And  the  hour  when  thy  glories  were  ended, 

But  left  me  that  token  of  thee  : 
And  ne'er  shall  its  soft  tones  be  blended 

With  the  voice  of  the  spoiler  by  roe ! 

THE  DESTRUCTION  OF  SENNACHERIB. 
The  Assyrian  came  down  like  the  wolf  on  the  fold. 
And  his  cohorts  were  gleaming  in  purple  and  gold  ; 
And  the  sheen  of  then'  spears  was  like  stars  on  the  sea, 
When  the  blue  wave  rolls  nightly  on  deep  Galilee. 


Liketi 


:«  of  tlie  forest  w 


Like  the  leaves  of  the  forest  when  au 
That  host  on  the  morrow  lay  wither'. 
For  the  angel  of  death  spread  his  wings  on  the  tJast, 
And  breathed  m  (he  face  of  the  foe  as  he  pass'd ; 
And  the  eyes  of  the  sleepers  wai'd  deadly  and  chill, 
And  their  hearts  but  once  heaved,  and  for  overgrew  still 
And  there  lay  the  steed  with  his  nostril  all  wide. 
But  through  it  there  roll'd  not  the  breath  of  his  pride: 
And  the  foam  of  hir  gasping  lay  white  on  the  turi; 
And  cold  as  the  spray  of  the  rock'beating  surf. 
And  there  lay  the  rider  distoited  and  'palo. 


OS  unlif^ed,  the  tnmipet  imblown. 
vidows  of  Ashur  arc  loud  m  their 
dols  are  broke  in  the  temple  of  B 
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FROM  JOB. 

"Is man  mo 

rojustthanGod?    1b  m™  mere  pn 

Thanheivh 

deems  even  seraphs  mseeure  7 

clay— vain  divellera  Ln  ihe  dusl! 

Deep  sleep  eame  down  on  every  eye  e 

rvives  you,  and  are  yo  more  jusl  ? 

Things  of  D 

quake; 

Heedless  an 

d  blind  to  wisdom's  wasted  light  I'' 

Aai  us  my  damp  hair  eblfen'd,  thus  ii 

spake: 

^imHlnntoxm  ^otm&. 


ZT.APOZ.BOXr  BVOITAFARTB. 


GIUBON-S  Byline  ind  Fall.  vol.  •!.  p.  9^0. 

ODE  TO  NAPOLEON  BUONAPARTE. 
'Tis  done— but  yesterday  aking! 


Wednv 


Who  I 


low  the  kr 


By  gaztng  or      . 

Thou  laught'fil  the  te 
Wilh  might  unqueBlioii'd,— powor  lo  be 
Thine  only  gift  hath  been  Ihe  grave 

To  those  thai  worsbipp'd  ihee ; 
Nor,  dll  thy  Tall,  could  mortals  guess 
AroWlion's  less  than  littleness  ! 

Thanks  for  that  lesson^t  will  teach 

To  after-warriors  more 
Thill  high  pbdosophy  can  preach, 

That  SDcH  upon  the  mmds  of  men 


The  triun^h  and  the  vanity. 

The  rapture  of  the  strife—' 
The  earthquake  shoul  of  Vieioty, 

To  thee  the  breatli  of  Ute  { 
Tha  sword,  the  sceptre,  and  that  sway 

Wherewith  renown  was  rife- 
All  qucll'd  I— Dark  spirit !  what  must  be 
The  madness  of  thy  memory ! 
ir  desolate  1 


Thei 
Thear 


Bopplian 


B'faie 


le  yet  imperial  hope 
That  with  such  change  can  calmly  cope? 

Or  dread  of  death  alone7 

To  die  a  pruice-or  live  a  slave- 

Thy  choice  is  most  ignobly  brave  > 

He^  ^o  of  old  would  rend  the  oak 

Dream'd  not  of  the  rebound  ; 

d  by  the  trunk  he  vainly  broke,-^ 


Thou, 


ithes 


wlool 


equal  deed  hast  d 


i  of  thy  Bttength, 


The  Roman,^  ^hen  his  burning  heart 

Was  slaked  with  blood  of  Rome, 
Threw  down  the  dagger — dared  deport, 

He  dared  depart,  in  utter  scorn 

Of  men  that  such  a  yoke  had  home, 

Yet  left  him  sueh  a  doom ! 
His  only  glory  was  that  hour 
Of  self-upheld  ahaudon'd  povrer. 
The  Spaniard,'  when  the  lust  of  swar 

Had  lost  its  quickening  spell. 
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His  vuluire  and  his  rack? 
Foredoom'd  by  God-*)'  man  accurs 
And  Ihat  Isal  ocl,  ihoggh  ngt  thy  wuri 


Ohl 


n  thus  Iby  mighlicel  fbos 
humblest  guise  have  sho> 

brighter  name  to  Lure  mank 


Tliine  ecil  ^eeda 

Nor  written  tf 

Tliy  Iriumpha  te 

If  thou  hadst  died  as 


of  fam 


Tosh 


IV  Napole 


Rut  who  would  soar  the  soiat  height. 
To  set  in  such  a  Btailess  night  1 
Weigh'd  in  (he  balance,  hero  dusi 
la  viie  as  vulgar  day  i 

Toall  that  pass  away; 
Bui  yet,  rnelhought,  the  linng  grant 


And 


To  daiile  a 

or  deem'd  contempt  could  thus  make  mirth 

f  these,  the  conquerors  of  the  earth. 

s,  proud  Austria's  moumful  flower, 


Row  hears  her  breasi  the  unurii 
SliU  clings  she  to  thy  side  7 

Thy  late  repentance,  long  despai 

If  stiil  she  loves  thee,  hoard  thai 
'Tia  worth  thy  vanish'd  diadem 


And  gaze  upeu  the  sea ; 
That  element  may  meet  tliy  smile, 

It  ne'er  was  ruled  by  thee  [ 
Or  trace  with  thine  all  idle  hand. 
In  loitering  mood,  upon  tho  sand. 

That  earth  is  now  as  free  I 
rhat  Corinth's  pedagogue  hath  now 
Tranaferr-d  his  byword  to  tliy  brow. 
Hion  Timor  t  in  his  captive's  cage' 

What  thoughts  will  there  be  thuie, 
^hile  brooding  hi  thy  prison'd  rage  1 


H  OFT 


MONODY 
E  BIGHT  J!!0^f.  R.  i 


When  the  last  sunshine  of  esplring  day 
In  sununer's  twilight  weeps  itself  away. 
Who  hath  not  felt  the  soilness  of  the  hour 

ontheheart,  as  dew  along  the  flower! 
.  T  lu.  a  pure  feefmg  which  absorbs  and  awes 
While  Nature  makes  that  melancholy  pause, 
Her  breathing  moment  on  the  bridge  where  Ti 
Of  light  and  darkness  forms  an  ardi  sublinie. 
Who  halh  not  shared  that  cahn  so  still  at 
The  voiceless  thought  which  would  not  spi 
■  holy  concord— and  a  bright  regret, 
glorious  sympathy  with  suns  that  set? 
'  is  not  harsh  sorrow — but  a  tenderer  woe, 
-ameless,  but  dear  to  gentle  hearts  below, 

A  sweet  dejection..'a  transparent  tear, 
Unnui'd  with  worldly  grief  or  selfish  stain, 
'"    '  without  shame — and  secret  without  pain. 


deep, 


as  the  W 


laslM 


When  summer's  day  dedmei  along  the  I 
So  feels  the  fiilness  of  our  heart  and  eyes 
When  all  of  gonius  which  can  perish  dies. 
A  mighty  spirit  is  eclipsed— a  power 
Hath  paas'd  from  day  to  darkness- to  whos< 


Thel. 
Thebr 


e  of  aJl  til 


ys  of  fan- 


Set  with  lb 
The  endut:..^  , 
Fruits  of  a  gen 


ve  led  ht 


nmortal  Mmd ; 

A  deathless  part  of  him  who  died  loo  soon. 

But  small  that  portion  of  tho  wondrous  whole, 
!  sparkhng  segments  of  that  eireling  soul, 
li  all  embraced— and  hghten'd  over  all, 

eer— to  pierce — to  please-'^or  to  appal. 

Of  human  feelmgs  the  unbounded  lord ; 

The  prised,  the  proud,  who  Aiade  his  pr^se  tlil>- 
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Wiien  Oie  lomJ  cry  of  trampled  Hindosfan 

rtb  wos  Ihc  thgnder— his  the  avenging  rod, 

Fhc  wralli— tiie  delegateil  voice  of  God '. 

TVhich  shook  the  nalions  Ihrough  hi)i  lips— and  blazei 

KU  vanquish'd  senotes  £remble[i  as  they  prased. 

And  here,  oh '.  here,  where,  yet  all  young  gnd  wann, 

The  gay  ereaticHia  of  hia  spirit  charm, 

The  matchless  dialogue— the  dealJiless  nit, 

Wiaoh  Jmew  not  what  it  was  to  iniermit ; 

The  glotving  portraits,  fresh  from  hfe  thai  bring 

Home  to  our  hearts  the  truth  froiu  which  they  spring ; 

These  womirouB  beings  of  his  fancy,  wrought 

To  fubiess  by  the  fiat  of  his  thought, 

Here  in  their  first  abode  you  slill  may  meet. 

Bright  with  the  hues  of  his  Promethean  heat ; 

A  halo  of  the  fight  of  other  days. 

Which  Elill  the  splendour  of  its  orb  betrays. 

But  should  there  be  to  whom  the  fatal  Might 

Of  feiling  wisdom  jaelda  a  base  delight, 

'      ■  inds  of  heavenly  tone 


in  the  n 


at  them  pause — Ah !  Utile  do  they  kno 
That  what  to  them  seem'd  vise  might  be  but 
Hard  is  his  fate  on  whom  the  public  gaze 
Is  iii'd  for  ever  to  detract  or  praise ; 
Repose  denies  het  reqiuem  to  his  name. 
And  Folly  loves  the  martyrdnm  of  Fame. 


Stands  s 


— iuilge- 


ispy. 


Behold  the  host!  delighting  lo  deprave, 

Who  track  the  steps  of  glory  to  the  grave. 

Watch  every  fault  that  dating  genius  owes 


Half  to 


-hich  ill 


le  the  lie. 


rt  the  truth,  a 
And  pile  the  pyramid  of  c; 
These  are  his  porlion- but  if  join'd  to  these 
Gaunt  Poverty  should  league  wiih  deep  Disease 
If  the  high  spirit  roust  forget  to  soar. 
And  stoop  lo  strive  with  misery  at  the  door. 
To  soothe  indigniiy-^and  face  to  fece 
Meet  sordid  rage— and  wresile  with  disgrace, 
To  find  in  hope  but  the  renew'd  caress. 
The  serpent-ibld  of  further  ^thlessnesi 


Ifsu 


e  ills  whic 


What  marvel  if  at  last  the  niighliesi  fail  7 
BreaatB  to  whom  all  Ihe  strength  of  feeluig  givei 
"       "  ■       '      charged  with  fire  fi-oui  bei 


Ihthet 


mlylorn. 


By  clouds  surrounded,  and  on  whirlwinds  home. 
Driven  o'er  the  louring  almoaphere  that  nurst 
Thoughts  which  have  lum'd  to  thunder— scorch— and 

Such  things  should 


Ours 


IB  gentler 


sh,thel 


__  re  the  tribule  Gbrj 
To  mourn  Ihe  vanish'd  beam — and  add  oui 
Of  praise  in  payment  of  a  long  delist. 


IB  your  master— emulati 


Long  shall  we  s 
And  tarn  to  all 
Sighing  that  N; 


sek  hia  likeness — long  in  »a 


THE  IRISH  AVATAR. 
Ere  the  Daughter  of  Brunswick  is  cold  in 
Lo !  Geokoe  the  triumphant  speeds  over  1 


True,  the  great  of  her  bright  end  brief  era  are  gone. 
The  rainbow-like  epoch  where  Freedom  could  pausn 

For  the  few  little  years,  out  of  centuries  won, 
Which  bettayM  not,  or  erush'd  not,  or  wept  not  hei 


e,  (he  chain 


The. 


of  the  Calholii 


clank  o' 


rags. 


.ch  dwelt  on  her  freedomless  crag» 
eiteiiduig  its  steps  lo  her  deaolaio  shore. 
To  her  desolate  shore — where  the  emigraut  stands 

ears  faU  on  his  chain,  though  it  drops  from  his  hands 
For  iho  dungeon  he  quits  is  the  place  of  his  larlh. 
ul  he  comes !  the  Messiah  of  royally  comes ! 
Like  a  goodly  Levlathfin  roll'd  from  the  waves  I 

With  a  le^on  of  cooks,  and  an  army  of  slaves '. 
B  comes  in  the  promise  and  bloom  of  three-score. 
To  perform  in  Ihe  pageant  the  sovereign's  part-^ 

Coidd  the  Green  in  hia  Ao' be  transferred  loiaahsart' 
Could  that  long-wither'd  spot  but  be  verdant  again. 
And  a  new  spring  of  nohle  afiections  arise— 
hen  might  Freedom  for^ve  thee  this  dance  inthyeham. 
And  this  shout  of  thy  slavery  which  saddens  Ihe  skies. 

Were  he  God— as  he  is  but  the  commonest  clay, 
nth  scarce  fewer  wrinkles  than  sins  on  his  brow- 
Such  servile  devotion  might  shame  hun  away. 


Aj,ro 


inhistr. 


et  thine 


Tharfan< 

Not  thus  did  thy  Grattak  indignantly  flasl 
"    '     the  freedom  implored  and  de 
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Eva- glorious  GnATrAHi  Uie  heat  of  the  good ! 

So  simple  in  heart,  so  sublime  in  [he  rest  I 
With  all  which  Demoslhenss  wanted,  endued, 

And  his  rival  or  victor  m  all  he  poBsessM. 

Era  TatT-r  arose  in  the  zenith  of  Borne, 

Though  unequall'd,  preceded,  Iho  ia3k  was  begun — 
Bu:  Gbattah  sprung  up  Uke  a  god  from  the  tomb 

Of  ages,  the  ilrst,  last,  the  saviour,  the  One  I 
Whh  the  fiill  of  an  Orpheus  to  soften  the  brute ; 

With  the  fire  of  Prometheus  1q  kindle  mankind ; 
Even  Tyranny  listemng  sale  meked  or  mute, 

And  corruptioa  Rbrvuk  BcDrchM  lirom  the  glance  oi 

Sut  back  to  our  theme !  Bock  to  despots  aod  slaves ! 

Foaalsfijmish'dbjramme!  rejoicuigs  by  Pain! 
True  Freedom  but  ureiconies,  while  slavery  still  rawa, 

When  a  week's  Satumafia  hath  looBen'd  her  chain. 

Let  the  poor  squahd  splendour  <hy  wreck  can  afford 
(As  the  bankrupt's  profusion  his  ruin  would  hide) 

Gild  over  the  palace,  Lo  t  EniH,  thy  lord! 
IQss  Ips  foot  with  thy  blessings  denied ! 

Or  if  freedom  past  hope  be  extorted  at  last, 

If  the  Idol  of  Brass  Rnd  his  fbet  are  of  claj, 
Must  what  terror  or  policy  wring  forth  bo  olass'd 


"nil  now,  when  the  Isle  wluch  should  blu^  for  his  birih, 
Deep,  deep  as  the  go"  which  be  shed  on  her  soil, 
eems  proud  of  the  reptile  which  crawPd  from  her  earth, 

Without  one  angle  ray  of  her  genius,  without 
The  fancy,  the  manhood,  the  fire  of  ner  race- 
lie  miscreant  who  wed  mlgnt  p.unge  Erim  in  doubt 
If  ^^  ever  gave  Dirtn  jt  a  being  so  base. 
*  she  did — let  her  .ong-l>oa3lea  proverb  be  hush'd. 
Which  proclaims  that  from  Erin  no  reptile  can 


Each  bruti 


THgn,— 


Wm  thy  yard  of  blue  riband,  poor.FiNOiL,  recall 
The  fettefs  from  milhons  of  Catholic  hmbs  7 

Or,  has  it  not  bound  thee  the  fastest  of  ail 
The  slaves,  who  now  hail  their  belrayet  with  hymnaT 


Spread— spread,  for  VirEtnus,  the  royal  repas 

Till  the  gluttonous  despot  be  sluff'd  10  the  gor 
And  the  roar  of  his  drunkards  proclaim  him  al  h 

The    Fourth  of  the  fools    and    oppreasors    call'd 
"Gkoboe!" 
Let  the  talnes  be  baded  with  feasts  till  they  groan  I 

Till  they  grnan  Uko  thy  people,  through  ages  of  v/a 
IM  the  wine  How  around  the  old  Bacchanal's  throne 

Like  tbeu^  blood  which  has  flow'd,  and  which  yel  h; 


SliUw 


lU  flush'd, 


Shout,  drink,  feast,  and  Ratter  I    Oh  I  Exin,  how  low 

Wert  thou  sunk  by  misfortune  and  tyranny,  [ill 
Thy  welcome  ol  tyrants  hath  plunged  thee  below 
The  depth  of  thy  deep  in  a  deeper  gulf  stilL 
[y  voice,  though  bu<  iiumble,  was  raised  lor  thy  right. 
My  vote,  as  a  fi-eeman's,  still  voted  thee  free, 
This  hand,  though  but  feeble,  would  arm,  hi  thy  fight. 
And  this  heart,  though  outworn,  had  a  throb  still 
for  ttee  I 
Yes,  I  loved  thee  and  thme,  though  thou  art  not  my 
land. 

And  I  wept  with  the  world  o'er  the  patriot  band 
Who  are  gone,  but  1  weep  [hem  no  longer  as  once. 

For  happy  are  they  now  reposing  afar, — 
Thy  Gkattab,  thy  CuRRiN,  thy  Shehiiun,  all 

Who,  for  years,  were  the  chieK  ui  the  eloquent  war. 
And  redcem'd,  if  [hey  have  not  relarded,  thy  falL 

Tes,  happy  are  [hey  ui  their  coU  Englith  graves  [ 

Nor  [he  steps  of  enslavers  and  ohain-kissmg  slaves 
Be  slamp'd  in  the  turf  o'er  their  fetterless  day. 

Till  now  I  had  envied  thy  sons  and  th«r  shore. 
Though  their  virtues  were  hunted,  their  liberties  fled, 

There  was  something  so  warm  and  subbme  in  the  coro 
Of  an  Irishman's  heart,  that  I  envy— thy  dead. 


"Tis  the  glory  of  GniTTAB,  and  genius  of  Moon 
Sevl.  16£ft,  1821. 


THE  DREAM. 


Our  life  is  twolbld  t  sleep  hath  its 
A  boundary  between  the  things  mis 
Death  and  eiistenoe ;  sleep  hath  it 
And  a  wide  realm  of  wild  reality. 


They  leave  a  weight  upon  our  waking  ll 
They  take  a  weight  from  off  our  wakmf 
They  do  divide  our  bemg ;  they  becomt 
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And  look  lika  heralds  of  eleraitj : 
Tliey  pass  like  spirits  of  the  pisl,— the;  spesk 
Like  sibyls  of  the  future  i  they  have  power— 
The  lyrannj  of  pleasure  and  of  pain ; 


Is  not  the  past  all  shadow  1  What  are  they  1 
Creations  of  the  mind  ?— The  miod  can  make 
Substance,  and  people  planets  of  JTa  ovra 
With  beings  brighter  than  have  been,  and  ^ve 
A  breath  to  forms  which  can  initliie  all  flesh. 
I  would  recall  a  vision  which  1  dream'd 
Perchance  in  sleep— for  in  itself  a  thought, 
A  Blumboring  thought,  is  capable  of  years. 
And  curdles  a  long  life  into  one  hour. 


nding  upon  a  hill,  a  gentle  hill, 
een  and  of  mild  declivity,  the  last 
"t  wero  the  cape  of  a  long  ridge  o 
ie  thai  Ihero  was  no  sea  to  lave  iU 


Fair  as  herself— but  the  boy  gaied  on  her ; 
And  ixilh  were  young,  and  one  was  beautiful ; 
And  both  were  young,  yet  not  alike  in  youth. 
As  the  sweet  moon  on  the  horizon's  verge, 
The  maid  vras  on  the  eve  of  womanhood ; 

Had  far  outgrovra  his  years,  and  to  his  eye 
There  was  but  one  beloved  face  on  earth. 

Upon  it  till  it  could  not  pass  away ; 
He  had  no  breath,  no  being,  but  m  het's ; 
She  was  his  voioe ;  he  did  not  speak  to  her, 
But  trembled  (hi  her  words ;  she  was  his  sight. 
For  his  eye  foUoVd  hers,  and  saw  with  hers. 

To  live  within  himself,-  she  was  his  life, 
The  ocean  to  the  river  of  his  thoughts. 
Which  termmated  all ;  i 


isblooi 


I  ebb  at 


And  his  cheek  change  tempestuoui 
Unlinowing  of  its  cause  of  agony. 
But  she  in  these  fond  feelings  had  no  share : 


Her  infant  friendshi 

had  bestow'd  on  hin 

Herself  the  solitary 

scion  left 

Of  a  lime-honour'i 

Which  pleased  him 

rimo  taught  hhn  a 

Another;  even  not 

And  on  the  eummiC 

of  that  hill  she  stood 

Looking  afar  if  yel 

ler  lover's  stOed 

Kept  pace  with  her 

ejpeotanc)',  and  flew 

ould  not  guess  of;  then  ho  1< 


1  re-enter'd  there  j 
I  smihng  then,  and  yet 
jy  hira  beloved, — she  hue' 
nich  knowledge,  that  his  I 


He  rose,  and  witi 
.blet  of  unutt 


able  thoughts 


He  drapp'd  the  hand  he  held,  and  with 
Retired,  but  not  as  Indding  her  adieu, 
For  they  did  part  with  mutual  smiles  ; 
"^rom  out  the  massy  gaio  of  that  old  he 
Lud  moundng  on  his  steed  he  went  ids 
LUd  ne'er  tepass'd  that  hoary  threshold 

IV. 

k  change  came  o'er  the  spirit  of  my  dr 
""he  boy  was  sprung  to  manhood  t  in  tl 


Offie 

y  climes  h 

made  himself 

home. 

;  their  sunbeam 

Wilh 

Hinis 

if  like  wha 

he  had  been; 

on  the  sea 

Ando 

n  the  shore 

IB  was  a  wane 

Crowded  hkewa 

Apart  of  all;  and  m  the  last  he 

Repof 

ngfromth 

noontide  suHru 

'damtmgf 

lUen  columns,  u' 

the  shad 

Of  ru 


walbth 


t  had  so 


»llher 


iho  rear'd  th 
id  camels  grazing,  and  some  goodly  steeds 
ra  Kisten'd  near  a  fountain ;  and  a  man 
Clad  in  a  flowing  garb  did  watch  the  while. 
While  many  of  his  tribe  slumber-d  around : 
And  they  vrere  canopied  by  the  blue  sky. 
So  cloudless,  clear,  and  purely  beatrtiful. 
That  God  alone  was  to  he  seen  in  heaven, 
V. 


She  dwelt,  be^rt  with  growing  infancy, 
Daughtets  and  sons  of  beauty, — but  behold ' 
Upon  her  face  Hierc  was  the  tint  of  grief. 
The  Bellied  shadow  of  an  inwerd  strife. 
And  an  unquiet  droopmg  of  the  eye, 
.\s  if  its  Ud  were  charged  with  unshod  leua. 
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What  couid  her  grief  be  t—she  had  all  she  la 

To  irouble  with  bad  hopes,  or  evil  wish, 

What  oogld  her  grief  be  ?— she  had  loved  hini 
Nor  ^ven  hini  cause  to  deem  hinisalT  beloved 
Not  could  l^e  be  a  part  of  that  which  prey'd 
Upon  her  mind — a  specire  of  the  past. 


A  change  ca 
Thew  ■ 
Before 


^niJen 


VI. 

..piritofmydr 


I  was  Tair,  but  was  not  that  which  made 
The  Etar-light  of  bis  boyhood ;— as  he  stood 
Even  at  the  altar,  o'er  bis  brow  there  came 
The  self-same  sapect,  and  the  quivering  shook 
Thai  in  the  antique  oratory  shool 


His  bosom  in  its  solitude 
As  in  that  hour— a  tnome 
The  tablet  of  unutterable 
Was  traced,— and  then  it 
1  calm  and  qi 


and  then 


er  his  iaci 


Tiie 


ws,  but 


i  he  could  see 
Not  Ibat  which  was,  ncr  that  which  should  have  be 

The  day,  Ihe  hour,  the  sunshine  and  the  shade. 
Ail  things  pertabiing  to  that  place  and  hour, 
sliny  cai 


VII. 

A  change  came  o^cr  the  spirit  of  my  dream. 
The  lady  of  his  love ;— oh !  she  was  changed 
As  by  the  sidiness  of  the  soul ;  her  mind 
Had  wonder'd  from  Its  dwelling,  and  her  eyes. 
They  had  not  their  own  lustre,  but  the  look 
Which  is  not  of  the  earth;  she  was  become 
The  queen  of  a  fantastic  realm  ;  her  Iboughts 
""  ■  ■     -■  ;ig  gf  Jigpinted  things  J 


Andibi 


palpabi 


Have  a  Eu-  deeper  madness,  and  the  glance 
or  melanch<riy  is  a  fearful  gifl ;    ' 
What  is  it  but  the  telescope  of  irulh  T 
Which  strips  Iho  distance  of  its  phantasies. 


Making  th 


!old  reality  to 


Like  to  the  Pontle  monarch  of  old  days, 
He  led  on  poisons,  and  they  had  no  powe 
Rul  were  a  kind  of  nutriment ;  he  lived 
ThroDiili  Ihal  which  had  been  death  to  m: 


He  held  his  dialogues]  and  they  did  teach 
""   bim  the  magic  of  their  mysteries ; 

hun  the  book  of  night  was  open'd  wide, 
d  voices  from  the  deep  abyss  revealed 


Mydr 


>f  thei 


IX. 


further 


Of  these 

Almost  hke  a  reality-lheo 

Toendii 

j^sery 

ODE. 

OHVen 

e!  Venice!  whe 

hie  v-alls 

Arele 

there  s 

A  cry  of 

nations  o'er  thy  sunken  ha 

s. 

Alou< 

lament  along  the 

If  I,  a 

rthee. 

Whatsh 

uld  thy  eons  do? 

ley  only  murmur 

St  with  their  fethe 

3-03  th 

The  dull 

green  ooze  of  the 

Is  with  the  dashing  of  the 

efoan,. 

That  drives  (he  sailor  ship 

Arelbey 

o  those  that  wer 

;  and  ll 

Crouchin 

gandcrab-lilicth 

rough  th 

jr  sapping 

Of  cli 


irfulcr 


needs 

md  voluptuous  flood 
battling  wiUi  the  blood, 
than  the  gloomy  errors. 
The  weeds  of  nations  in  Ibeir  last  decay, 

ralks  forth  with  her  unsoiien'J  lerroi; 

nothing  but  s  false  delay. 
The  sick  man's  lightning  half  an  hour  ore  death. 
When  faintness,  the  last  mortal  birth  of  pain, 
And  apathy  of  limb,  Ihe  dull  beginning 
Of  the  cold  staggering  race  which  dcatli  is  winnir 
Steals  vein  by  vein  and  pulse  by  pulse  away ; 
Yet  so  rebeving  Ibe  o'ertorlured  clay. 
To  him  spears  renewal  of  his  breath, 

om  the  mere  numbness  of  his  eham  ;- 

he  talks  of  bfe,  ai 


He  feel: 


-albeit  n 


seek; 
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nrfrf 

Khnd 

nivcatc 

les, 

U  and  glo 

eciiok 

3  the 

..r=.,:k. 

--itiildie 

BUS 

Were  of  Ihc  softsr  order—bom  of  lo 
!  drank  no  hlood,  norfklon'd  on  1 
But  gUdden'd  where  hu  harnilese  ct 
For  these  restored  thfi  cross,  thai  froi 
Hdiow'd  her  sh. 


Then 


Of  many  thoui 
'Fha  flow  and  ebb  oC  each  recurring  age. 
The  everiaalmg  is  be  wh^ch  hnlh  been. 
Hath  laught  ub  naught  or  little :  still  we  lean 

For  'tia  our  nature  stnliea  ua  down:  the  beastB 
Slaughter'd  in  hourly  hecalonibs  for  feasts 
Are  of  aE  high  an  order — they  mttsL  go 
Evenwhere  their  driver  goadslheni.thoughlo  slaughter. 
Ye  men,  who  pour  jour  blood  for  kings  as  water. 


What 


lygivei 


A  heriiage  of  st 
A  blindfold  bondage  where  your  hire  is  blows. 
WhM  ?  do  not  yet  the  red-hot  ploughshares  bum 
O'er  which  you  stumble  in  a  false  ordeal, 
And  iteeru  Ihis  t^roof  of  loyalty  the  reai ; 
Kis^g  the  hand  that  guides  you  to  your  scars, 
And  glorying  as  you  tread  the  glowing  bars  ? 
AU  that  your  sires  have  left  you,  all  that  lime 
Bequeaths  of  free,  txiA  biatory  of  sublime, 
Springlromadlfferant  Ihente!— Ye  see  and  reac 
Admire  and  sigh,  ood  then  succumb  and  bleed! 


lefew 


id  thirst 


swallow 


Gushing  from  G^edom's  [buntains — when  the  crowd, 
Madden'd  with  centunea  of  drought,  are  loud. 
And  trample  on  each  other  to  obtaui 
The  cup  which  brb:iga  oblivion  of  a  chain 
Heavy  and  sore, — in  which  long  yoked  Ihey  plough'd 
The  sand, — or  if  Ihere  sprung  the  yellow  gram 
'T  was  not  lor  them,  Ihar  necks  were  too  much  bow'd 
And  t>i«r  dead  palates  chew'd  the  cud  of  pam  :— 
Yes  I  Iho  few  spirits— who,  despite  of  deeds 
Which  Ihey  abhor,  confound  not  with  the  cause 
Those  momentary  starts  from  Nature's  laws. 
Which,  like  Ihe  pestilence  and  earthquake,  smite 
Bill  for  a  term,  then  pass,  and  leave  the  earth 
With  all  her  seasons  io  repair  the  bUght 
With  a  few  aummors,  and  again  put  forth 
Cities  and  generaliona— fair,  when  free- 
Par,  tyranny,  there  blooms  no  hud  lor  Ihee  I 

in. 

Glory  and  empire!  wice  upon  these  towers 


Although  they  humbled- with  the  Idngly  few 
The  many  fdt,  lor  (rom  all  days  and  cbmes 
Sliowa*  the  TOJoger'i  worship; — even  her  ( 


:arlh  : 


id  Ihe  I 


ndled,  earth  may  thai. 
:  dty  It  has  clothed  in  chains,  whicn  clank 
!,  creaking  in  the  ears  of  those  who  owe 
)  name  of  freedom  to  her  glorious  struggles ; 

she  but  shares  with  them  a  common  woe,     , 
I  caJIM  the  **  kingdom  *'  of  a  conquermg  foe,- 

knows  what  all— and;  most  of  all,  me  know— 
b  what  set  ^Ided  terms  a  tyrant  juggles  E 

rv. 

:  name  of  commonwealth  is  past  and  gone 
I'er  the  three  fracSona  of  the  groaning  globe ; 

,  sceptre,  and  endures  the  purple  robe ; 
If  the  free  Swttzer  yet  bestrides  alone 

For  granny  of  late  is  cunning  grown, 

The  sparkles  of  our  ashes.    One  great  clime. 
Whose  vigorous  offspring  by  dividing  ocean 

Of  iieedom,  whieb  th«r  fathers  fought  for,  ana 

-   lueath'd— a  heritage  of  heart  and  hand, 

1  proud  distinction  fiom  each  other  land. 

Full  of  the  magic  of  exploded  science— 
Still  one  great  dime,  m  full  and  free  deflance, 
Yet  rears  her  crest,  unconquer'd  and  sublime. 
Above  the  far  Allanlicl— She  has  taught 
Her  Esau-brethren  that  the  haughty  flag. 
The  floating  fence  of  AMon's  feebler  crag, 
May  strike  to  those  whose  red  right  hands  have  bi 
"■  ■      cheaply  eam'd  with  blood.  Still,  sUll,  for  . 

,  though  each  man's  life-blood  were  a  river 
That  it  should  flow,  and  overflow,  than  creep 

„    thousand  laiy  channels  in  our  veins, 

nd  movuig,  as  a  sick  man  in  his  sleep, 
hree  paces,  and  then  faltering:- better  be 
'here  the  estinguish'd  Spartans  still  are  free, 
.  their  proud  charnel  of  Thermopylfe, 
Than  stagnate  m  our  marsh, — or  o'er  the  de^ 
Fly,  and  one  curr-jit  lo  the  ocean  add. 


f  AN  ALBUM. 


SeplemhtT  14lA,  Ie09. 
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ROMANCE  MUY  DOLOROSO 

A  VERY  MOURNFUL  BALLAD 

»" 

STEGE  AMD  CONft^ST  OF  ALHAMA, 

SJTEO  V  TOMA  DB  ALHAMA, 
EI.  CUAL  DECIA  EN  ARABIGO  ASI. 

fVlack,  in  Ike  ArdAe  language,  a  to  Ou  fotlomns 

[Thfl  *tfM  of^e  oriKinal  ballad  (which  existed  boll,  in 
Spanish  and  Arabic)  »a<  auci,  that  It  was  Rxbiildaa  10  he 
sung  by  the  MooiB,  00  pain  of  dsiih,  within  Gmnodi.J 

Por  la  dudad  de  Granada, 
Desde  la  puerta  dc  Elvira 
Hasta  la  de  Blvarambla. 

Ay  de  mi,  Alhama! 

The  Moorish  king  ridea  up  and  down 
Through  Granada's  royal  lown ; 
From  Elvira's  gales  to  Ihoae 

Woe  ia  me,  Aihamal 

Cartas  le  fueron  venidas 
Qua  Alhama  era  ganada. 
Las  cartas  echfi  en  el  fuego, 
Yalme«,ageromatara.' 

Ay  de  mi,  aihamal 

Letters  to  the  monarch  lell 
Ho»Alha™a'seityrel!; 
In  the  fire  the  aeroll  he  threw. 
And  liie  mesaenger  he  slew. 

Woe  is  me,  Alhama  '. 

Descavalga  de  una  mula,. 
yenniicaballocavalga. 
Por  fl  Zaeatin  arriba 
Subido  ae  babia  al  Albambra. 
Ay  do  mi,  Aihamal 

He  quits  his  mule,  and  mounts  hia  horse. 
And  through  the  street  directs  his  course ; 
Through  the  street  of  Zacalin 
To  the  Alhamhra  spurring  in. 

Woe  is  me,  Alhama! 

Como  en  el  Alhambra  estuvo, 
Al  mismo  punto  mandaba 
Que  se  toquen  laa  trompetaa 
Con  anafilesde  Plata. 

Ay  de  mi,  Alhama! 

When  the  Alhamhra  walla  he  gain'd, 
On  the  moment  he  ordain'd 
That  the  trumpet  straight  should  sound 
With  the  aiiirer  clarion  round. 

Woe  is  me,  Alhama! 

Y  qne  Etamborea  de  guerra 

Por  que  !o  origan  sua  Moras, 

Loa  de  la  Vega  y  Granada. 

Ay  de  mi,  Alhama! 

And  when  (he  hollow  drums  of  wai 
Beat  the  loud  alarm  afar. 
That  the  Moors  of  town  and  plain 
Might  answer  to  the  martial  strain,- 
-     Woe  ia  me,  Alhama ! 

Los  Moras  que  el  son  oyeron, 

[Jno  *  uno,  y  dos  S  dos, 
L^n  gran  eacuadron  fbrmaban. 
Ay  de  ml,  Alhama! 

Then  the  Moors,  by  this  aware 
That  bloody  Mars  reeall'd  them  there, 
One  by  one,  and  two  by  two. 
To  a  mighty  squadron  grew. 

Woe  ia  me,  Alhama ! 

AllihablAuoMoroviejo; 

"  ;  Para  qu^  nos  llamas,  Rey  T 

J  Para  qu^eaesta  Uamada?" 

Ay  de  mi,  Alhama! 

Out  then  apake  an  aged  Moor 
In  these  words  the  king  before, 
"  Wherefore  call  on  ua,  oh  king? 
Whal  may  mean  this  gatJiermg;" 
Woe  is  me,  Alhama! 

"Habeisdeaaber,amigD3, 
Unanuevadesdiehada: 
Que  crislianos,  con  braveia, 
Ya  nos  han  Wmado  Alhama." 
Avde  mi,  Alhama! 

"Friends!  ye  have,  alas!  to  know 

That  the  Christians,  stem  and  bold, 
Have  obtain'dAlbama's  hold." 

Woo  ia  me,  Alhama! 

AffinabWunv^^joAiraquf, 
De  barba  creeida  y  cana  :— 
-Dien  se  is  emplea,  buen  Rey; 
Buen  Rey,  bien  ae  te  empleaba. 
Ay  de  mi,  Alhama! 

Out  then  apake  old  Alfaqui, 
With  his  beard  so  while  to  see, 
"Good  king,  thou  art  jiially  served. 
Good  king,  this  Ibou  has:  deserved. 
Woe  is  me,  Alhama! 

*■  MalasLe  iss  Beneertagea, 
Que  p-an  la  -  >•  ne  Granada; 

Av  do  mi.  Alhama 

"  By  thee  were  slain,  in  evil  hour, 
The  Abeneerrage,  Granada's  flower ; 
And  strangers  were  received  by  thee 
Of  Cordova  the  cliiTalry. 

Woe  ia  me,  Alhama! 
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Woe 

hme 

Alhama 

nmn 

tihe 

old  Moot 

3wni 

.h  began  to  ria 

of  laws. 

Woe 

Alliama 

UUnchando  de  cAlera. 

A;  ie  mi,  Alhama '. 

Vloro  AITaqvu,  Mora  AUaqut, 
CI  de  la  veUida  barbs, 
i^l  R«y  to  manda  prender. 


Moor  Alfaqui !  Moo 
Though  thy  beard  so 
The  king  hatli  sent  l- 
For  Alhama's  loas  di 


Tliat  Aia  for  thee  should  be  the  1 

And  others  liemble  when  thej  sa 

Woe  -a  me,  Aljlam 

"Cavalier!  nnd  man  of  worth ! 
Let  these  words  of  mine  go  Ibnli 


De  aherse  Alhama  pert 
Que  si  el  Rej  perdifi  si 


"  But  on  my  seul  Alhajna  w^ghs. 
And  on  mj  inmost  spirit  preys ; 
And  if  the  king  his  land  hath  lost. 


Ay  de  mi,  Alham 
Perdl  una  hija  doncella 


mi,  Alhama ! 
hacen  Alfaqui, 


"  [  lost  a  damsel  in  that  hour. 

Of  all  the  land  the  loveliest  Bower , 

Doubloons  a  hundred  1  would  pay, 

Woe  is  me,  Alhama! 

And  as  these  ^ings  the  old  Moor  sa 


id  to  the  Alhambra^s  wa 
'  nas  carried,  as  the  king 
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Lloran  tan  grande  p^rdida, 
Llaruban  todas  las  dsmaa 
CiiBntas  en  Granada  hgbb. 


SONETTO  DI  VtTTORELLL 
PER  MONACA. 


U  una  e  I'  allta  Toggendo,  ambo  ch 
mia  fii  lo^ta  da  velgce  morte 

s,  FranoeBcD,  in  sugcUate  port 


la  pngiop 


ai  ds  la  gelosa 


p  ever  ycl  was  said  or  si 


1  hy  oharma  niighl  ra 


larurbUs  Hich  (hii 
buie  eyes  and  tingi 
IS  a  world  for  thee, 


And  men  and  infaJits  then 
Tbeir  loss,  so  heavj'  and  s 
Granada's  ladies,  all  she  i 


TRANSLATION  FROM  VITTORELIX 
ON  A  NUN. 


at  from  out  the  jealous  door. 


And  lightnings,  as  thoy  play^ 
But  show  where  rocks  our  path  have  i 
Or  gild  the  torrent's  spraj. 

Is  jon  a  coH  saw,  though  low  7 
When  lightning  broke  the  gloom — 

'T  is  hut  a  Turkish  tomb. 
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Oh !  who  in  such  a  night  will  daro 

To  tempt  the  wildb-neaa  7 
And  who  'mid  UHindor-penls  can  hear 

To  Irjlhe  dubious  road? 

That  outlaws  were  abtoad. 
Clouds  burst,  skies  flash,  oh,  dreadful  hour  I 

More  fierce! J  pouts  the  slorm! 
Fet  here  one  thought  has  still  the  power 

To  h«ep  my  bosom  warm. 
While  wBDdering  through  eaeh  broken  path. 

O'er  brake  and  craggy  brow ; 
While  dements  eihaust  their  wrath. 

Sweet  Florence,  where  ^t  thou  ? 
a,  not  on  the  sea,— 


Thy  bark  halli  lo 


Full  swifiLj  blew  the  swiH  Siroo 
When  last  I  prcss'd  thy  lip ; 

VmpelL^d  thy  gallant  ship,   . 
Now  thou  art  sale ;  nay,  long  ei 
'T  were  hard  if  aught  so  fair  as 


Which  mirth  and  music  sped  { 
Do  thou  amidst  the  fair  white  walls. 
If  Cadiz  yet  be  free. 


._.'  latticed  halls 
fk-blue  sea ; 


Then  think  upon  Calypso's  iales, 

EndaarM  by  days  gone  by ; 
To  othera  gif  e  a  thousand  smiles, 

To  me  a  single  sigh. 
And  when  the  admiring  circle  muk 

The  paleness  of  thy  fa-e. 
A  half-form'd  (ear,  a  Iran 

Uf  melancholy  grace. 


Again  thou  It  smile,  and  blushing  : 

Nor  own  for  once  thou  thougbt'st  o 
Who  eier  thinks  on  Ihee. 

Though  smile  and  sigh  alike  are  ts 
When  sever'd  hearts  repine  ; 

And  mourns  in  search  of  thine. 


Oh  Lady  T  when  I  left  the  shore. 
The  distant  shme  which  gave  me 


Where  panting  nature  droops  the  head, 
Where  only  thou  art  seen  lo  amilo, 

I  view  my  parting  hour  with  dread- 
Though  far  from  Albin's  craggy  shore. 

Divided  by  the  dark-blue  main ; 
A  few,  brief,  rolling  seasons  o'er, 

Perehaoce  I  new  her  cUffs  again : 
But  wheresoe'er  1  now  may  roam, 

Thrbugh  scorching  clime  and  varied  sea. 
Though  Ume  restore  me  to  my  home, 

I  ne'er  shall  bend  mme  eyes  on  thee  r 

All  charms  which  heedless  hearts  can  mo 
Whom 


!  forgive  the  word — 


Believe  me,  what  I  am,  thy  friend. 
And  who  so  cold  as  look  on  thee, 

-Thou  lovdy  wanderer,  and  be  less  ? 
Nor  be,  what  man  should  ever  be, 

The  friend  of  beauty  m  distress  7 
Ah !  who  would  think  that  form  had  past 

Through  dangei' 
Had  bj       ■  ■'      ■ 


1  death-wUig-d  te 


'scaped  a  tyrant's  fii 
Lady  I  when  I  shall  view  the  wans 

Where  free  Byiantium  once  arose ; 
And  Slamboul's  oriental  halls 

The  Turkish  tyrants  now  endosB) 
Though  mightiest  in  the  lists  of  feme 

That  glorious  city  still  shaU  be; 
On  mo  >t  will  hold  a  dearer  clum 

As  spot  of  thy  nativity: 

d  though  I  bid  thee  ni 


ith7 


When  I  heboid 


WRITTEN  AT  ATHENS, 
jAHUiar  IS,lsm. 
The  spell  is  broke,  the  charm  is  flown  I 


WRITTEN  BENEATH  A  PICTLTRE. 
Dear  object  of  defeated  care!  , 
Though  now  of  love  and  thee  bereft, 
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'"BITTEN  AFTER  SWIMMING  PROM  SESTOI 
TO  ABYDOS,'  MAY  9,  1810. 
If,  in  the  month  of  dark  December, 

Lcander,  who  was  nigbllj  wont 
(Wliat  IDiud  nill  not  the  t^e  remember  7} 

To  cross  tby  etream,  broad  Hellespooli 
S£,  whon  the  wintiy  tcmpeBt  roar'd. 

He  Rped  to  Hero,  nothiog  loth. 
And  thus  of  old  thy  current  pour'd. 

Fair  Venus!  how  I  pily  both ! 

Thoiigh  m  the  genial  monlh  of  May, 
My  dripping  limbs  I  faintly  stretch. 

And  think  I  've  done  a  feat  h>-day. 
But  Eioce  be  cross'd  the  rapid  tide. 

According  to  the  douhtful  story. 
To  woo, — and — Lord  knows  what  beside. 

And  swam  for  love,  as  I  for  glory ; 

Sad  mortala !  thus  the  gods  still  plague  you ! 
Tor  he  was  drown'd,  and  I'le  the  ague. 


ATHENS,  1810. 

I,  ^ve  me  back  iny  heart  [ 

now,  and  take  the  rest' 
I  vow  before  I  go, 


cdaoe]l».  Lieutenant  Ekediea' 
1  of  UiBB  rhjmea  iHam  ftnm  i! 


hBtlfiUftpoBr^thi 
leladJH.   Forfe. 

nwant.  "M,  lil 


it  I  shall  stTiDDt  tbe 


By  those  tresses  unconfined. 

By  those  lids  whose  jetty  fringe 
Kiss  thy  soft  checks'  blooming  ti 
By  those  wild  eyes  like  the  roc, 


Though  I  fly  to  Istamliol,= 
Canlccaselolovethce?   Nol 

TRANSLATION  OF  THE  FAMOUS  GREEK 
WAR- SONG, 


Then  manfully  despising 

The  Turkish  tyrant's  yolte. 
Let  your  country  see  you  rising. 
And  all  her  chains  are  broke- 
Brave  shades  of  chiefs  and  sages, 

Behold  the  coming  strife! 
Hellenes  of  past  ages. 


Oh,s 


tagam 


>lire< 


ound  of  my  trumpet,  breakuig 
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TRANSLATION  OF  THE  ROMAIC  SONG, 
'Upalotarn  XartSitj^^  ttc. 


rinleiiir  IS 


I  ENTER  Ihy  garden  of  roses, 
Bdoved  and  fkir  BsiAie, 

Each  momiDg  when  Flora  reji 
For  Eurel;  I  see  Eier  in  Ihee. 

Oh,  lovely!  thus  low  I  implori 
-        re  IhiB  fond  tr   '   " 


Which 


Yet  trembles  for  whal  il  has 

As  rhe  braoch,  at  the  bidding  c 

Adds  fragrance 


■ough  her  every  feature, 
ie  young  Haidee. 


IS  abandoned 


When 
Bring  me  hemlock— since  mine  is  ungrateful. 

That  herb  is  more  Iragrant  than  flowers. 
The  poison,  when  pour'd  from  the  chalice. 

Will  deeply  embitter  the  bowl  i 
But  when  drunk  to  escape  fton 

The  draught  shall  hi 


m  tliy  malice. 


Myh< 


mlhesi 


tJntainled  be 
Thy  parting  ^i 


Lch  fondly  be 


Nor  need  I  wri;i— to  tell  the  tale 
My  pen  were  doubly  weak : 

Oh !  what  can  idle  words  aval, 
Unless  the  heart  could  speak? 


And  silent  ache  for  thee. 


TO  THTfl^A. 


To  bid  us  meet— no— ne'er  again ! 
Could  Ihia  have  been-aword,  a  took. 

That  softly  sakl,  "  We  part  in  peace,'' 
Had  taught  my  bosom  how  to  brook. 

With  fuiUer  sighs,  thy  soul's  release. 
And  didst  Uiou  not,  since  death  for  thee 

Prepared  a  light  and  pangless  dart, 
Once  long  for  him  Ihou  ne'er  shall  see, 

Who  held,  and  holds  thee  in  his  hearlT 
Oh !  who  like  him  had  watch'd  ihee  hers  7 

Or  sadly  mark'd  thy  glazing  eye. 
In  that  dread  hour  ere  death  appear. 

When  silent  sorrow  fears  to  sigh, 
TiU  all  was  past  ?  But  when  no  more 

T  was  thine  to  reck  of  human  woe, 
Affection's  heart-drops,  gushing  o'er, 

Had  flow'd  as  fast— as  now  they  flow 
Shall  they  nol  flow,  when  many  a  day 

Ere  caU'd  but  for'a  time  away, 


Thes 


leelsem: 


The  whisper'd  thought  of  hearts  allied. 

The  pressure  of  the  thrilling  hand ; 
The  kiss  so  guiltless  and  refined, 

That  lore  each  warmer  wish  forbore  - 
Those  eyes  proclaim'd  so  ptu'e  a  nimd. 

Even  passion  biush'd  to  olead  for  looti 
The  tone,  that  taught  me  to  rejoice, 

When  prone,  u  ■"      ' 


The  song  ce 
But  sweel 


>  thy  ve 
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The  pledge  we  wore— I  wear  [t  sUU, 

Then  bring  me  wine,  the  banquet  brin 

But  where  is  thine?— ah,  where  art  Ihou ? 

Mm  was  not  form'd  lo  live  alone : 

Ofl  haTB  I  borae  the  weight  of  iU, 

But  never  bent  beneath  till  now  1 

That  smiles  with  aU  and  weeps  vnA 

Well  haal  thou  left  in  Ufe's  best  bloom 

It  was  not  thus  in  days  more  dear. 

The  cup  of  woe  Tor  me  to  (fram. 

It  never  would  have  been,  but  thou 

If  rest  alone  be  in  the  tomb, 

Hast  fled,  and  left  me  lonely  here ; 

I  would  not  wish  thee  here  again ; 

Thou  'rl  nolhuig,  all  are  nothing  now 

But  if  in  worlds  mote  blest  Ihan  this 

Thy  virtues  seek  a  fitter  sphere, 

In  vain  my  lyre  would  lighlly  breathe  1 

Impart  some  portion  of  thy  bliss, 

The  smile  that  sorrow  fun  waulil  w 

To  wean  me  fram  mine  anguish  here. 

But  mocks  the  woe  that  lurks  beneath 

Teach  me— too  early  taught  by  thee  1 

Like  roses  o'er  a  sepulchre. 

To  bear,  forgiving  and  forgiven : 

On  earth  thy  love  was  such  to  mo. 

Dispel  a  while  the  sense  of  ill ; 

It  lain  would  form  my  hope  in  heaven ! 

Though  pleasure  fires  the  maddening  s 

The  heart— the  heart  b  lonely  still  1 

Imu 

nk,Iniayn 

On 

what  I 

m, on  wha 

I  was. 

The 

oicB  that  made  thoi 

e  sounds  more  s 

Ii 

ind  all  their 

charms  are  fled 

And 

owthe 

J  softest  no 

A 

anihemo' 

f the  dead! 

yes. 

rhyna 

ireatlie  of  thee. 

B.- 

oveddu 

And 

nee  was  harmony 

Is 

ivorse  (h 

an  discord 

10  my  heart! 

Tis 

silent  all 

!~but  on 

'11 

choesthriUi 

Ihea 

avoiu 

I  would  n 

Ihear, 

:  now  might  weH  be  still ; 

FetoHmyd 

lubting  sou 

•twill  shake: 

in  slim; 

■nil 

msdou^ 

To 

listen, 

hough  the 

Rwe 

T 

ouarti 

utnowalo 

A  SIS 

Tthattr 

mhled  o'e 

the  deep, 

TO  THYRZA. 
ONf.  Struggle  more,  and  I  am  free 
From  pangs  that  rend  my  heart  in 

Tl.en  back  lo  busy  life  agun. 

With  things  thai  never  pleased  bej 
niongh  every  joy  is  fled  below, 
nhat  Giture  grief  can  touch  me  n 


On  many  a  lone  and  lovely  night 
It  soothed  lo  gaie  upon  the  sky ; 

For  then  I  dcom'd  the  heavenly  light 
Shone  sweetly  on  thy  pensive  eye ; 

Aod  oft  I  thought  at  Cynthia's  noon. 
When  sailmg  o'er  the  ^gean  wave, 

"  Now  Tbyrsa  gazes  on  that  moon—" 

When  stietch'd  on  fever's  sleepless  bed, 

And  aclmess  shrunk  my  throbbing  ve 
» 'T  is  comfort  sliU,"  I  faJnlly  said, 

"  ITiat  Thyna  cannot  know  my  pain! 
Like  freedom  lo  the  time-worn  slave, 

A  boon  'l  is  idle  then  to  give, 
Relenting  Nature  vainly  gave 

My  life  when  Thyria  ceased  to  live ! 

My  Tliyria's  pledge  in  better  days. 


EUTHANASIA. 


No  band  of  friends  or  heirs  be  then 
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Withn 

I  would  n 

Nor  sta 

oflicio. 
de  frier 

ne  hour  of  mirth, 
dihip  with  a  fear. 

V«l  Love,  if  Love  in  such  an  hour 
Could  nobly  check  its  useless  sighs. 

Might  then  cifrt  ita  latest  pover 
In  het  who  lives  and  him  who  dies. 

'Tweres 
Thyfe 

Forgetful 
EvenP 

«-eet,  my  Psyche,  to  the  last 
tures  still  serene  to  see: 
of  its  struggles  past, 
ain  itself  should  smUe  on  the 

Will  sh 

And  worn 

Deceiv 

ink,  »s 
inUfe 

-for  Beauty  Sim 
shrinks  the  ebbing  b 
s,  produced  al  will, 
unman  in  death. 

Then  lonelv  be  m 
Without  regret 

And  paiB  been 

wiihoutag^oanl 
ith  hath  ceased  to  lo 

"  Ay,  hu 

to  die. 

nd  go,"  alas ! 

STANZAS. 


I  win  not  ask  where  thou 
Nor  gaie  upon  the  spot 

So!  behold  them  not: 
It  is  enough  for  me  lo  pro' 
That  what  1  loved,  and  lo 


Like  cc 


1  needs  no  s 
'T  is  nothing  that  I  loved  so  weJ. 
Yet  did  I  love  thee  to  the  last 

As  fervently  as  thou. 
Who  didst  not  change  through  all  tha  past, 


Andes 
The  love  where  death  hs 

Not  fa.lsehood  disavou 


seal, 


The  flower  in  lipen'd  bloom  unmalch' 
Must  fall  the  earliest  prey ; 

Though  by  no  hand  untimely  snatch'it 
The  leives  must  drop  away : 

And  yet  it  were  a  greater  grief 

To  watnh  it  withering,- leaf  by  leaf, 
Than  see  it  pliick'd  to-day; 

Snce  earthly  eye  but  ill  can  bear 


To  see  thy  beauties  fade ; 
The  night  that  follon'd  such  a 

Had  worn  a  deeper  shade : 
Thy  day  without  a  cloud  hatli 
Aod  thou  wert  lovely  to  the  las 

EitinguishM,  not  decay'd ; 

Shine  brightest  as  they  fall  froi 
3e  I  wept,  if  I  could  weep. 


Myte 


might  weU  h< 


One  vigil  o'er  thy  bed  ; 
To  gaze,  how  fondly !  on  thy  face, 
To  fold  thee  in  a  faint  embrace. 

Uphold  thy  drooping  head ; 


NfK-  thou  nc 


in  feel 


Though  thou  hast  left  m 


St  things  that  still  rema 


The  semblance  of  thy  gsnflo  shade  ■ 
And  now  that  sad  and  silent  hour 
Thus  much  of  Ihee  can  ^1!  festot-r. 

The  ptunt  she  dare  not  speak  iieioin. 

Oh,  Dlrdon  that  in  crowds  awhile. 
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would  then  renmin  behk 
lour  tlune  abandon'd  urn 


Unmourn'd  ehall  quU  Uiis  mort; 

Where  nona  regarded  him,  b 
And,  oh  1  I  feel  io  that  was  giv 

A  hLeanng  never  meant  for  n 


Fnr  earthly  love 
M„Tch  lilh,  isia. 


Thai  Ihou  shouldst  Ihus  be  rent  in  I" 
Have  years  of  oara  for  thine  and  ihoe 
Alike  been  all  employ'd  in  vain  1 


And  every  fragment . 
A  filter  emblem  of  Ai 


TO  A  YOUTHFUL  FRIEND. 

Wer*  I5rmesl  friends,  at  least  in  name. 
And  childhood's  gay  BincHily 
Preserved  our  feelings  long  the  eame. 

But  now,  like  me,  too  well  ihou  know'st 
What  trifles  oft  the  heart  recall ; 

And  those  who  once  have  loved  the  most 
Too  Boon  forget  iJvey  lovsd  at  aJL 

And  such  the  ehanga  the  heart  displays, 

A  mouth's  brief  lapse,  perhaps  a  day's, 
Will  view  thy  mmd  estranged  agam. 


It  boots  not  that,  together  bred, 
My  spring  of  life  has  quickly  fled ; 


We  leu^  at  length  our  faults  to  blend, 
And  those,  and  those  alone,  may  claim 
The  prostituted  name  of  &iend. 

Such  is  the  common  lot  of  inan  : 
Can  we  then  'scape  ftoni  foLj  free? 

Nor  be  what  all  in  turn  must  he  7 


never  fhlly  calls 
tWA  first  in  royal  I 


low  mou  'n  nightly  se 
insect  Io  Iho  Huttcrini 
ill  ihy  trifling  heart  Is 


I  dost  thou  glide  from  fa 
SB  along  the  gay  paneri 
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Bui  say,  what  nymph  will  pre 
Which  aeema,  aa  inarehy  v. 

To  Bit  along  from  daniB  U>  da 
An  ienis-famus  Kleam  of  lo 


Wh. 


ill  debas. 


inclined, 
care? 


For  friendship  eier;  fool  may  share  7 
forbear;  nmidat  the  throng 

■a  eo  idly  pass  along : 
omethuig,  any  thing,  bul — mean. 


TO  ****** 
Well  !  thou  art  happy,  and  I  fbel 

That  I  shonld  thus  ha  happy  loo ; 
For  still  my  heart  regards  thy  weal 

Warmly,  as  it  was  wont  (n  do. 
Thy  nushand  's  bleat — and  'I  will  imp 


pangs  to 


whisht 


ippier 


When  tate  I  saw  thy  fagourite  child, 
1  thought  my  jealous  heart  would  1 

But  when  (ho  unconscious  infa.nt  er 
I  hiss'd  H,  for  its  mother's  sake. 


And  they  were  all  lo  love  and  me. 

While  thou  art  blest,  I  '11  not  repine ; 

My  heart  would  soon  again  be  thine. 

I  deem'd  that  lime,  I  deem'd  thW  prida 

Had  quenchM  at  length  my  boyish  fiame ; 
Nor  knew,  till  seated  by  thy  side, 

Vet  was  I  cahn :  I  knew  the  time 
My  breast  wouU  thrill  before  thy  look ; 

We  met,  and  not  a  ner?e  was  shook, 

I  saw  thee  gaie  upon  my  Tace, 
Yet  meet  with  no  confusion  there  : 

O'le  imly  feeling  onuldsl  thou  trace — 
"K^K  sullen  calmness  of  despair, 

4i^y !  away !  my  early  dream 
■lemenibrance  never  must  awake! 

Oh!  where  is  Lethe's  fabled  stream? 
My  foolish  heart,  be  Biill,  or  break. 


FROM  THE  PORTUGDESE. 

moments  to  de!lg!il  devoted, 

^Mylifol"  Willi  tendereat  lone,  Jon  cry; 

!ar  words  on  which  my  heart  had  doled, 


To  death  even  hours  like 
Ah  1  then  repeat  (hose 

Or  change  "  my  life  "  bit 
Which,  hke  my  love,  e 


IMPROMPTU,  IN  REPLY  TO  A  FRIEND. 
Wheh  from  the  heart  where  Sorrow  aits. 

Her  dusky  fihadow  motmts  loo  high, 
And  o'er  the  changing  aspect  flits. 

And  clouds  the  brow,  or  fills  Ihe  eye ; 
Heed  not  that  gloom,  which  soon  shall  sink : 

My  thoughts  their  dungoon  know  too  well ; 
Back  lo  my  breast  the  wanderers  shrmk 

And  droop  within  their  silent  cell. 


B  ow'd  to  the  dust,  the  Drama's  tower  of  prida ; 
In  one  short  hour  beheld  the  Mazing  fane, 
ApoUo  sink,  and  Shakspeare  cease  to  reign. 

Ye  who  beheld,  (oh!  sight  admired  and  moum'd, 
Whose  radiance  mock'd  Ihe  ruin  it  adorn'd!) 
Through  clouds  of  Ive,  the  massy  fragments  riven, 
Like  Israel's  pillar,  chase  the  night  from  heaven  ; 

Shake  its  red  shadow  o'er  the  startled  Thames, 


As  glared  the  volumed  blaze,  and  ghastly  shorn 


Reai'd  where  once  rose  the  mightiest  in  our  isle, 
Know  the  same  favour  which  the  former  knew, 
A  shrine  for  Shakspeare — worthy  him  and  gou  ? 

Yes— it  shall  be—Ihe  magic  of  that  name 
Defies  the  scythe  of  time,  the  torch  of  flame ; 
On  (he  same  spot  still  consecrates  the  scene. 
And  bids  Ihe  Drama  be  where  she  halh  bten  : 
This  fabric's  Mrth  attests  (he  polenl  spell — 
Indulge  our  honcsl  pride,  and  say,  H™  vM  ! 

As  soars  this  fane  to  emulate  the  last, 

Oh  I  might  we  draw  our  omens  from  the  paal 

Names  such  as  hallow  slill  the  dome  we  lost. 
On  Drury  first  your  Siddons'  thrillbig  arl   ' 
O'erwhelm'd  the  gentlest,  atorm'd  (he  sternest  l.oai 
On  Drury,  Garriek's  latest  laurels  grow ; 


Here 


ut  still  for  living  wit  the  wreaths  may  Mooni 
That  only  waste  (heir  odours  o'er  (ho  tomb. 
Such  Drury  claun'it  and  clams — nor  you  relus* 

With  garlands  deck  your  own  Menander's  honil ! 
Nor  hoard  your  honours  idly  for  the  dead ' 
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ra  to  Uifflr  labooi 


I  made  our  Bnnats  bright, 

Ee  all  high-boro  heirg, 
theyof  (ftei«; 
i  borrows  Banquo'a  glass, 
ladowB  as  they  pass, 
ivhere  imaged  ahioe 


While  ihuE  r. 
To  claim  the 
And  ne  the  i 
Immortal  nameB,  embU,70oM  oi 

Reflect  how  hard  the  task  to  ri 

Friends  of  the  stage !  to  whon 
Must  sue  alike  ibr  pardon  or  t<  . 
Whose  jud^g  voice  and  eye  alone  direct 
The  boundless  power  to  cheriah  ot  reject; 
If  e'er  frivolity  has  led  to  fame. 
And  made  ua  btush  that  you  forbore  to  blai 
IC  e'er  the  sinking  stage  could  condescend 
To  soothe  (he  sickly  taste  it  dare  not  mend, 
AB  past  teproaeli  may  present  scones  rcfule 

Ohl  since  your  fiat  stamps  the  dr^na's  lai 
Forbear  to  mock  ns  with  niiaplaced  ipplatis< 
80  pride  shall  doubly  nerve  the  actor's  poiv 
And  reason's  voice  be  echo'd  back  by  ours  I 


I  of  thy  sloth  or  spcei 


both  players  and  plays 


When  future  wanderer! 


si  faU  upon— a  nan 


ThoDrar 
Receive  0 
Springs  1r 


ig  o'er,  the  ancient  rule  ohey'd, 
.'s  homage  by  her  herald  paid, 
welcome  too,  whose  every  tone 
a  our  hearts,  and  laui  wouW  wui  y 
.  rises-may  our  stage  unfold 
3B  not  unworthy  Drury's  days  of  old ! 
ns  our  judges,  Nature  for  our  guide, 
nay  me  please— long,  long  may  job  pres 


TRANSLATION  OF  A  ROMAIC  LOVE  SOSG 
Anl  Love  was  never  yet  without 
The  pang,  the  agony,  me  doubt. 
Which  rends  my  heart  wilh  ceaiFeless  sigh. 
While  day  and  night  roll  darkling  by. 

I  faint,  1  die  beneath  the  blow. 
That  Love  hod  arrows,  well  I  knew ; 
Alas!  1  find  them  poisiHi'd  too. 

Birds,  yet  in  freedom,  shun  the  net. 
Which  Love  around  your  haunts  hath  se 
Or,  drcled  by  bis  fatal  lire, 
Your  hearts  shall  bum,  your  hopes  espire. 


The  varying  hours  must  Bag  or  fly. 
Whose  lardy  winter,  fleeting  spring. 

But  drag  or  drive  us  on  to  die- 
Hail  thou  I  who  on  my  bulh  beatow'd 

Those  boons  (o  all  that  know  theo  knon 
Vet  belter  I  austun  thy  load. 

For  now  1  bear  the  weight  alone. 

'  ould  share 


1  loved,  to 
s  joy  or  r 


ts  Ihou  hast  gi 
ice  thou 


The  I; 
And  par 

All  that 
To  them  I 

Thy  fulur 
I  nothing  owe  but  years  to  thee, 

A  debt  already  paid  in  pain. 
ret  e'en  that  pain  was  some  relief; 

ll  fell,  hut  still  forgot  thy  power ; 
rhe  active  agony  of  grief 

Retards,  but  never  eouni 
(11  joy  I  'vB  sigh'd  to  (hink  Ihy  flight 

Wouiil  soon  subside  frwn  swill  to 
'llrr  cloud  could  overcast  the  light. 

But  could  not  add  a  night  to  woe; 
For  Chen,  however  drear  and  dark. 

My  soul  was  suited  to  thy  sky ; 
L'ne  star  alone  shot  fortji  a  spaik 


The 
Infl 

lighini 
altering 

g  of  love 
dreams 

3  angry  g 
deem'd  th 

Now  hope, 

and  hew 

Lik 

1  feel  my  pa 

ssion,  an 

thypowe 

My  light  of 

life!  ah 

toUmew 

What  wretoh  with  m 


0  bid  Ihy  lover  live. 

ig  hlnod,  my  maddening  brain. 


ng,  eKutts-^while  mine  b 
le  the  poison ;  fear  not  th 


And  lore,  that  thus  can  hngering  ^ 
My  wounded  soul,  my  bleeding  bn 
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A  SONG. 
Thon  an  not  bhe,  bul  thou  art  ficklfl 

To  Ihoso  thyself  so  fondly  sought ; 
■Hie  tears  Ihat  thou  hasr  "       ' 

Ata  doubly  bitter  from  Uiat  thought : 
T 13  this  which  breaks  the  heart  thou 
Too  well  thou  luv'st— too  soon  thou  li 

The  wholly  false  the  heart  despises, 


to  all  who  loTB  or  hye ; 


ickle 


What  must  they  feel 

Bui  truest,  tendere 

Sincere,  but  swill  in  , 


"Origin  of  Love !"— Ah,  why 


REMEMBER  HIM,  etc. 

Severely,  deeply,  vainly  proved : 
Remember  thou  that  dimgorous  hour 
When  neither  fell,  though  both  were  li 

That  yielding  breast,  that  melting  eye. 
Too  much  uivited  to  be  blest; 

That  gentle  prayer,  that  pleading  sigh, 
ITia  wilder  wish  reproved,  represt. 

Oh  I  let  me  feel  that  aU  I  lost. 

But  saved  thee  all  that  conscience  fea 
And  blush'  lor  every  pang  it  cost 

To  spare  the  vain  remorse  of  years, 

Fet  tlunh  of  this  when  many  a  tongue. 

Whose  busy  accents  wnisper  blame. 

Would  do  the  heart  that  loved  Iheo  wror 


Is  as  fond,  thy  hand  mc 
en  less  unworthy  thee ' 


This  heart,  alas  1  perverted  long. 
Itself  deslroy'd  might  there  destroy 

To  meet  thee  in  the  glittering  throng. 
Would  wake  presumptjon^s  hope  ol 

Then  to  the  things  whose  bliss  or  woe 
Like  mine,  is  wild  and  worthless  all 

That  world  resign— such  scenes  for^^ 
Where  those  who  leel  mudl  surely  ( 

Thy  youth,  thy  charma,  thy  tendemoa; 

Thy  soul  from  long  seclusion  pure, 
EVom  what  even  here  hath  past,  may 

What  there  thy  bosom  must  endure 


Though  long  and  mournful  must  it  be. 

The  thought  that  wo  no  more  may 
Yet  I  deserve  the  stern  decree, 

And  almost  deem  the  sentence  swe 

SlJU,  had  I  loved  lliee  less,  my  heart 
Had  then  less  sacrificed  to  Ihuie ; 

It  felt  not  half  BO  much  to  part. 
As  if  its  guilt  had  made  thee  muie, 


In  me  behold  the  only  skull 

From  which,  unlite  a  living  head. 

Whatever  flovrs  is  never  dulL 

t  lived,  I  loved,  I  qualTd,  like  thee ; 

I  died ;  let  earth  my  bones  resign ; 
Fill  up-^Du  canst  not  injure  mo ; 

The  wonn  hath  fouler  lips  than  Uiine 

Better  to  hold  the  sparkling  grape. 


Where  once  my  wit,  p< 
In  aid  of  others'  let  r 

And  when,  alas  I  our  b 
WhM  noble  jubstitu 
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Quaff  wWIb  thou  caoBt — another  race. 
When  Ihou  and  thins  like  me  are  sped. 

May  rescue  ihee  from  earUi's  embrace. 
And  rhyme  and  tevel  with  the  dead. 

Why  not  ]  Hnce  ihrough  I'de'a  tittle  day 
Our  heads  such  sad  effects  produce ; 

Sedeem'd  from  wotma  and  wasiing  clay, 

Newstead  Abbes,  180B. 


ON  THE  DEATH  OF  SIR  PETER  PARKER, 
BART. 
There  is  a  tear  for  all  that  die, 

A  mourner  o^er  the  humblest  grave ; 
But  nations  swell  the  runoral  cry, 
And  triumph  weeps  above  the  brave. 


For  them 


For  then 


ig  bosoms^ 


™  every  page, 
3,  the  future  age 


For  them  the  voice  of  festal  nurth 
Grows  hush'd,  their  name  the  only  sound : 

While  deep  remembrance  pours  la  worlJi 
The  goUel'B  tributary  round. 

A  theme  lo  crowds  IhdX  knew  them  not, 
nenled  by  admirii 


Who> 


re  their 


pvould  not  die  the  death  tbey  ehose? 
And,  gallant  Parker !  thus  enshrined 

Thy  life,  thy  fall,  thy  fame  shall  be ; 
And  early  valour,  glowing,  find 

A  model  "ui  thy  memory. 


,  that  glory  ca 


quell; 


dauntless,  fell. 


Where  oi 
Where  shall  (hey  turn  to  mourn  thee  less  ? 

When  cease  lo  hear  Uiy  cherish'd  name  1 
Time  cannot  teach  forgetliilness, 

WhUe  grief's  full  heart  is  fed  by  fame. 
Uas !  for  Iheni,  though  not  for  thee. 

They  cannot  choose  but  weep  tha  more ; 
Ueep  for  the  dead  the  gnef  must  be 

Who  ne'er  gave  cauHo  to  meura  before. 


Could  wash  a  Other's  fault  away  I 

AU3pli»ius  to  these  sufTering  isles  j 
And  be  eadi  drop,  in  future  years. 

Repaid  thee  bv  ihv  ueopl^s  smiles  > 
March.  1812. 


The  beai 


^tbef 


These  gifis  were  charm'd  by  sewet  epell 
Thy  truth  in  absence  to  divine ; 

And  diey  have  done  their  duty  well, 
Alas!  they  could  not  teach  thee  thins. 

That  chun  was  firm  m  every  link. 

That  lula  was  sweet— till  thou  couldst  lliink 

Let  him,  who  from  thy  neck  unbound 

The  chain  which  shiver'd  m  bis  grasp. 
Who  saw  that  lute  refuse  to  sound, 

Restring  the  chords,  renew  the  clasp- 
When  thou  wert  changed,  they  altor'd  loo ; 


Thech 


to  then 


e.th6r 


SONNET, 

HiNE  eyes'  blue  leodemess,  thy  long  fair  hair, 
And  the  wan  lustre  of  thy  features — caught 
From  contemplation— where  serenely  wrought, 
iems  sorrow's  soflness  cbarni'd  from  its  despair — 
ave  thrown  such  speaking  sadness  in  tMne  ah. 
That— hut  I  know  thy  blessed  bosom  fraught 
With  mines  of  onalloy'd  and  stauiless  thought — 
I  shouM  have  deem'd  thee  doom'd  to  earthly  care. 

When  from  his  beau^-breathing  pencil  oorn, 
(Except  that  thou  hast  nothing  to  repent) 
i  Magdalen  of  Guide  saw  the  morn — 
seem'st  thou — but  how  much  more  excellent  I 
th  nought  remorse  can  claim — nor  virtue  scorn. 


ThvcIi 


hought,  bi 


'ely,  that  if  mirth  could  flush 
of  whiteness  with  Ihs  brightest  blusl 
would  vrish  away  that  ruder  glow  ;— 
And  da^le  not  thy  deep-blue  eyes-*but  oh ! 
While  gazing  on  them  sterner  eyes  will  gusTi 
And  into  mme  my  mother's  weakness  rush, 
aft  as  the  last  drops  round  heaven's  airy  bow 
or,  through  Ihy  long  dark  lashes  low  dependh 
The  soul  of  melancholy  gentleness 
learns  like  a  seraph  from  the  sky  descending, 
yet  pitying  all  distress ; 


I  worship  m 


iestyw 


INSCRIPTION 
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r  dog,  in  3ile  the  firmest  friendt 
welcome,  fotemoat  to  defeni!, 
iBl  heart  is  s^  his  master's  ow 
s,  fight),  lives,  breathes  for  li 


iddl  h 
le  held  on 


f  hopes  to  be  forgiven, 
laims  himself  a  sole  esdiiMve  heaven, 
m !  thou  feeble  tenant  of  an  hour, 

knows  thee  well  tnust  quit  tliee  with  disgust, 

dedniassof  auimatedduBt! 

ire  is  lust,  thy  tiieiidship  all  a  ehefft, 

miles  hjpocrisy,  thy  words  daceit ! 

tute  vile,  ennobled  but  bj  name, 

might  bid  thee  blush  for  ahame 


Ye!  wh 

Pass  on— it  honours  non< 

To  mark  a  friend's  remai 

iVsioslenii  Abbey,  Oct. 


TAREWELL. 


PABEWELL  I    if  e. 


re  in  that  word— Farevfell !— Par 
se  hps  are  mute,  these  eyes  are  d 
ul  in  my  breast,  and  in  my  brain. 


Though  grief  and  passion  there  I 
[  only  know  we  loved  in  vain — 
I  onlj  feel— Farewelll— Farewe 


E'er  burst  from  its  niortal  control, 
In  llie  orbs  of  the  blessed  to  shioi 

On  earth  thou  wert  all  but  divme. 
As  thy  soul  shall  immotUUj  be ; 

When  we  know  that  Ihy  God  is  ; 
Light  be  the  turf  of  thy  Inmb  I 

May  its  verdure  like  emeralds  be 
There  should  not  be  the  shadow  of 


if  thee. 


Young  flowe 
Mays] 


mthesp 


™-green 


r  the  blest! 


Pale  grew  thy  check  and  cold. 

Colder  Ihy  kiss ; 
Truly  that  hour  foretold 

The  dew  of  the  morning 
II  lelt  hke  tfie  warning 


They  nam 
A  knell 

A  shuddei 
Why  w. 


STANZAS  FOR  MUSIC 


GRAY'S  POEM  ATA 
\e  world  can  give  hke  that  it  tikes 


When  the  glow  of  earl; 

which  fades  so  fo 

Then  the  few  whose  spi 

The  magnet  of  iheit  ci 
The  shore  lo  which  theii 


cheek  the  blush  alone, 
is  gone,  ere  youth  itself 


oT  the  aw!  like 
:s,itdsrenotdt( 
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Thai  neaiy  ehill  has  froien  o'er  tha  fQunUiin  of  oui 
Ai.rJ  though  [ha  eye  mny  aparlde  still,  'I  is  where  Ilii 
Though  wit  may  flash  from  fluent  lips,  and  mirth  dis- 
TVough  myiiighi  hours  (hal  yield  no  tiuae  their  foc 

U  (eel  as  1  nave  fell,— or  be  what  I  hare  t 
I,  as  I  could  once  have  wept,  o'er  many  a 

lough  Ihej  be,— 

St  Ihe  wilher'd  waste  of  life,  those  tears 

1815, 

STANZAS  FOR  MUSIC, 

ERE  he  none  .of  heanty's  daughters 


Thee 
Thow 


ie  (tilt  and  gleai 


And  the  luli'd  w! 

And  the  midnight  moon  is  wearii 

Her  bright  chain  o'er  the  diep 

Whose  breast  is  gently  heaving, 

.'sasleej 

jwshefo 

idorethi 

,  soft  em 
Like  the  swell  of  summer's  ocean. 

FARE  THEE  WELL. 


COLERIDGE'S 

<aPlh 

and  if  for  ever. 

Sldl (" 

,ft 

■ethet«M! 

venLh 

aiRh 

nib 

giving,  never 

were  bared  before  thee 

Wher 

ihy 

hea 

so  ofl  hath  lain. 

While  that  placid  sleep  came  o' 
Whidi  thou  ne'er  canst  know 

Would  that  breast,  by  thee  glan 
Every  inmost  thought  could  e 

Then  thou  wouldst  at  last  discoi 

Though  the  world  for  this  comr 


To  inflict  a  cureless  wound  ? 
Yet,  oh  yet,  diyself  deceive  not. 


liU  thine  own  its  life  tetaineth— 

Still  must  mine,  though  bleeding,  beat ; 

nd  the  und^ng  thought  which  paineth 


When  oar  child's  flrst  accents  flo 
Will  thou  teach  her  lo  say  "  Father 

'niongh  his  care  she  must  forego ' 
When  her  Utile  hands  shall  press  th 

Whei;  ha  lip  to  thine  is  prest. 
Think  of  hrni  whose  prayer  shall  bli 

Think  of  hun  thy  love  had  hless'd 
Should  her  lineaments  resemble 

Those  thou  never  more  may'st  b& 
Then  thy  heart  will  sotUy  tremble 

With  a  pulse  yet  true  to  me. 

All  my  hopes,  where'er  thou  goest. 

Wither— yet  with  Ihea  they  go. 
Every  feeling  hath  been  shaken ; 


Bui 't  is  done — all  words  are  idle — 

Words  from  me  are  vainer  stUl ; 

Bui  the  thoughia  we  cannot  bridle 


eart,  and  lone,  and  blighted— 


Which  more  misled  my  lonely  way 
In  that  deep  midnight  of  the  mind, 

And  that  internal  strife  of  heart. 
When,  dreading  lo  be  deem'd  too  kir 

Tha  weak  despair — Ihe  cold  depart 
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And  Biood  between  me  and  Ihe  night, 
For  ever  shining  Bwceriy  nigh. 

And  when  llie  dnud  upon  us  canie. 
Which  strove  to  blacken  o'er  th j  ra 

Then  purer  spread  ifs  genlle  flame. 
And  dashM  the  dajkness  aU  away. 

Still  m^  thy  spirit  dwell  on  mine. 

There  'e  more  in  one  soil  word  of  Ihii 
Than  in  the  world'e  defied  rebuke. 

Thou  Btood'si,  OB  Elands  a  lovely  tree, 
That  still  unbroke,  though  gently  be 

SlLll  waves  with  fond  fidelity 


Save  in  deeds  that  led  Uiem  on 
Where  glory  smiled  on  freedom's  son— 
Who,  of  all  the  despots  banded. 
With  tliat  youthful  chief  competed  1 
Who  could  boast  o'er  France  defeated, 
Till  lone  tyranny  commanded  1 
'nil,  goaded  hy  ambiiloo'a  sling. 
The  hero  sunk  into  the  klngl 
Then  he  fell ;-  '  '     ■' 


ivould  m< 


,bym 


But  then 

Devoted  in 

To  shed 


Thy  soul,  though  so 
ind  these,  when  all  n 


Who  thy  blood-boughl  title  beats. 
Little  didst  thou  deem,  when  dishing 
On  thy  war-horse  through  the  tanks, 
Like  a  stream  which  burst  its  banks. 
While  hebneta  eiell,  and  sabres  clashing. 
Shone  and  shivet'd  fast  around  thee-~ 
Of  Ihe  fate  eX  last  which  found  thee : 
Was  that  haughty  plume  laid  low 
By  a  slave's  dishonest  blow; 
Ones  as  the  moan  sways  o'er  the  tide, 


ODE. 

We  do  not  curso  thee,  Waterloo  ! 
Though  freedom^s  blood  thy  plain  be 


Rising  froni.eao 

With  a  strong  a 
It  soars  and  aia 
With  Ihat  of  la 
With  (hat  of  hii 
Contains  the  » 


h  gory  trunk, 

it  Labedovf  ' 
m  whose  hont 


,nd  glows. 


But  shall  return 

When  'tis  full,  'twill  burst  asunder— 

Never  yet  was  heard  such  Ihunder 

Never  yet  was  seen  such  Ughlning, 
'     '  '   "  '*  m  be  bright'nir 


Byth 


leWon 


•old. 


fTAo  could  then  her  wing  at 

Victory  bcammg  from  her  bi 

Wliilo  the  broken  Uoe  enlargin 


:louds  to  fan  her 


■udlohiTo  been  torn  ftom 
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O'er  glories  gone  the  invaders  march. 

Would  that  I  were  cold  with  those. 

Weeps  triumph  o'er  each  levelL'd  arch- 

But  let  Freedom  rejoice. 

When  the  donbta  of  coward  foes 

With  her  bean  in  her  voice; 

Scarce  dare  trust  a  man  with  thee. 

Put  her  henil  on  her  sword. 

Dreading  each  should  set  thee  free. 

Doubly  shall  she  be  adored  ; 

Oh!  although  in  dungeons  pent. 

France  haih  twice  too  weU  been  tauBht 

All  their  chains  were  light  to  me. 

Gazing  on  thy  soul  unbent. 

Her  safety  eits  not  on  a  throne. 

Wilh  Capet  or  Napoi-eon! 

Would  the  sycophants  of  him 

But  in  equal  rights  and  laws, 

Now  BO  aeaf  tu  duty's  prayer. 

Hearts  and  bands  In  one  great  eaiare— 

Were  his  borrow'd  glories  dini, 

Freedom,  eucb  as  God  hath  given 

In  his  native  darkness  share? 

Unto  aU  beneath  his  heaveo. 

Were  that  world  ibis  hour  his  own. 

Wiih  their  breath,  and  from  their  birih, 

All  thou  calmly  dost  resign, 

Though  guilt  would  sweep  it  from  the  earth ; 
With  a  fiercH  and  lavish  hand 

Could  he  purchase  with  that  throne 

Hearts  like  those  which  still  are  thine  ? 

Scattering  nations'  wealth  like  sand  j 
Pouring  nations'  blood  like  water. 
In  imperial  seas  of  slauBhKJr! 

My  chief,  my  king,  my  friend,  adieu '. 

Kofer  did  I  droop  before; 
Never  to  my  soveragn  sue, 

But  the  heart  and  the  mind, 

As  his  foes  I  now  implore, 

And  the  voice  of  manlimd. 

AU  I  ask  is  to  divide 

Every  peril  he  must  brave. 

And  who  shall  resist  that  proud  union  1 

Sharuig  by  the  hero's  side 

The  linie  is  past  when  swords  subduad— 

His  fall,  his  eiile,  and  his  grave. 

Man  may  die-lhe  soul 's  renew'd : 

EvenifllhiB^DWworUofcare, 

Freedom  ne'er  shall  want  an  heir ; 

MilUons  breathe  but  u,  inherit 

Her  fbr-ever  bounding  spirit — 

When  once  more  her  hosts  assemble. 

Stah  of  the  brave! — whose  tieam  hath  shed 

Tyrants  shall  believe  and  tremble— 
Smilo  they  at  this  idle  threat  ? 

Such  glory  o'er  the  quick  and  dead- 

Thou  tadiaiit  and  adored  deceit ! 

Crimson  tears  will  follow  yet. 

Which  millions  tush'd  in  arms  to  greet, — 

Wild  meteor  of  immortal  bulb ! 

Why  rise  in  heaven  to  set  on  earth  ? 

[FKOM  THE  rKENCH.] 

Souls  of  slain  heroes  form'd  thy  rays  ; 

AH  wept,  but  paniculailr  Bavuy.  and  a  Polish  oOlccr  who 

Eternity  flash'd  through  ihj  blaze! 

The  music  of  thy  martial  sphere 

to  hi>  maUer'a  knees;  W.«t4  a  letter  to  Lord  Keith.  enDeat- 

Was  fame  on  high  and  honour  here  ; 

cipacilT,  which  could  not  he  admitted." 

And  thy  light  broke  on  homan  eyes 
Like  a  volcano  of  the  skies. 

Most  Ihou  go,  my  glorious  chief. 

Sever'd  from  Ihyfeithful  few? 

Like  lava  roli'd  thy  stream  of  blood. 

Who  can  tell  thy  warrior's  grief, 

And  swept  down  empu-es  with  its  flood  ; 

Earth  rodk'd  beneath  thee  to  her  base. 

Woman's  love  and  friendship's  leal- 

As  Ihou  didst  lighten  through  aL  space ; 

Dear  as  both  have  been  to  me — 

And  the  shorn  sun  grew  dim  in  air. 

What  are  they  to  all  I  feel. 

And  set  while  thou  wert  dwellmg  there. 

With  a  soldier's  faith,  for  thee? 

Before  thee  rose,  and  with  thee  grew. 

Idol  of  the  soldier's  soul! 

A  rainbow  of  the  loveliest  hue, 

I'irsl  in  fight,  but  mightiest  now : 

Of  three  bright  colour),'  each  divine. 

Many  could  a  worid  control : 

And  fit  for  that  celestial  sign ; 

Thee  alone  no  doom  can  bow. 

For  freedom's  hand  had  blended  them 

By  thy  aide  for  years  I  dared 

iJeath,  and  envied  tfioae  who  fell, 

When  thrar  dying  sheul  was  heard 

Blessrag  him  they  served  so  well.' 

One,  the  blue  depth  of  seraphs'  eyes ; 

One,  the  pure  spirit's  veii  of  while 

Had  robed  in  radiance  of  Us  light; 

mod  bj  a  cannon-ball,  to  wreneli  ii  off  with  tlie  other,  and. 

The  three  so  mingled  did  beseem 

The  texture  of  a  heavenly  dream. 
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Our  team  and  blood  must  flow  for 
When  ih^  briglit  promise  fades  ai 
OurBfeisbulaloadofelaj. 

And  freedom  hallows  wiih  her  iwi 

For  beautiful  in  dstilh  ars  Ihsy 
Who  proudly  fall  in  her  array ; 


By  friendship  evet  deeni'd  too  a 
And  "Mehorv"  o'er  her  Druid's 

Shall  weep  that  aught  of  ihee  ee 
How  fondly  will  she  then  ropay 

Thy  homage  offerM  at  her  ahrim 


KAI'OLEON'S  FAllEWELL. 

F,i  .^WEtL  to  the  land  where  the  gloom  of 

The  irightosl  or  blackest.'is  fili'd  with  my  li 

I  hiLve  coped  with  the  nations  ivhich  dreai 

lonelyt 
The  last  aiiglo  capiive  to  milhona  in  war ! 

Faiewelllothee,Frsiic«!  whenthydii 

I  made  Ihee  the  gem  an 

But  thy  weakness  decrees  i  siKPUiu  leave  ae  i  Lou 

Doeay'd  in  thy  giory  and  sunk  in  thy  worth. 

Oh :  for  the  veloran  hearts  that  were  wasted 

In  strife  w 


Then  the  eagle,' 


oar'd  with  eyes  G\ 
to  Ihee,  France 


in  that 


itill  grows  in  the  depth  of  thy  valleys ; 
her'd,  thy  tears  wil)  unlbid  it  again ; 
nay  baffle  the  hosts  that  sun-ound  us, 
ly  thy  heart  leap  awake  to  my  voice — 


There  are  links 
Tkeri  In 


SONNET. 

nl,5,E»ti— Voltaire— our  Gibbon— and  de  Slael— 

Lemin !'  these  names  are  worthy  of  Ihy  shore. 

Thy  chore  of  names  like  theae ;  wort  thou  no  mor 

Tlicir  memory  thy  rem 


Tolh 


10  all ; 


re  made  them 
Of  mighty  minds  doth  hallow  in  the  eon 
or  human  hearts  the  ruin  of  a  wall 

Where  dwelt  the  wise  and  wond'rons ; 

low  much  more,  Lake  of  Beauty!  do  wf 

In  siveetly  gliding  o'er  thy  erysial  sea, 

■\    -.  wild  glow  at  that  not  ungentle  zeal, 

'hich  of  the  heirs  of  immo^liiy 
Is  p.  lUd,  and  makes  the  breath  of  glory  ro 


STANZAS  TO  **• 
TiiouflB  the  day  of  my  destiny's  over. 

And  the  star  of  my  late  hath  declined, 
Thv  soft  heart  refiisad  to  discover 

the  faults  which  so  many  could  Rnd : 
Though  thy  soul  with  my  grief  w 

II  shmnt       ■        ■        ■      ■  ■ 
And  the  kr 


to  share  it  with  m< 
my  apuit  hatli 


Though  the  rock  of  my  last  \ 

And  \is  fragments  are  sunk 

Though  1  feci  that  my  soul  is 


'T  is  of  thie  that  I  think— not 


mian,iho 

u  didst  no 

docni 

remc, 

«u  didst 

not  for 

Though  lo 

V6d,thau 

-orborest 

Though  slander'd 

thouneywoouldstsha 

usted,thc 

u  didst  ni 

di-rl 

Thougl 

parted, : 

ofly, 

Though  w 

defan 

Normu 

te,  that  lb 

e  world  m 

Kl.tbe 

le. 

Yet  Ulan 

e  not  the 

world,  noi 

desp 

North, 

ivaroft 

thone- 

ittcd  to  p 

Zflit, 

'Twas 

iillyuot 

on. 

Andifdei 

irly  that  error  hath 

cost  m 

Thus  much  I  at  least  n 
llhathMAightmethatwh 
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DARKNESS. 


And  men  forgot  their  passions  in  the  Jrea 
Were  chilPd  into  a  seliisll  prayer  for  light 


Wfrl 


ntfor 


Happj'  were  those  who  dwelt  vri 

A  fearful  hope  was  all  the  world 
Foeee'ii  wore  set  on  lire^iul  ho 
TTiey  feU  and  faded— and  the  er 


EyiL 


igiush' 


The  broivs  of  men  by  the  drspairing  light 
Wore  an  uneardily  Bspeclt  as  bj  firs 
The  flashes  fell  upon  'hem ;  some  lay  down 
And  hid  their  eye9  and  wept ;  and  S'^ie  did  i 
Their  chini  upon  (heir  clenched  h«nds,  and  eii 

'd  up 


Wilhm 

The  pal 
With  ci 


I  lUsquieturle  on  the  di 


=ky. 


id  flap  their  useless  n 


And  he  was  faiUiful  to  a  corse  md 
The  birds  and  tieastB  and  famiEh'd 
riU  hunger'climg  them,  or  tlie  drop 


Where  had  been  heaped  a  mnss  of  holy  liiinf 
Vor  an  unholy  usage ;  they  raked  up, 
And  sliiuering  scraped  with  their  cold  skeletc 
The  feeble  ashes,  and  tlieir  fcehle  breath 
Hlow  for  8.  Utile  life,  and  made  a  flame 
Which  was  a  mockery ;  then  they  bflei!  up 
Then'  eyes  as  it  grew  lighter,  and  heheW 


>n  of  Ihoi 


Famine  had 


Tbo[ 


mutual  hideousness  they  diec 
fiend.     The  world  was 


iwerful  ' 


'bless,  troelcBs,  mantesG,  lifcksa^ 
A  lump  uf  death — a  chaos  of  hard  clay. 
The  rivets,  lakes,  and  ocean,  all  stood  still. 
And  nothuig  stlrr'd  mthio  their  silent  depths ; 
Ships  EnilorlesE  lay  rotung  on  tlie  sea. 
And  their  masts  fell  down  piecemeal ;  as  they  di 
They  slept  on  the  ahyss  without  a  surge— 
dead ;  the  liica  were  in  their 


n  their 


wiiher'd  I 


the 


d  before 
agnant  ! 


CHURCHILL'S 


by  Google 


MISCELLANEOUS  POEMS. 


VM.  9  deep  ilioughl,  and  viilh  a  aoileii' 
lo  ihat  old  sBxIon's  natural  homil)', 
n  wliigh  there  was  ohscurily  and  fame, 
"•IB  g/tty  and  Ihe  noihing  of  a  n:ime. 


PROMETHEUS. 


Wh 

^•^ 

Ak 

inlens 

Th« 

anHlh 

-ih 

lal  the  proud  can 

IfeeLof 

Th« 

asony  thev  do  n< 

ehow. 

ITie  BUffocaling  sense 

ol'woe 

Which 


.rate  1m 


And  Ihe  deaf  tyranny  of  faie, 
The  ruling  prindple  of  hate. 
Which  for  its  pleasure  doth  create 
The  things  it  may  annihilate. 
Refused  thee  even  the  boon  lo  die  ■ 
The  wretched  gift  eternity 

Was  thine — and  thou  hast  borne  it  wclL 
All  that  the  Thunderer  wrung  from  thee 
Was  but  the  menace  v/hkh  Sung  hack 
On  him  the  lormente  of  tSy  rack; 
The  fate  thou  didst  so  well  foresee, 


And  hiasad  unallicd  ejisicnce: 
To  which'  his  spirit  may  oppose 
Itself— an  equal  to  all  woes. 


ODE 
lee,  land  of  th 


of  hate,  and  the  hi 


kcn'd  their  elscp, 
e  place  of  their  r 


the  kui^d 

cms  of  earth. 

ofgoodn 

ess,  of  honour, 

ms  of  the  soul 

hy  Bhime, 

cannot  li 

ken  thee  thori- 

Adversity  clouded  hi 


What  tumult  thus  hurt 


icircles  his  throne  7 
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r  is  the  shout  of  delight, '( Is  Iha  millions  that  swear 

His  sceptre  shali  ru^e  llieni  alone, 
Kererses  shall  brighlen  tbeir  leal, 
Mislbrfune  ahail  ■  halloi.  his  name, 
And  the  world  Uiat  pursues  him  shall  mournMlj  ferf 

Tliat  Frenchmen  will  breathe,  when  their  hearts 

For  the  hero  they  lave,  and  the  chief  they  admire ! 
Th       h    0  has  rush'd  to  the  field  ; 
HiB    au        a  e  coier'd  with  shade— 
Bu    wh    B  IS  tJie  spirit  that  neier  should  yield, 
Th       jaly  never  (o  fade? 
In  a  mom  n    desertion  and  guile 
Abandon  d  hini  up  to  the  foe ; 
The  das     ds  ha  flourish'd  and  grew  in  hia  anile 

F     ook  and  renounced  him  in  woo ; 

And  the  millions  that  swore  they  would  periab  to 

BeJieid  H.m  a  fugitive,  captive,  and  slave! 

The  savage,  ai!  wild  in  his  glen. 

Is  nobler  and  better  than  thou  ; 

Thou  Blandest  s.  wonder,  a  marvel  to  men. 


It  parts  of  the  eartli. 


So      k     ■ 
Wth 


Ofl  humbler  talents  with  t,  pityuig  Irown, 
[Cuius  swell,  nor  beauty  render  vain, 
invy  ruffle  to  retaliate  pain. 

Nor  rortunfl  change,  pride  raise,  nor  ^as^oii 


o  thee   land  of  the  Gaul ' 
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M  CO      m  b   ach  of  sacred  ties 

h  adle-    C  h  artJess  Henry  lies 

ee    l!   m  stan  h      scoptred  thing — 


1813. 
\  KKETCH  FROM  PRIVATE  LIFE. 

SHAKSFEARE. 
oied  ihenee  to  deck  her  mistreaa'  head; 


The 

baleful  burthen  of  this  honest  song- 

Tho 

gh  all  hor  fiirmer  fonctions  arc  no  more 

She 

ules  the  circle  which  she  served  before 

If  da 

ugblera  dread  her  for  the  motlier's  sake 

Ifea 

At  u 

mea,  the  lodieat  to  the  meaneat  mind- 

Hav 

given  hor  power  too  deeply  to  instil 

The 

angry  essence  of  her  deadly  will ; 

If  11 

e  a  snake  she  steal  withm  your  walls, 

Till  the  black  slime  betray  her  as  she  craw 

If  Ilk 

e  a  viper  to  the  heart  she  wind, 

leave  the  ver.om  there  she  did  not  find 

Wha 

t  marvel  that  this  hag  of  hatred  works 

Bier 
And 

al  evil  latent  as  she  lurks. 

reign  the  Hecate  of  domestic  hells ! 

Sktll'd  by  a  touch  to  ilee|)en  scandal's  tm 

With  all  the  kind  mendacity  of  hmts, 

Wh 

0  mingling  truth  with  falsehood,  sneers  with 

A  th 

read  of  candour  ..with  a  web  of  wiles  ; 

Toh 

All 

of  lies,  a  face  tbrm'd  to  conceal, 

And 

without  feeline,  modi  at  all  who  feel ; 

With  a  tile  mask  the  Gorgon  would  disiwn 

A  cheek  of  parchment,  and  an  eye  of  stoiip 

Mar 

how  the  channeb  of  her  yellow  blood 
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ede  in  saffron  mail, 

Though  the  ocean  roar  around  me, 

of  the  Bcotpion'a  scale, 

TefitstiU^hallbcarmcon-, 

Though  a  desert  should  surround  me. 

Uiat  Boul  or  face). 

It  bath  springs  that  niaj  be  won. 

1    and  behold  het  nOnd, 

Iself  detined: 

Wer'l  the  last  drop  in  Uie  wel', 

deem  it  npl  o'ercharged- 

And  1  gasping  on  the  brink, 

hich  might  not  be  enlarged! 

Ere  my  fainting  spirit  fell. 

3  journeymen,"  who  made 

'T  is  io  tliee  that  I  urould  drinL 

th^  mialreas  left  off  Irade,— 

of  her  little  sky. 

In  that  water,  as  Uiis  wine. 

or  influence  droop  or  die. 

The  libation  I  would  pour 
Should  be-Peace  to  thine  and  mine. 

ntrdle  into  hate. 


of  tu-B,  that  thou  hast  s[ 


aa  Ihou  rolt'st  aivay, 
.n  thy  poisonous  clay. 


com,  should  hang  on 
obhon'd  compeers, 


CARMINA  BYRONIS   IN  C    ELGIN 
AsPitE,  quos  Scoto  Pallas  concedit  honores, 

Infnndum  facinus  vmdicat  ipsa  Venus. 
LINES  TO  BIB    MOORE 


But,  befure  I  gj,  Tom  Moo 


And,  whatever  sky  's 
Sr  2 


My 

days 

n  in  Iho 

joUovi-  leaf; 

Theflo' 

eta  and 

nits  of  lov 

The 

Arc  n 

me  alone 

or,  and  th 

grief. 

The 

fire  that  on  my 

bosom  pr. 

1 

lone 

olcanio  isl 

No 

torch 
A  fon 

a  kindled 
ralpilel 

at  its  blaz 

0- 

The 

hope 

the  fear. 

the  iealou 

care. 

■1 

he  eislled  portion  of  the  p 

ain 

Whore  glcry  decks  the  hero's  bier. 

Or  binds  his  brow 
The  sword,  the  banner,  and  the  Reld, 
Glory  and  Greece  around  me  see ' 
The  Spartan,  borne  upon  his  shield. 

Was  not  more  Iree. 
Awike'    (not  Greece,— «he  w  awako ') 

Awake,  my  spirit^  thinh  thtough  vrhvm 
Thy  bib  blood  Iraoka  1I3  parent  kke, 

And  then  strike  home  ' 
Tread  those  rerivuig  passions  down, 

TJnwortny  manhood  '   Unto  thee. 
Indifferent  shauU  the  smde  or  IrowD 

Of  beauty  be 
If  thou  regrelt'sl  thy  youth,  tuSji  hvt  f 

Tho  land  of  honourable  death 
Is  here — up  to  the  feld,  and  givB 

Seek  out,  less  oflen  sought  than  found, 

A  BOldiiT'a  graie— for  Ihee  the  bvir, 

Then  look  srounl,  and  choose  Uij  |,ro  ind 
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THE  LIFE  AND  WTKITINQS  OF  POPE. 


LETTER. 

JJawnna,  Febrvan)  71ft,  1821, 
Dkah  Sir, 
Ik  the  diB«rent  pajnphlets  which  ;ou  have  had  the 
gAodnesa  lo  send  me,  on  the  Pope  and  Bowles'  contro- 
tersy,!  percrave  that  my  name  is  occasionally  introduc- 
ed hj  both  parties.  Mr.  BowlesreferamorethaiionoBto 
what  hB  is  pleased  lo  conader  "  a  rematliaWB  iaroun> 
stance,"  not  only  in  his  letter  to  Mr.  Campbell,  but  in 
his  replylolha  Quarterly.  Ths  Quaiterly  also  and  Mr. 
Gilchrist  have  conferred  on  me  the  dangerous  honour  of 
a  quotation  ;  and  Mr.  Bowles  indirectly  makes  a  kmd 
of  appeal  to  me  personally,  by  saymg,  "Lord  Byron, 
if  he  Temcmbera  the  circumstance,  will  untaess — (uh(- 
neis  iH  ITALIC,  im  omuious  character  for  a  lestimony 

I  shall  not  avail  myself  of  a  "  non  mi  rioordo"  even 
after  so  long  a  residence  in  Italy  ; — I  do  «  remember 

(since  called  upon  so  (o  do)  as  correct]/  as  the  distance 
•f  time  and  the  impression  of  mtervening  events  mill 
peimitme.  In  the  year  1912,  more  than  three  yean 
after  the  publication  of  "  EngUsh  Bards  and  Scotch 
srs,"  I  had  the  honour  of  meeting  Mr.  BowIce 


,orhisgood.nalu, 
med,  "Ehl  Bow 
a3orMadeha,"e 


at;  for  I  o 


The  &cl  was,  that  although  I  h; 
heibre  read  "the  Spirit  of  Discovery,"  I  took  tl 
alien  from  the  review.  But  ths  mistake  was  mi 
tot  the  reuiea'i,  which  quoted  the  passage  a 
enough,  I  believe.  I  bhmdered — God  knows  hoi 
Ltlrihuting  the  t 


Modeir 


,"  hy  w 


did.    I  quote  fi-ooi  mi 


mtheh 


■enable  h 


tof'Hun 


n  Life,  el 


a  Argonaut  of  Classic  English  poetry,  a 
Nestorofour  inferior  race  of  livuif  """    ~ 

calls  ibia  "  soon  afler"  the  puhlioat 
yeais  appear  a  considorahle  segment  of  the  unmortahty  v 
of  a  modern  poem,    I  recollect  nolhing  of  "  the  r 

well  remember  the  topography  of  our  host'i  elegai 
dassieally-fiimished  manaon,  could  I  swear  to  the  very  tl 
room  where  Ihe   conversation  occurred,   though  the  B 
"  taking  daum  the  poem"  seems  lo  6x  it  m  the  iibraiy.   ' 
Had  it  been  "  taken  up,"  it  wouU  probably  have  b( 
tji  the  drawmg-rcom.     I  presume  also  that  the  " 
■narkabla  circumstance"  took  place  afler  dinner,  a 
eonodve  that  neither  Mr.  Bowles's  pohteness  nor  ap] 
the  would  have  allowed  hun  to  detain  "  the  rest  of  the  h 
company"  Blanding  round  the 
room"  while  we  werc  discussing  "the  Woods  ofMa-  tl 
deira"  instead  ofdrculaling  its  vintage.  Of  Mr.  Bowles's 
"  good-humour"  I  have  a  fuU  and  not  ungrateful  recol- 
kaclion;  as  also  of  his  gontlemanEy  manners  and  agree- 
able conversaUon.  IspeakoflhouiAo^,  and  not  ofpar- 

vords  pt:aleJ  in  ths  pamphlet,  I  cannot  say,  nor  could  q 


ivithsianding  that  "Eng 


b  many  of  the  persons  n 
3  pleasure."  Ididnothea 


published.    When  I  lei 


fflgn  a  power  of  attorney,  to  yourself,  tc 
press  any  attempts  (of  whi 
in  Ireland)  at  a  ropublicatioi 

state,  that  the  persons  will 
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or  through  the  unsought  inlorvenlion  at  olhi 
,  to  the  best  of  my  knowledge,  sought  a  perao 
trai  to  any.    Sooio  of  than,  to  Ihis  day  I  kc 


le  to  have  eDdcavoured  to  aupprea^  that 
:r  shrunk,  as  those  who  know  me  know, 
lal  consequencaa  which  could  be  attached 
}□.  Of  its  subsequent  suppreasLon,  as  1 
copjtight,  I  was  the  best  judge  and  the 
fhe  drcumstances  which  occasioned  the 


"generoua  magnammity ;" 


day  in  the  week:  but  of  "his  character"  I  knownoib- 
ing  persooally ;  1  can  only  speali  of  his  manners,  and 
these  have  my  wannest  approbation.  But  Inever  judfje 
"■om  manners,  for  1  once  hod  my  pocket  picited  by  iJie 
ivilesi  gentleman  I  ever  met  >vith  i  and  one  of  Ihe  mild- 
st  persons  I  ever  saw  was  All  Pacha.  Of  Hr.  Bowles's 
i-Jiaracler "  I  will  not  do  him  the  injuUict  lo  judge 
from  the  edition  of  Pope,  if  he  prepared  it  heedlessly ; 
^  a  Jtalkef  should  it  be  otherwise,  because  1  would 

Mr.  Bowles  tho  individual,  and  Mr.  Bowles  the 
,  appear  Ihe  (wo  most  opposite  things  imaginable. 
"And  he  hiiDs^lfoiis antithesis." 


I  won 


I  act  of  simple  justice ;  aiid  1  hate  the  ■ 


.  8-  by  the  greatest  of 
)ut  I  would  have  "  eiplMned  the  rareumstance," 
standing  "the  suppresBion  of  tl.o  hook,"  if  Mr. 
had  expressed  any  desire  that  I  should.  As  the 
1  Galbrailh"sayB  m  "  Bailiic  Jarvie,"  "WelLlhe 
ike  the  mistake  and  all  that  occasioned  it."    I 

.lly  and  poetically,  once  a  month  for  these  last 

.he  other,  at  liast  ailer  the  first  eighl-and-fbrty 

it  now,  however,  say  a  word  or  two  about  Pope, 


two  syllables  too  many;  but 
every  one  must  till  up  the  blank  as  he  pleases. 

What  I  saw  ofMr.  Bowles  increased  my  surprise  and 

regret  that  he  should  ever  have  lent  his  talents  to  Bu<:h 

(.     if  he  had  been  a  fool,  there  «ould  have  been 

excuse  for  him ;  if  he  had  i>een  a  needy  or  a  bad 

.  his  coi:duct  would  have  been  intelligible  i  but  ha 

is  the  oppo^fe  of  all  these ;  aJtd  thmking  and  feeling  as 

I  do  of  Pope,  to  me  the  whole  thing  is  unaccountable. 

However,  I  must  call  things  by  their  right  names.     I 


Vir.  Boh 


od-sEdlt 


El  will  ni 


>ofmys€ 


Although  I  regret  having  published  "English  Bards 
and  SootchHeviewers,"the  part  which  I  regret  the  loaal 
is  that  which  regards  Mr.  Bowles  with  reference  to  Pope. 
Whilst  I  was  writing  that  publicalion,  in  1B07  and  1809* 
Mr.  Qobhouse  was  desirous  that  I  sljould  express  ou 
mulnsl  opinion  of  Pope,  and  of  Mr.  Bowles's  edition  i 
his  worls.  As  I  had  completed  my  outline,  and  fe 
laiy,  I  requested  that  he  would  do  so.    He  did  it.    Hi 

of  "EngiishBardBand8cotchBeviewersi"aiid  acquit 
IS  severe  and  much  more  poedcal  than  niy  own  in  th 

it,  I  omitted  Mr.  Hobhouse's  lines,  and  replaced  thet 
k  gained  less  than  Mr 


Bowles.  I  have  staled  this  in  the  p 
ftditjon.  It  is  many  years  since  I  have  read  that  pi 
but  Ihe  Quarterly  Review,  Mr.  Octavius  Gilchrist 
Mr.  Bowles  himself,  base  been  so  obliging  as  to  ro 

say,  that  in  readmg  over  th< 
'      ■       K>far  Men'  '     " 


cond 


)f  Ihei 


upon  the  subject  of  Bowles's  edition  of  Pope's  Work; 
Mr.  Bowles  says  that  "  Lord  Byron  knows  he  does  n 

met  Mr.  Bowles  occasionally,  in  the  best  sonety  m  Lot 
don;  he  appeared  to  me  an  amiable,  well-inlbmied, 
and  extremely  able  man.  I  desire  nothing  betlei 
to  dine  in  company  with  such  a  mannered  man 


"  becait 


,  of  Pop, 


landid"  ^ 


Mr.  Bowles  says, 'that  "he  has  seen  passages  in  hm 
ttets  to  Martha  Blount,  whicli  were  never  pubbshcd  by 
me,  and  I  hope  fieuer  mil  be  by  o^ers ;  which  ate  so  gross 
as  to  imply  tho  grossest  heentibusneEE."  Is  this  fair 
play?  It  may,  or  it  may  not  bft  that  such  passages  exist ; 
and  that  Pope,  who  was  not  a  monk,  although  a  catholic, 

woman  in  his  youth  ;  but  is  this  a  sufficient  ground  for 
such  a  sweeping  denunciation  V    Where  is  Ihe  u 


rided  h 


)t  taken 


.rsjh 


of  lif 


,o(pro. 


in  the  ages  of  sixteen  and  thirly  wilh  tar 

Pope  7  Pope  lived  ui  the  public  eye'  from  his  youth  up- 
wards ;  he  bad  all  the  dunces  of  his  own  time  for  his 

and  yet  to  what  du  all  their  accumulated  hints  and 
charges  amount ;— to  an  equivocal  lirasoa,viilh  Martna 
Blount,  which  might  arise  as  much  from  his  intirmities 
as  from  his  passions ;  to  a  hopeless  flirtation  wilh  Lady 
Mary  W.  Montagu ;  10  a  story  of  Gibber's ;  and  to  two 
or  three  coarse  passages  in  his  works.   Who  could  come 

six  yeais  I  Why  are  we  to  be  offidously  reminded  of 
such  passages  in  hisletters,  provided  that  (hey  exist?  Is 


/  coarse,  that  I  do  not  helievs  that  they  cculd  be 
ome  of  these  are  couched  as  postscFtptx  to  nu 
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vould  his 


iiiaiij  liesidcs  myself;  but 

■■omdid"  inaven  alluding  to  them?    Nolhing  would 

iisvB  ovenprovoked  me,  on  iniiifferent  speclaior,  fo 

fllludc  to  ibeia,  but  this  furtlier  Btlenip).at  the  deptedar 

ImuofPope. 

What  should  »c  aay  to  an  editor  of  Addiaon,  who 
tiled  the  following  passage  from  Walpote's  letlera  to 
(iGurge  Montagu?  **  Dr- Youn  g  h  as  published  anew  booki 
etc.  Mr.  Addison  sent  for  the  young  Earl  of  Warwick, 

could  dio  j  nnluckily  he  died  of  imiciy ;  nothing  maki 


say  this  in  Galh  where  you  are."  Suppose  the 
inirodueed  it  with  this  preface ;  "  One  circumatQ 
mentioned  by  Horace  Walpole,  which,  if  true,  was  i 
Jlagiliaas.  Walpole  informs  Montagu  that  Addisc 
lor  the  young  Eail  of  Warwick,  when  dy^g, 


aChristii 


I  j  but  unluckily 


:d  drunk,  etc.,  etc."  Now,  although  there  might 
occur  on  (he  subsequent,  or  an  the  same  page,  a  laia' 
show  of  disbehef,  seasoned  with  the  eipres^on  of  "  lh> 
iHone  candmr"  (the  lome  exactly  as,  throughout  th( 
bai^),l  should  say  that  thb  editoi' t'aa  either  Ibolish  oj 
false  (o  his  trust ;  such  a  eiDry  ought  not  lo  have  beoi 
ndmitled,  except  for  one  brief  mark  of  crushing  in- 
dignation, uuless  ii  were  campkltb/  pnnied.  Why  tht 
words "■/"&T«?"Thl.t''i/'"i3notapeace-maker.  Why 

what  dees  this  amount?  that  Poja,  when  very  yoi 

a  house  of  carnal  recreation.  Mr.  Bowles  was  not  al" 
a  clergyman ;  and  when  he  was  a  very  young  man, 
he  never  seduced  mto  as  murJi?  If  I  were  in  the  bun 
Kir  story-lelUn^,  and  relating  little  anecdotes,  I  could 
(ell  a  much  belter  story  of  Mr.  Bowlee  than  Gibber's,  up- 

Ihat  of  a  Ihird  person,  whom  Mr.  Bowles  names  oftener 
(ban  once  in  (he  coiirse  of  his  reifies.  This  gentleman 
related  il  lo  me  as  a  humorous  and  ™tty  anecdote  i 
and  so  it  was,  iirfii.lever  its  other  characterislicB  might  be. 
But  should  I,  fri  ^      " 


rl  of  lo 


agood  w 


here  befon,  the  prevalence  of  (I 


le  the  T 


>f  the  charge  of  a 


JCh  chains  upon  an  i 
r  hypoorites,  perhaps  both.  ' 
Dnipounded  ui  a  happy  mistui 
Mr,  Octavius  Gilchrist  speal 
"second  tumbler  of  hoi  wbil 
i!    Is  there  any  1 


se  for  b 


ishycf 


onalhan  Wild,  "  ho  preferred  punch, 
B  was  nothing  against  it  in  scripture." 
lo  behere  that  Mr.  Bowles  wa^  fonil 


If  belwe 


I  the 


^ly  of  water.  But  different  writers  have 
ts  tastes.  Judge  Blockstoneeomposedhis  "Com- 
itaries"  (howssapoel  loo  m  his  youth),  with  a 
le  of  port  before  him.  Addison's  conversation  vras 
good  for  much  (in  he  had  taken  a  similar  dosel 

t  mferior  U  the  very  dilferent  one  of  a  soi-disanl 
at  of  this  day,  who,  after  wandermg  amcngst  Ihe  hills, 
ivns,  goes  to  bed,  and  dictates  his  verses,  being  fed 
a  by-standsr  with  l»ead  and  butler,  during  the  opera- 

[  now  come  lo  Mr.  Bowles's  "  invariable  prhiciples  of 
poetry."  These  Mr.  Bowles  and  some  of  his  correspond- 
lounco  "unanswerable;"  (md  they  are  "unan- 
'  at  least  by  Campbell,  who  seems  to  have  been 
id  bj  the  title.  The  suUan  of  the  time  being, 
to  ally  himself  to  the  king  of  Prance,  because 
ed  the  word  league:"  which  proves  that  Ihe 
II  understood  French.  Mr.  Campbell  has  no 
need  of  my  alliance,  nor  shall  I  presume  to  ofler  il ; 
bull  do  halo  that  word  "invariable,"  What  is  there 
olhwrum,  be  it  poetry,  [ibiloaophy,  wit,  wisdom,  science, 
power,  glory,  mind,  matter,  life  or  death,  which  is 
"iramoWe?"  Of  course  I  put  Ibmgs  divine  out  of 
Ihe  question.  Of  all  arrogant  baptisms  of  a  book,  this 
title  to  a  pamphlet  appears  the  nHst  complacently  con- 
ceited. Il  is  Mr.  Campbell's  part  to  answer  the  contents 

"  Ship,"  which  Mr.  Bowles  most  triumphantly  ptodaims 
to  have  Struck  to  his  very  first  fh-e. 


Il  is  no  Bftairofmine.bui  having  once  begun  (certainly 
not  by  my  own  vrieh,  but  called  i^on  by  the  frequent 
recurrence  to  my  name  in  the  pamphlets),!  am  like  an 
Irishman  in  a  "row,"  "any  body's  euslomer."  I  shall 
ihcrefore  say  a  ivord  or  two  on  the  "  Ship." 
Mr.  Bowles  asserts  that  Campbell's  "Ship  ofthe  Line" 
derives  all  its  poetry  not  from  "  art"  but  from  "  nBturr." 
"Take  away  the  waves,  the  winds,  the  sun,  etc.,  etc.  o«e 
will  become  a  stiipe  of  blue  bunting ;  and  the  other  a 

lake  away"the  waves,"  "  the  wmds,"  and  there  will 
be  no  'hip  al  all,  not  only  far  poetical,  but  ibr  any 
other  purpose;  and  lake  away  "the  sun,"  and  we  must 
read  Mr.  Bowles's  pamphlet  by  candle-lighL     But  ti.e 

eic.;  onlheeontra[y,the"Shipof  IheLuie"  confen 
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own  po^iry  upon  tlie  waterSi  and  heightens  Itmra,  ] 
iiol  lieiiy,  ihat  ihe  "  wavaa  und  winds,"  and  abovi 
"  Ihe  sun,"  are  highly  poelical ;  we  know  it  to  o« 
il,  by  ihe  many  descri)>tions  of  Ihem  m  veisc ;  bu 


8un  BboDO  neiUier  upon  pytannda,  nor  fleets,  not  lor- 
u-hisses,  would  its  beams  be  equalLy  poetical?  I  think 
nol :  the  poetry  Is  al  least  reciprocal.  Take  away  "  iJie 
ship  of  the  line"  "*  swinging  round  "  the  "calm  waler," 

tiling  to  look  al,  partiou  -irly  if  not  tianB[jaranlly  clear; 
witness  the  tiiousanda  who  pass  by  without  looking  on 
it  al  all.  What  was  it  altraoted  the  thousands  to  Ihe 
launch?  ihey  might  have  seen  the  poetical  "calm  waler," 
at  Wapping,  ot  in  the  "  London  Dock,"  or  in  the  Pad- 
in  any  other  vase.  Thej  might  have  heard  the  poetical 
garret-window ;  they  might  have  seen  the  sun  shining 


could  the  ' 


cabn  wat^r,"  or  the  "  wind,"  or  the  « 
ranj  of  these,  "  poetical!"  I  Ihinb 
t  admits  "  the  sMp  "  to  be  poedcal,  but  only 
icce^sorios:  nowif  ihey«m/er  poetj-y  so  i 
ie  thing  poetical,  they  would  make  olh 
cal;  the  more  go,  as  Mr.  Bowles  calls  a  "  sh 
wilhoutthem,  Uiatiatosay.its  "masts  ai 

'tall  poles."  Solheyare;  and  porcelain 
lan  is  dust,  and  flesh  is  grass,  and  yet  tl 

,  at  least  upon  a  sea-piece.  Did  any  paint 
he  sea  CJn^,  without  tJte  addition  of  a  shi 
.,  or  some  such  adjunct  1  Is  the  sea  itself 


r,  in  the, 


onyl  Is  a 


in  of  the  Shipv 


it  Ihe  s(< 


ship  which  most  interestk  ?  both  nmcA,  undoubtedly 
without  the  vessel,  what  should  we  care  for  (he  tempest! 

itself  was  never  esteemed  a  high  order  of  that  art, 

SooU,  Moore,  and  Southey,  perhaps  (who  have  bee 
xs),Iliave  awunt  more  mUesihan  all  the  rest  o 


Iheni 


a  month  out  of  sight  of  the  ocean :  besides  being  brought 

loct,  when  anchored  off  Cape  Sigo 
EngUsh  frigate,  a  violent  squall  com 

cable,  or  drive  from  her  anchorage.  Mr.  Hohht 

to  Abjdos,  and  were  just  returned  in  time.  Th 
of  a  storm  in  the  Archipdago  is  as  poetical  as  need  be, 
leing  particular!)' short,  dashing, 


'igation 


sandbr 


^bjth 


ihoftheTroad,Lem 
the  aSEociaUons  of  the  6m< 
"jtos^cat'^  of  all  at  the  mo 
boultvio  hundred)  of  Greek 


:udding  vessels,  darling  oi 
owappeaj' 


rthefoa 


fkgbet. 


lUarlj  while  sa\\s 


cloud  of  night,  wi 
(the  Levant  sails  not  beuig  of  " 
hite  cotton),  ^mming  along  as  quickly,  but  lass  safely 
lan  the  sea-mews  which  hovered  over  them ;  their  evi- 
^t  distress,  their  reduction  to  fluttenng  speclis  in  the 

intending  with  the  giant  el^ent,  which  made  our 
out  forty-four's  teak  timbers  (she  was  built  in  India) 

e  as  Gomeibing  nir  mors  "  poetical "  than  the  mere 

luld  possibi}'  have  been  without  them. 
The  Euime  is  a  noWe  sea  to  look  upon,  and  the  pwt 

of  Constantinople  the  most  beautiful  of  harbours,  and 
It  think  that  *e  twenty  sail  of  the  linfl, 
indred  and  ^orly  guns,  rendered  it  mere 

"poetical"  by  day  in  the  sun,  and  by  night  perhaps  still 
>re,  for  the  Turks  illuminate  their  vessels  of  war  in  a 
inner  the  most  picluresque— and  yet  all  this  is  arllfi- 
.■U  As  for  the  Euxine,  I  stood  upon  the  Symplegadea 
I  s^od  by  the  broken  altar  still  eipoaed  to  tho  winds 
ion  one  of  them— I  fell  all  the  "pocfrv"of  thesitua- 
>n,  as  I  repeated  the  first  lines  of  Medea ;  hut  would 
t  that  "  poetry  "  have  been  heightened  by  the  Arga  J 
was  BO  even  by  the  appearance  of  any  merchant 
ssel  arriving  from  Odessa.  But  Mr.  Bowles  says, 
whybiing  your  ship  olT  the  slocks?"  for  no  reason 
at  I  know,  except  that  ships  B(e  built  to  be  launched. 
lie  water,  etc.,  undoubtedly  REiQarEHS  the  poetical 
sodatioHs,  but  it  does  not  makt  them ;  and  the  ship 
pply  repays  the  obligation  t  they  aid  each  other ;  Ihe 


grand  ac 


1  ship,  Ie 


IS  like  dull  prose  m 


fflght.  Even  E 
,  wrecKea  upon  the  barren  sand, 
{and  Wordsworth,  who  made  i 
washing-tub  and  a  blind  boy,  may  tel 

ithoot  the  boat,  w 
imphlet  lately  published. 
What  makes  the  poetry  in  the  image  of  the 
aHe  of  Tadmor,"  or  Grainger's  "  Ode  to  { 

e  "iiias!B,"lheor(i>;ia(or  the  nnlKroIobje 
waste  "is  like  all  other  Kjoslcj,-  butthe  "hi 
almyra  makes  the  poetry  of  the  passage  t 


leautiful  but  barre 
a,  her  hills  and  mi 
Lopappu3,etc.,et 


n  Hyme 


a,lhei 


hole  coast 
i  poetical. 


theinselve: 
nuue  of  Athens,  of  A 
lins,  were  swept  from  the  earth.     But 
that  the  "nature  "of  Attica  would  be 
rilhout  the  "art" of  the  Acropolis?  of 
the  Timple  of  Theseus  ?  and  of  the  still  all  Greek  and 
muments  of  her  esquisitsly  artificial  genius? 

aon,  or  tho  rodt  on  which  it  stands  ?    The 
if  Cape  Colonna,  or  the  Cape  itself?    Tho 
rocks,  at  the  foot  of  it,  or  the  recollei*ia  that  FaicoiieHi 
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irable  i 


Greece,  of  Asia  Minor,  SivilietiBnd,  or  even  orCinlrB 
in  Portugal,  or  (o  man;  3c«i«a  odtaiy,  and  the  Sierras 
of  Spaio  7  Bu(  it  is  the  "  or!,"  the  columns,  the  lem- 

aod  their  modem  poetry,  anil  not  the  epots  ihsmselves. 
Without  them,  the^Mts  of  earth  would  be  unnoticed 
and  unknown ;  buried,  like  Bahjion  and  Ninerah,  in 
uidistinct  confusion,  without  poetry,-a3  without  exist- 

transpoFted,  if  they  were  cj^abU  of  transportation, 
like  the  obelisk,  and  the  sphini,  and  the  Memnon'e 
head,  lAere  ihey  would  still  eiist  in  the  perfection  of 
(heir  beauty,  and  in  Uie  pride  of  their  poetry.  I  opposed, 
and  will  ever  oppose,  the  robbery  of  ruins  from  Athens, 


le  very  Cloaoaj  of  Tarquin  at  Rome  are  as  po- 
I  as  Richmond  Hill ;  many  wiU  tbinl!  moro  so. 
Take  away  Rome,  and  leave  the  Tiber  and  the  seven 
Is,  in  the  nature  of  Evander's  time ;  lot  Mr.  Bowles, 
Mr.  Wordawor^  or  Mr.  Sonthey,  or  any  of  the 
ler  "naturals,"  make  a  poem  upon  them,  and  then 
i  which  is  most  poetjcal,  Ih^  produc^on,  or  tlie 
umanest  guide-book  which  tells  you  the  road  from 
Su  Peter's  (o  the  Coliseum,  and  informs  you  what  you 
t.  The  ground  inleresls  in  Virgil, 
Rome,  and  not  because  it  is  Evan- 


Mr.  Bowlt 


.  ibenf 


The™ 


English  i 


Mr.  Bowles  contem 
Egypt  are  poetical,  b^ 
boundless  deseria,"  an 


is  the  poeify  of 

,  again,  thai  the  pyramids  of 


'shield  of  Achilles 
>f  Achilles 


yramid  of  the  san: 
I  in  "Lincobi'sln 
Fleids ;"  not  so  poe^oal,  certainly ;  but  take  away  ll 
"  pyramids,"  and  what  is  ihe  "  desert  ?"  Take  awa 
Slone-henge  from  Salisbury  plain,  and  it  is  nolliir 
more  than  Hounslow  Heath,  or  any  othfer  uninclcse 
down.  iLappoars  tome  that  St.  Peter's,  the  Coliseuti 
the  Pantheon,  the  Palatine,  the  Apollo,  the  Loocoon, 
the  Venus  di  Medicis,  Ihe  Hercules,  Ihe  dymg  Gladiau 
the  Moses  of  Michel  Angelo,  and  all  the  higher  worl 
of  Canova  (I  have  alresjUy  spoken  of  those  of  ancie 


and  Ihe 
by  Palroclus,  and  the  celestial  armour,  and 
1  the  very  brazen  greaves  of  the  well-booled  Greeks  7  Is 
t  solely  from  the  legs,  and  the  back,  and  the  breast,  and 
he  human  body,  which  Ihey  inclose  7  In  that  case,  it 
vould  have  been  more  poetical  to  have  made  tbem  fight 
laked ;  and  Gulley  and  Gregson,  as  being  nearer  to  a 


te  of  nati 


n  Hect 


id  Achilles 


radial 


of  mind,  and  preatippoae  poetry  in  their  very  eoncep- 
Ijon ;  and  have,  moreover,  as  bang  such,  a  something 
of  actual  life,  which  cannot  belong  to  any  part  ofi 
male  nalure,  unless  we  adopt  Ihe  system  of  Spi 
that  (hs  world  is  the  daty.  There  can  be  nolhing 
poeiica'  in  its  aspect  than  the  city  of  Venice :  doe 


Is  it  the  canal  which  runs  between  ibe  palace'  and 
prison,  or  tlie  "  Bridge  of  Sighs  "  which  connects  Ih. 
that  render  it  poelica!  7  Is  it  Ibe  "CanalGrande','' 


lad  of  the  clash  of  hebneta,  and  the  rushing  of 
s,  and  the  whizsing  of  spears,  and  Ihe  glancing 
rds,  and  the  cleaving  of  shields,  and  the  pierung 
isl-platBs,  why  not  represent  the  Greeks  and 
0  Trojans  like  two  savage  tribes,  lug^ng  and  tearing,  and 
liclung,  and  biting,  and  gnashing,  foaming,  grinning,  and 
jDuging,  in  all  the  poetry  of  martial  nature,  unencum- 
jsred  with  gross,  prosaic,  arlifiosl  wins,  an  equal  au- 


Is  thert 


ofBhesi 


h  Ml  brim  (having  forgotten  his 


cated7 


h  his  h 


linking  than 


which  to 


over  it,  the  palaces  which  hue,  and  Ihe  gondolas  which 
gbde  over  Ihe  waters,  Ihal  render  this  dty  more  poetical 
than  Rome  itself  7  Mr,  Bowles  will  say,  perhaps,  that 
Ihe  Rialio  is  but  marUe,  the  palaces  and  churches  only 
stone,  and  Ihe  gondolas  a  "  coarse  "  black  cloth,  li 
o»er  some  planks  of  carved  wood,  with  a  shining  Utof 
hmtaaiically-lbrmed  iron  al  the  prow,  "iwi'ioai"  the 
water.  And  I  tell  him  that  wilhout  these  the  water 
nuuid  be  lothing  but  a  clay-coloured  ditch,  and  wbo- 
•tvor  says  (he  contrary,  deserves  to  be  at  the  bottom  of 
that  where  Pope's  heroes  are  embraced  by  the  mud- 
iivmpns.  There  would  be  nothing  to  make  the-canal 
li  Venice  more  poetical  (nan  that  of  Paddinglon,  were 
It  not  for  the  EftiGual  adjuncts  above  mentioned,  al- 
(lOUgn  it  is  a  perfectly  natural  canal,  formed  by  Ihe 


In  Gray-  _, 
his  "ahapelesssoulptute?"  Of  sculpture 
it  maybe  observed, that  it  is  more  poetical  than  nature 
itself,  inasmuch  as  it  represents  and  bodies  forth  that 
ideal  beauty  and  sublimity  which  is  never  to  be  found 

but,  always  excepting  the  Venus  di  Medicis,  I  diifei' 
fi-om  that  opinion,  at  least  as  far  as  regards  female 
beauty,  for  the  head  of  Lady  Charlemont  (when  I  first 
saw  hw,  nine  years  ago)  seemed  to  possess  aU  that 
sculpture  could  require  for  ils  ideal.  I  recollect  seeing 
something  of  the  same  kind  tti  the  head  of  an  Albanian 
girl,  who  was  actually  employed  in  mending  a  road  in 

Italian  faces.    Bui  of  subli. 


UallU 


appro! 


f  sculpture,  Htber  in  the  Apollo,  Ihe  Moses,  or' other 

Let  us  cjamine  a  htlio  further  this  "babble  of  green 
lelds,"  and  of  bare  nalure  in  gencr^,  as  superior  lu 
itificial  imagery,  for  the  coetical  purposes  of  the  tiiie 


b,  Google 


LETTER  ON  BOWLES'S  STRICTURES  ON  POPE. 


Even 


lu  a  ILleral  copy  of  a.  covnuy,  but  he  Lnveola 
ies  one.  Noliirn,  in  her  ociual  aspecl,  doei 
him  wiih  such  existing  aoones  ns  herequ 


city,. 


calebraied  scene  from  mountain  or  other 
must  be  taJien  from  aoms  par^culiu-  point  of 
v'nb  Buch  light,  iind  shade,  and  distance,  etc. 
not  only  to  heighten  ilE  beauUcs,  but  to  shadi 
fotmitjes.  The  poetry  of  naluie  alone,  ixadi^  as  she 
appears,  ii  not  sutGci«nt  10  hear  him  tiuL  The  very  sky 
of  his  painting  is  not  the  porlraii  of  the  sky  of  n 
it  is  a  composition  of  different  sHes,  obaerTBd 
farent  limes,  and  not  the  ivhole  copied  from  any  p 
today.  And  why  J  Because  Nature  is  not  la 
her  beauties ;  they  are  widely  scatlered,  and  uccas 
displayed,  to  be  selected  witli  care,  and  gathered  with 
difficulty. 


Ofsc 


e  of  If 


imbodylUE  hi 


is  the  ) 


IS  ihe  Greek  of  old  did  i 


commodating  the  faces  with  which  Nature  and  his  sil- 

his  art;  with  the  etoeption  of  perhaps  ten  faoes  in  as 

^le  without  shading  niuch  and  adding  moro.  Nature, 
exactly,  simply,  barely  nature,  mill  make  no  great  artist 
of  any  kind,  and  least  of  all  a  poet— the  most  oitiGcial, 
perhaps,  of  all  arlisls  in  liis  very  essence.  Willi  regard 
to  natural  imagery,  the  poets  are  obliged  to  take  sc 
their  best  illuslrations  from  art.  You  say  that  "  a 


If  the  poet  had  said  that  Cassius  had  tun  his  Jrt 

ofMr.  Bowles's  "nature"  to  help  it;  but  the  BrtiGc 
dagger  is  more  poetical  than  any  natural  hand  withoul 
In  the  sublime  cjsacred  poetry, "  Who  is  this  that  comeih 
from  Edom?  viilb  dyed  gismmls  from  Boirah?"  Would 
*'  the  comer"  be  poetical  without  his  "  dyed  gmmt 
which  strike  and  starve  the  spectator,  and  identify  the 


Th- 

wthe 

ofR 

Rr»i-i 

^rn 

x»heeU 

=/l 

3  cha 

rioL" 

Jolon 

n  his  Song,  com- 

^to^ 

1^  had  said,  tha 

Z:^^^ 

ptcT, 

.shke 
alas 

that  o 
fheh 

dcon 

pare 

"  it  would  have 
dherloatree. 

What 


■e  for  I 


if  soldier 

ssofmob?  Their  arms,  liici 
dresses,  their  banners,  and  Iho  art  and  artiKcial  eym 
retry  of  Ihar  position  and  movements.  A  Higliland 
['s  plaid,  a  Mussulman's  turban,  and  a  Roman  toga 
re  more  poetical  than  the  tattooed  or  untattooad  but- 
^e  of  a  New-Sajidwich  savage,  although  they  werer 
ascribed  by  William  Wordswgtlh  himself  like  the 
'  idiot  in  his  glory.'' 

the  generaUty  of  landsmen  r  and,  to  my  la 


larger 


voy,  wit 


a  few 


.il  of  the 


onduct 


-oapeet  as  all  that 

me  great  ammiral,"  with  all  its  tackle,  to  the  Scotch  lit 
the  Alpine  tannen :  and  (hink  thai  Tnorc  poetry  has  beat 
ade  out  of  it.  In  what  does  the  infinite  superiority  of 
Falconet's  Shipwreck,"'over  all  other  shipwrecks^  con^ 
sist  J  In  his  admiraMe  application  of  the  lerma  of  his 

I,  by  his  application,  make  the  su^ngth 
and  reality  of  his  poem.  Why?  because  hewasapoet, 

otnameoial  than  nature.  It  is  precisely  in  general  na- 
ture, and  in  stepping  o_ut  of  his  element,  that  Falconer 
lails ;  where  he  digresses  to  speak  of  ancient  Greece, 


In  Dyer's  Grongar  Bill,  upon 
the  very  appearance  of  Nature  }. 
an  artificial  image : 


And  here  also  we  have  the  te! 
hich,  from  Milton,  has  rendere< 
iipham  over  Mr.  Campbell: 


is  fame  rt 


Is  not  this  the  crlg 


I  .OIU  cloudy  day. 
>f  the  far-famed 


0  the  sea.  Let  any  one  look 
the  long  wall  of  Malamocco,  which  curbs  the  Adtiat 

iliat  Homan  work  (I  mean  Romaa  in  conception  a 
performance),  which  says  to  the  ocean,  "  thus  far  sh 
■  0  further,"  and  is  obeyed,  is  not  1. 
:al  than  Ihe  angry  *vaves  which  van 


ik  heneai 


nakes  the  chiefparl  ofa  phip's  f 
™di"  then  why  is  a  ship  uiiuer  I 
hogra  a  high  wind?    The  h 

"tall  poles;"  both  ate  violcn 
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jwles  Idl  u!  UiW  the  poelry  of  nn  aq 


tmd  Elvas,  q 


lithe  1 


nains  of  that  i 


re  nsked  "  w 

>r  the  manufactory  of  paleot  shot,  suirounded 
une  scenery?"  I  will  answei^-the  orcfti 
eslinin!lerAl.bey,orSamtPi  "    ' 


oetiy,  afl  objecl 


^rurke,  duriog  Moroamra  Venetian  siege,  and  part  of  il 
dealfoyed  in  consequence.  Cromwell's  dragoons  slallec 
Iheir  steeds  in  Worcester  cathedral ;  was  it  teea  poe^ 
cal,  as  an  object,  than  before  ?  Ask  a,  foreigner 
proach  to  London,  what  AtrikeA  him  as  the  most  poetical 
of  ihe  towers  before  him ;  he  will  point  out  St.  Paul's  and 
Weatminsler  Abbey,  ivilhout,  perhaps,  kn< 

fiw  patent  sliol,"  not  that,  tor  any  thing  he  knowf 
Ihe  contrary,  it  might  not  be  the  maueolenni  of  a  ni 
arch,  or  a  Waterloo  column,  or  a  Trafalgar  raonirai. 

To  the 


^t,  ^vh^tever  his  department,  a 

Had  Gray  wrjlten  nothing  bu 
ands,  I  am  not  sure  that  he  vi 
is  the  corner-stone  of  hia  gloi 
'ould  be  insufficient  for  his  faj 
f  Pope  is  partly  founded  upi 
dignity  of  his  order  of  poetry, 
^tnhuted  by  the  ingenuous  ix 


the  highest  of  ail  poetry  is  ethical  poetr 
of  all  eartiily  objects  must  be  moral  t 
lake  a  pari  of  my  subject  ]  ■ 


hands  except  Milton's  and  Dante's,  ar 

though  in  supernatural  drcumstances.  Wiiat 
^crates  the  greatest  of  men?  His  moral  truth— 
his  ethics.  What  proved  Jesus  Christ  the  Son  of  God 
hardly  ieas  than  his  mhades?  Hia  moral  precepts. 
And  if  ethtca  hate  made  a  pliilosopher  the  lirst  of  men, 
I  disd^ed  as  an  adjunct  to  his  gospel 
by  the  Deity  hmisoU;  are  we  to  be  (old  Ihat  ethical 
poelry,  or  didaclie  poelry,  or  by  whatevei 


is  not  the  i 


trial'  ai 


ilionofUie 
a  forest?" 


■0  has  rendered 
the  "  game  of  cards  poetical,"  is  ij/ar  the  grealer  of 
the  two.   But  all  this  "ordering"  of  poets  is  purely 
bitrary  on  the  part  of  Mr.  Bowles.  There  may  or  n 

poet  is  always  ranlicd  according  to  his  eiecution,  i 
not  acc<n'ding  to  his  branch  of  the  art. 

Tragedy  is  one  of  (he  highest  presomed  ordt 
Hughes  hEis  written  a  tragedy,  and  a  very  successful  < 


Fenlt 


and  Popi 


ai  Mr.  Bowles  himself  rank  Hughes 
Fenton  as  poets  above  Poju  7  VVaseyen  Adjiison  I 
author  of  Cato),  or  Rowe  [one  of  the  higher  order  of 
drsmatisls,  as  lir  as  success  goes),  or  Young,  oi 


will   CO 

ntend  for  da 

asificatio 

s  of  this  kin 

fl,  le 

himr 

latdescripl 

las  been  ranked 

the  low 

ornament,  but  whio 

should 

ever  form  • 

(he 

ofapo 

em.    The  II 

lions,  wi 

h  Ihe  most 

e™B«> 

aodthemosi 

s  taste  in  E 

irope,  posses 

nan  live  gretii  poets,  they  say,  Dante,  Petrarch,  A 
Tasso,  aod  lastly  Alfieri ;  and  whom  do  they  esteem 
j(  the  highest  of  Ihese,  and  some  of  them  the 
highest?  Petrari;n,thesonnf(l«r.-  it  is  true  that  son 
his  OaiEOui  are  not  less  esteemed,  hut  noi  more ; 
cv»  dreams  of  his  Latin  Africa7 
Were  Petrarch  to  be  ranlied  according  to  the  "ori 

(riace  him?  with  Danteandtheoihcrs?  No:  but. 


s  failed  in 


aU  human 
'.a  Dante's 


<r  and  wi 


forests"  lliat  eiM  were  "  walked"  for  their  "  deaci 

on,"  and  all  the  epics  that  ever  were  founded  u[ 

fields  of  battle.    The  Oeorgics  are  indisputably,  a 

beheve,  undisjmledh/,  even  a  finer  poem  than 

"  The  iiropei  stud!  of  maokbd  la  man," 
It  is  the  Gishion  of  the  day  to  lay  great  stress  uj 


eakmg  of  artifidal  objects,  I  have 


jf  God,  hut  any 
jaieriol  weapon.  The  thunder  of  the  clouds  would 
ave  been  as  ridiculous  and  vaui  in  the  hands  of  ihe 
evils,asthe"VillanouB  saltpetre:"  the angeb  were  as 
mperviouB  to  the  one  as  to  the  other.  The  thunder- 
lolts  became  sublhne  m  the  hands  of  the  Almighty,  no! 
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of  repelling  the  rebel  ap 


)lhl3 


ital  el 


itricity; 


the  Almighlj  iviUed;  and  tJiey  Ml ;  Lib  word  would 
been  enough;  and  Milton  is  as  absurd  (and  in 
blasphtmoas)  in  pulling  niaicrial  Ughtjiings  int 
nuids  of  the  Godhead  es  in  ^ving  him  hands  at 

Tbe  artillery  of  the  demons  was  but  Iha  first  step  of 
his  niiatake,  the  thunder  tha  nail,  and  it  is  astep  lower. 
It  would  lisre  been  fit  fur  Jove,  but  not  for  Jehovah. 
The  subject  altogether  was  esaenllally  unpoetioal ;  ht 
has  mademoreof  ittlian'another  could,  but  ic  is  be- 


and  all  i: 


Pope" 

in  the  Guardian 


n  of  his  reply,  Mr.  Bowles  i 


adnurabla  model  ol 

irony,  his  paper  on  llie  subjeeL    If  there  was  any 

thins  enviable  abtut  Phillips,  it  could  liardly  be  his 

al      Thoy  vierv  despicable,  and  Pope  oipreasod 

IS  CO         pt.    If  Mr.  Fitzgerald  published  a  Tolnme  of 

"  Spirit  of  Discovery,"  or  a  "  Missionary,' ' 

and  A      B  wles  wrote  m  any  periodical  journal  an 

m         p  per  upon  them,  would  this  be  "  envy  ?"  The 

rs       be  "  jRejected  Addresses"  have  ridiculed  the 

a  wenty  "first  living  poets  "  of  the  day ;  but 

d   Ih  j"lh.em?  "EnYj"wrilhcs,itdon'tlttugh. 

r  of  the  "  Rejected  Addresses  "  may  despise 

m       lit  they  can  hardly  "  envy"  any  of  the  persons 

have  parodied :  and  Pope  could  have  no 

mor       VI  d  Phillips  than  he  did  Welsled,  or  Theobalds, 

given  hero  of  the  Dunciad. 


Jtttion  of  Mi'ion'a  style,  as  burlesque  as  tbe  "  Splendid 
SliilUnjj."    These  two  writers  (for  Cowpcr  i«  no  poet, 
into  comparison  in  one  great  work — [he  trans- 
of  Homer.    Now,  wttli  all  the  great,  and  mam- 
uid  manifold,  and  reproved,  and  achno^%lodgi  d, 

:  scholarship,  and  pains,  and  Lime,  and  trouble,  iiid 

vho  will  ever  ky  down  Pope,  unless  Ibr  ihe 
original !  Pope's sas"  n^t  Homer,  it  was  Spondonns ;" 
but  Cowper's  is  not  Homer,  either,  it  is  not  even  Cmv 
per.    As  a  .child  I  first  road  Pope's  Homer  w^b  a  tap- 

guage.  As  a  boy  1  read  Homer  in  the  orj^nal,  as  we 
have  all  done,  some  of  ue  by  fores,  and  a  fcw  by 
favour ;  under  which  description  f  come  is  nolhmg  to 
the  purpose,  it  is  enough  that  I  read  him.  As  a  man 
I  have  tried  to  read  Coivper's  version,  and  I  found  it 
impossible.    Has  any  human  reader  ever  succeeded  I 

And  now  that  wo  have  heard  (he  Catholic  r^roarJicd 
with  envy,  duplicity,  licentiousness,  avarice — what  was 
tbeCalvinist)  He  attempted  the  most  atrocious  of 
crimes  in  the  Christian  code,  vii.  suicide— and  why  f 
Recause  he  was  to  be  exammed  whether  he  was  fit  ibr 


He  could  not  have 


Lvied  hi 


nselfn. 


legreateslpoet ufhisage.  DidMr.l 
Mr.  Phillips,  when  he  asked  him,  "  how  came 


mor 

proceeded  from 

"  envy  "  than  did  Pope' 

ridicule. 

DidheenvySmfi?  Did  he  envy  Bolingbroke 

1  Did  he 

GayUie  unpar 

alleled  success  of  his  « 

Beggar's 

le  answered  that  ihosi 

were  his 

Study  the  first  womi 

bier,  let  Mr.  Bowie 

himself  (whom  I  acq 

itMyo, 

sue 

an  odious  quel 

J)  study  soma  of  his  ow 

poelica 

and  a  high  One 

;  besides  it  is  an  unloosof  passion. 

Goldsmith  envied  no 

only  the  puppets  tor  tl 

and  broke  his 

nns  in  the  attempt  at  n 

alry,bul 

because  two  pretty  v 

cciv 

nthan  he  did.    TUsamvff;  but 

re  does  Pape  sh 


m  of  the  I 


case,  Dryden  envied  IheheroofhisMacFlechnoe.  Mt. 
Bowles  compares,  when  and  where  he  can.  Pope  vrith 
Cowper  (lltesameCowper  whom,  in  his  edition  oTPope, 
nelsughs  at  for  his  attachment  to  an  old  woman," 
Unwin  ^  search  and  you  will  find  it ;  I  remembi 
though  not  the  page);  in  parlicolar  1 


es  Cowper's 


i  catalogue,'  v 


.  an  alTect 


ire.  His< 


lhMrs.1] 


enougLi, 


for  the  old  lady  was  devout,  and  he  was  deraiiged 
why  then  is  the  uifirm  and  then  elderly  Pope  to  be  re 
proved  for  tds  connexion  with  Martha  Blount  ?  Coiv 
per  was  tlie  slmoner  of  Mrs.  Throgmonon  ;  but  Pope' 
charities  were  his  own,  and  they  were  noble  and  <» 
tensive,  far  beyond  his  fortune's  warrant.     Pope  wa 


almpLn, 


upaioriiff  over  Dtture.  in 


siotfasBieras.sodaglEiriLiei 
ira  not  woiifa  sLI  the  btaati 

dining  of  gtockmig.  and  1} 
Soon  al^  the  "  iUdeeted  Ai 


peelrr.andlhaied'one: 


LIBin,  end  a  aooA  peel 
iandlLioproafofai 


by  Google 


550 


BYRON'S  WORKS. 


Ibe  tolerant  yet  ateadv  adhen 

aectaiy  that  ever  anticipated 
others.  Is  ihis  harsh?  I  knov 

whaintight  be  eajd,  with  just. 


i  great  8 


Mof 


-US.  Coi 


I  apparently  n 


Turwa 
"agrees 


esofSQul 


^ata&rt 

irelybig  entirely  upon 
jon  or  by  prosyj  brouL 
«1  Moore.  Mr.  Soulhey 


ii  Mr.  Bowles  in 


leipleeofpoetrj,"    The  least  that  Mr.  Bowles  cm 
do  ui  return  is  In  approve  tho  "  invanabia  pniioiplea 
Mr.  Soulhey."    I  should  have  thought  that  the  wi 
^^  invanakk'^  might  have  stuck  in  Sotilhey^s  throat,  L 


J.  Scoll.  There  is 
genlleman  m  a 
highest  rank". 
Walter,  surely 

"Yon  havB  < 
And  in  asleris 


I  of  the  I 
■e  {et  lu  Bnle!)  also  approves,  and  a 


.   Whoei 
ajudg; 


It  of  Midi 


that  "the  iimI"    which  Mr.  Bowles  has 
head  should  be  driven  through  hia  own  e 

The  allention  of  the  poetical  populace  of 
day  to  obtain  an  ostracism  against  Pops  is  as  ea^y  ac- 
counted far  as  the  Aihenian's  shell  against  Aristidea 

They  are  also  fighting  for  hfe ;  for  if  he  maintains  h 
Elation,  they  will  reach  their  own  falling.  They  hai 
"    "      'in  temple  of  the 


i  than 


practice  T  have  borrowed  t 
tented  wiih  their  own  grotesq' 
iroy  the  prior  and  purely  beau 


purest  archite. 

figure,  they  are  not  c< 
edifice,  unless  they  de 

(Kie,  BUd  I  am  ashajned  of  ii.    I  liaec  been  amon 
Ihe  builders  of  thi^  Babel,  attended  by  a  conftisioi 

;he  classic  temple  of  our  predecessor.    I  have  loved 
sJid  honoured  the  fame  e 
and  unrivalled  man,  far  more  than  my  own  pallry 
renown,    and    Ihe    trashy   jingle    of  the  crowi' 
*■  sehools  "  and  upstarts,  who  pretend  to  rival,  or 

■     ■     ■     '    ■  ould  be 


5r  Uiat  3 


■iithe, 


■e  tliosc  who  will  bi 


nethor 


d  for  publics 


llshed,  has  or  has  not  been  it 
look  upon  Ibis  as  the  decUning  age  of  English 
>  regard  for  others,  no  selfish  feeling,  can  pr( 
am  seeing  lliis,  and  expressing  the  trulh.  Tl 
;  no  worse  sign  lor  the  Ijisle  of  the  times  I 
iptecialion  of  Pope.  It  would  he  better  to  re 
■oof  Mr.  Gobbet's  ri     "     ' 


■  of  Ihe  repul! 


;   snd,ii 


of  the  most 
our  moral) 
a-ipUon,  in 


e  highe 


poetry,  because  it  does  Ihat  in  iwrse,  which  tht 
grcslesl  of  men  have  wished  to  accomplish  ui  prose, 
isence  of  poetry  most  be  a  lie,  throw  it  lo  the 
dogs,  or  banish  it  from  your  republic,  as  Plato  would 
done.     He  who  can  reconcile  poetry  with  truth 
vifldoRi,  is  the  only  true  "poet "  in  '  ' 

niater,"  "  the  cmaor  " — why  mast 
,"  the  "  fagner,"  "  the  tale-teller!' 


4  as  Shakspeai 


(once  81.  Sophia's),  il 


ly  that  Popr 


d  Milton,  I 


s  high  a 


Saturday  Night,"  a  deacripl 

the  same  style ;  the  rest  are 

much  for  the  Tank  of  his  ipraductionA ;  d 


BwTti  is  the  ^ 


St  of  his  art.     Of  Pi 


B  also  of  the  effect 


which  the  present  attempts  at  ,  _ 
our  literature.  If  any  great  naUonal  or  natural  con- 
vulsion could  or  should  overwhelm  your  country,  ui 
such  sort  as  to  sweep  Great  Brilain  from  the  kingdoms 
of  the  earth,  and  leave  only  that,  alier  aU  the  most 

and  read,  and  imilaled,  by  the  wise  of  fuuire  and  far 

should  become  the  learning  of  mankind,  diveslod  of 
paity  cabals,  temporary  fashions,  and  national  pride 
and  prejudicej  an  Englishman,  anxious  thai  the  pos- 
terity of  strangers  should  know  that  lliere  had  been 
such  a  thing  as  a  British  Epic  and  Tragedy,  might  wish 
for  the  preservation  of  BhakspeiuB  and  Milton ;  but 
the  surviving  world  would  snatch  Pope  fi«m  ihe  wreck, 
and  let  the  rest  ank  with  the  people.  He  is  the  moral 
poet  nf  all  civilization,  and,  as  such,  let  us  hope  that 
he  will  one  day  be  the  national  poet  of  mankind.  He 
is  the  only  poet  that  never  shocks  ;  the  only  poet  whose 

iver  his  productions ;  cnnsidtT  ihar  siilenl,  and 
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oden  ptirkd.    [f  his  graal  charn 


.  append  a  postacripi,— 
!y-geiiing  passioa ;"  bi 


thought  upon  this  pc 
Then  there  is  Aide 
dolea.  There  is  Po| 


■\y  almost  as  oflen  as  Mr.  Bowks, 
aant  things  said,  and  some  as  nn- 
plcasant,  as  couM  well  be  pronounced.  In  Ihe  review 
)f  "  Tlie  Pall  of  Jetuaalem,"  il  is  staled  that  1  have  de- 

^heisin,"  which,  b^ng  interp'eted,  means  Ihsl  I  wor- 
ship the  devil.  Ijow,  I  have  neither  wrilt^n  a  reply,  nor 
complained  to  GiSbrd.  I  believe  that  I  observed  m  a 
you,  that  I  thought  "that  the  critic  might  have 


ofiw 


e  been 


endence.     But  ll 


m  (^  this 


s  in  Mr.  Bowles's  decliration,  thai  I 
spolten"  of  his  "noblegenerosilj  to  Ihe  outcast,  Richard 

generoiishearl,"AmirteJoc<MTedMftisrH:oi;«riDniuAm 
kearotc.-"  What!  is  it  come  to  this  7  DoesMr.Bi 


ell  Does  he  anatomize  his 
tical?  Does  he 
libles  ?  Does  he 

duplicity?  and  then  omit  the  good  qi 


.  oditioi 


with  his  faults 


might,  in  part,  h 


ired  this  i 


And  then  plead  tJiat^f^diE^n^forri 
Is  this  the  frame  of  mmd  and  of  mi 


iiofy» 


L  which  ll 


hed5  If  Mr.  Bowlea 
lio  must  have  had  access  to  all  the  meana  of  refreshin; 
s  memory,  did  not  rocoltect  these  (acts,  he  is  aa&t  fo 
s  task ;  but  if  he  tlid  recollect,  and  omit  them,  1  know 
It  what  he  is  fit  for,  but  I  linoiv  what  would  be  fit 
r  him.  Is  liie  plea  of  "  not  recollecting"  such  pn^ni- 
inl  facts  to  be  admitted?  Mr.  Bowles  has  been  at  a 
ibhc  school,  and,  as  I  have  .been  publicly  educated 
io,l  can  sympathize  with  his  predilection.  When  we 
ore  in  the  third  form  even,  had  we  pleaded  on  the 
«iday  mornmg,(hat  we  had  not  brought  up  the  Satur- 
ly's  eieroise  because  "  wa  had  Ibrgotlen  it,"  what 
auld  have  been  the  reply?    And  is  an  excuse,  which 

a  matter  which  so  nearly  concerns  'the  fame  of  th.e 
Et|«>eiofhisogcifnolofhiscountry?  IfMr.Bowles 
I  readily  forgets  the  virMws  of  others,  why  compl^r 


Its  ?     Tlien 


Buthur 


fhile  Ihe  virtues  he  imiltled  from  his  catalog 

Mr.  Bowlos  appears,  indeed,  to  be  susceptible 

ion  to  Mr.  Gilford,  in  which  A*  is  made  respont 
lithe  aiTJclesofthe  Quarterly.  Mr.  Soulhey,  it 
the  most  able  and  eloquent  writer  in  ttiatRe 
pproves  of  Mr.  Bowles's  publication.  Now,  ll 
3  me  tJie  more  impartial,  that,  notwhhsl 


K  criticised?  t  fear  that  writi 
s  and  Utters  of  the  public  journals  as  tl 
:  an  author  of  so  long  a  standing  as  Mr.  Bow 
'e  become  accustomed  <o  each  incidents ; 
angry,  b 


praised  Milma 

nwithou 

lind 

ecesiiarylo 

abuse 

Inotaddatth 

same 

ime,orsoo 

:.llr-r 

MS,  of  the  note 

n  the 

book  of  travels). 

h,,il 

.onh 

not,  if 

mec 

other 

alion?-Ofcour 

eeeo 

ewhen 

.  Bowles  se 

msin 

ate  about  the 

article 

m  Spenoe. 

Yon 

that  I 

ur  confidence,  nor 

ntha 

of  the 

of  the  pun 

al.     Them 

meirt 

saw 

halan 

le,Iwa! 

morally  certs 

linttmtlkn 

wihe 

antho 

"bjh, 

style." 

You 

will  te 

1  me  that  I 

ono( 

;  which  occurred  on  board  of  a  frigate,  in  wh 
a  passenger  and  guest  of  the  captmn's  lor  a  ci 
,ble  time.     The  surgeon  on  board,  a  very  geni 


t.  Upon  ll 
naval  jest 


a  Httla  rough. 


his  brotlier-ofBcers  made  occasional  alluMons 

Lppendage  to  the  doctor's  person.     One  day  a 

young  lieutenant,  in  the  course  of  a  facetious  discus- 
'     "  i,  now,  doctor,  I  should  take  off 

longer  with  you ;  you  grow  scHm'i™*."  He  would  not 
even  admit  so  near  an  approach  as  to  the  hat  which 
protected  it.  Xn  Uke  manner,  if  any  body  approachei 
"""'■"  "  i^ecs-pacityofan 


about  to  prepare  an  edition 
demption  of  Pope  from  Mr.  I! 


jsay 


fl  by  Google 
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E  iFvatflmcttt, 


Ja«e  17,  1S16. 
In  Ihe  year  17—.  tia-nng  for  same  tiToe  delennin«l 

a.  Joiirne}'  through  cuunttiaa  nol  hilherto  much  frs- 
enlod  liy  travollers,  I  set  out,  accompanied  by  a  friend 
lom  I  shall  designate  hy  Iho  name  of  Augi  " 
U.  He  was  a  fan  years  m;  elder,  and  am 
Icrable  fortune  and  aueieia  family— advaola 

exlonBiTe  capadtj  preyenled  him  olilte  fn 


■rating.  S 


reltdere 


wliile  I  was  yel  in  my  novicinte.  While  thug  ongaged,  I 
had  heard  much  both  of  his  past  and  present  life ;  and, 
aldiough  in  these  accounts  there  worS  many  and  irte- 
concilalile  contndictions,  I  could  still  gather  Iron)  the 
whole  that  he  was  a  being  of  no  comnion  order,  and 


.nark. 

would  still  be  n 

markable.    I 

had  eullivated  Ms 

aequo 

Mance  suhsequ 

enUy,Hudend 

hisfti 

udship.butU,la 

tobaunsuaioablei 

eraSbctions  h 

might  have 

possessed  iseemet 

ome  to  have  he 

tred:  thai  hie 

feelings  were 

acute,  I  had  suffi- 

pporlunilieB  of 

bservingi  fo 

aiihough  he  could 

,  he  could  not 

Jtogtther  disgi 

isethemi  still  he 

had  a 

Kiwet  of  giving 

sdilGcult  to  define 

thena 

ture  of  whai  uias  working  m 

Jlin  him;  and  the 

expret 

sionsofhisteati 

res  would  va 

yso  rapidly,  though 

slightly.thMiLwasuse 

esB  to  Uace  them  to  Iheu- sources. 

Itwa 

evident  [hat  be 

was  B  prey  to 

but  whether 

arose  irom 

amlalion,  lave,re- 

se,  ot  merely  from 

a  morbid  lemperamen 

aliintodisea 

B,I<™ul<inotdifH 

cover 

there  were  ein 

utnslances  alleged  wblch  might 

sliBed  it 


applica 


It  before  said,  these  were  so  contradictory 
ccuracy.    Where  there  is  myatery,il  ia  generally  sop- 
e, though 


ould  not  ai 


imssif,  to 


t  of  the 


;ed  with  suflicient  cold- 
young,  and  not  easily  discouraged,  and 
"ceeded  in  ohtaining,  to  a  certain  degree, 
iplacB  intercourse  and  moderate  confidence 
and  every-day  concerns,  created  and  ce- 
imjlarity  of  pursuit  and  frequency  of  meet- 


riie  Ideas  of  him  who  uses  those  words  to  espress  thei 

Unrvell  had  already  travelled  ralenHvely,  and  to  hi 

1  ii^.j  Dpphed  lor  inf'>m]ation  with  regard  to  the  CQ 


e  shadow 


:htbe 


anUnation  which  he  appeared  to  feel  on  such  sul 
and  Ids  apparent  tadifforence  to  all  by  which  ha  was 
more  immediately  surrounded,  gave  tresh  strength. 
This  wish  I  first  lunted,  and  then  expressed :  his  answer, 
though  1  had  partly  ezpectedit.gaveme  all  the  pleasure 
of  surprise— 4ie  consented ;  and,  after  the  requisite  ar- 


rough  those  regions  that  the  in 


robust,  had  h 
without  the  ii 
had  iwilher  c< 


feebled : 


tctic,  yet  he  became  daily 
)f  fatigue,  yet  he  was 


neither  dedi 

evidently  wasting  away ;  he 

silent  and  sleepless,  and  at  length  so  seriously  alti 

that  my  alarm  grew  [R-opor^onate  to  what  I  conce 

■    '    "    danger 


We  111 


rrical  al 


le  ruins  of  Eph< 
:h  I  endeavoured  to  dissuade 
3  of  indisposition — but  in  vain :  there 


hb  p 


id  to  be 
ity  in  his  man- 
ner, which  til  corresponded  with  his  eagerness  to  proceei^ 
on  what  I  regarded  as  a  mere  party  of  pleastire,  littla 
aniledtoBvaletudinarian]  but  I  opposed  him  no  longer 

only  by  a  aerrugee  and  a  single  janizary. 

We  had  passed  half-way  towards  the  remains  of 
Ephesus,  leaving  behind  us  the  more  ferUle  environs  ol 
Smyrna,  and  nere  entering  upon  that  wild  and  ten- 
antless  track  through  the  marshes  and  defiles  which 
lead  to  the  few  huts  yet  lingering  over  the  broken  col- 
umns of  Diana— the  roofless  walls  of  expelled  Christi- 
anity, and  the  still  more  recent  but  complete  desolatian 
of  abandoned  mosques — when  the  sudden  and  rapid  ill- 
ness of  my  companion  obliged  us  to  hall  at  a  Turkish 
cemetery,  the  turbaned  tomhstones  of  which  were  the 
sole  indication  that  human  life  had  ever  been  aaojoumer 
in  tins  wilderness.  The  only  caravansera  we  had  seen 
was  left  some  hours  behind  us ;  not  a  vcalige  of  a  town 
or  even  cottage,  was  within  sight  or  hope,  and  this  "  city 

fortunate  friend,  who  seemed  on  ilie  ^ergo  of  becoming 
the  last  of  its  ioluilntants. 

looked  round  for  a  place  where  ha 
ntly  repose :— contrary  to  the  usual 
a^ect  of  Mahometan  burial-grcKmds,  the' cypresses  ' 
ire  in  this  few  in  number,  and  these  thhtly  scaitcreJ 


b,L,oogle 
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Parvell  supported  himself,  in  a  half-reclining  pasture, 
wilh  great  t\ilRai\ly.  He  asked  for  water.  I  had  some 
doubLs  of  our  being  able  to  find  a'nji  and  prepared  lo  go 
with  hesitating  despondencj — but  h« 


sired  a 


flod  by  us 


anquil. 


be  found  with  great  minutenesE,  Ht  a  small  well  for 
CBmelsi  a  few  hundred  yarda  Id  the  right  t  the  janizary 
obeyed.  1  said  to  Darvell,  "  How  did  jou  know  this  7" 
— He  replied,  ^^  Prom  oin'  ratuati'm ;  you  must  perceive 
that  ibis  place  was  once  inhabited,  and  could  not  bate 


re  before 


-How 


(ilhout  devouring  her  prey,  appeared  to  be  sled- 
fosdy  regarding  us.  I  know  not  what  impelled  me  to 
drive  it  away,  but  the  aliempt  was  useless ;  she  made  a 

Darrell  pointed  to  it,  and  smiled :  he  spoke— I 
nw  whether,  to  himself  or  to  me— but  the  words 


hi  mention  this  to  me  ?  and  n 

than  ihej  could  help  It  ?" 

lime,  Suleiman  returned  with  I  he 
riigee  and  the  horses  at  the  fountain.  The  quenching  of 
his  thirst  had  the  appearance  of  reviving  huu  for  a  mo. 
ment ;  and  f  conceived  hopes  of  his  being  able  to  prO' 
ceed,  or  at  least  to  relum,and  I  urged  the  attempt.  H. 
was  sUent— and  appeared  to  bo  collec^ng  his  spirits  foi 
an  effort  to  speak.  lie  began. 
"  This  Is  the  end  of  my  journey,  and  of  my  life— I 


•Swp 

aritbjall^-- 

,," 

-Hehei 

-e  dictated  an  oatl 

e  IS  no  occ 

servo  you 

nnot  be  helped,  you 

must  s 

wear." 

took 

the  oath:  it 

appeal 

edtore 

eve  him.     Here- 

able 

nd  presented 

tic  me 

He  pro. 

'On  the  ninth  day 

of  the 

month 

at  noc 

hatm 

onlhyouple 

se,bu 

tbeil 

day),yo, 

^llin 

othe 

altspr 

:h  run  int 

of  Eleu^s: 

lhn<l 

yalier 

at  the 

repair  to  ti 

erui 

soflh 

tempi 

of  Ceres 

"And  the  serpent  writhing  In  her  beak?'' 

er  natural  prey.    But  it  is  odd  that  she  does  not  de- 

Ho  smiled  In  a  ghastly  manner,  and  said,  -aintly, "  It 

My  eyes  followed  It  for  a  moment ;  it  could  hardly  bo 
'  >nger  than  ten  might  bo  counted.  I  felt  Darvell's 
leighi,  as  It  were,  increBaa  upon  my  shoulder,  and, 
iming  to  look  upon  his  face,  perceived  that  he  was 

was  shocked  with  the  sudden  certainly  whidi  i-aulJ 

ime  netu'ly  black.  I  should  hare  attributed  so  rapid 

lange  to  piHson,  had  I  not  been  aware  that  he  had 

ipporlunity  of  receiving  it  unperceived.     "nie  day 

1  declining,  the  body  ivas  rapidly   altering,  and 

OQIhing  remained  but  to  fBllil  his  requesL  With  the  tud 

r  Sul^man's  ataghan  and  my  own  sabre,  we  scooped 

shallow  grave  upon  the  spot  which  Darvell  had  indi 

itod;  the  earth  easily  gave  way,  having  already  received 

ime  Mahometan  tenant.    We  dug  as  deeply  as  the 

me  permitted  us,  and  throwing  the  dry  earth  upon  all 

lat  remained  of  the  singular  being  so  lately  departed, 

■e  out  a  few  sods  of  greener  turf  from  the  less  withered 

ill  around  us,  and  laid  them  iqion  his  sepulchre. 


^atUitmentatrs  SjieccJitsi. 


E  ON  THE  FRAME-WORK  BILD,  IN  THE 


The  order  of  the  day  for  the  second  reading  of  this 
bill  being  read, 

LORD  BYRON  rose,  and  (for  the  ilral  time)  ad- 
dressed their  lordships,  as  follows; 


oughts  of  all  doscriptions  of  person),, 
oduction  to  the  notice  of  that  legis- 
rference  alone  could  be  of  real  eitt 
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Buring  the  Hhort  lime  I  recenUj  pas^d  in  1 

of  yiglence ;  and  on  Ihe  day  I  left  the  coon 
formed  Ihot  forty  thlmea  had  been  broken 


distress.  The  perseverance  of  Ihess  misei 
lluar  proceedings,  tends  to  prove  that  noihi 
luie  want  could  have  driven  a  large, 
and  industrious,  body  of  the  people,  in! 
of  excesses  so  hoiardoiis  to  ihemsdv 

the  to 


the  CO 


gislratea  assembted;  ^ot  all  the  n 

itary,  had  led  to — nothing.    Not  a  single  ii 

oally  taken  in  the  fact,  against  whom  there 
us  doUnquents  had  been  detected  ;  men,  It 


.  of  the  I 


the  blindnoi 

i.oneeived  themselves  to  be  sacrificed  to  inipn 

imagined,  that  the  mamtenance  and  well-dob 


of  great. 


oft) 


individuals  by  any  im- 
■ovomeni,  m  uie  impiomeniB  of  tiade,  which  threw 

raed  tiut  although  the  adoption  of  the  eidarged  ma-1 


the  distress  and  discontent  of  the  disaopoinied  sufTerers. 

disturbances  lies  deeper.  When  we  are  told  that  Ihesi 
men  are  leagued  together  not  only  for  the  destructioi 
of  then-  own  comfbrl,  but  of  their  very  means  of  a«b- 

deslractivB  warfare  of  the  lael  BgMeen  years,  whici 

eomfort?  That  policy  which,  miginating  with  "  greaj 
statesmen  now  no  more,"  has  survived  the  dead  to  bC' 


d  impuled  felony  are  found  U9  a  siaiion  not 
Jlh  that  of  youf  Ibrdships,  the  lowest,  (hough 
jt  useful  portion  of  Ihe  people,  ^ould  for^t 


guUiy  thai 


leoflheirrepref 


baffle  I 


letha 


>B  famished  into  guilt.  These  men  were  willing  to  dig, 
but  the  spade  was   in  other  hands :   they  were  not 

their  own  means  of  subsistence  were  cut  olT,  all  other 
employmenTs  pre-oceupied,  and  (heir  excesses,  howevci 
to  be  deplored  and  condemned,  can  hardly  be  subject 

it  has  been  stated  that  the  persons  in  the  temporary 
possession  of  frames  connive  at  Ihwr  destruction ;  if 
iquiry,  it  were  necessary  that 


net  a< 


But  I  did  hope,  that  any  m 

,  if  that  were  Jiopeleas,  that  some  previous  inquiry, 
me  dehberation  would  have  been  deemed  requisite; 
It  that  we  should  have  been  called  at  once  mith- 

indfold.     Bui 


ailed  01 


s  thet 


:ly  p^^ied  the  summer 
ampaign  of  Major  Sturgeon ;  and,  indeed,  the  whole 
iroceedings,  civil  and  military,  seemed  on  the  model  oi 
hose  oftheMaJor  and  Corporation  of  Garrail.— Such 

0  Bullweil,  from  BuUwell  to  Banford,  from  lianford  to 
Mansfield  J  and  ^hen  at  length  the  detaclunents  arriveJ 
in  all  "  the  pride,  pomp,  and  ctr- 
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«  perpetrators,  to  o 


Earmidable,  at  leost  10  ours^ies,  I  cat 
placing  them  in  raluofioDS  where  the 
riiliculoua.  As  Iha  aw 


argume 


laaU  In  this 

ntiafly  as  jet  only  m  t^ 
leurs  wilt,  indeed,  pluck 
oper  meetings  been  held  i 
as, — hatl  the  grievances  < 

in  fah-ly  waghed  and  justly  examined, 

and  IraiiquilUly  to 


untjsii 


s  from 


nithin  ISOmileaof 


all  the  cities  you  have  takeii,  all  th 
lave  retreated  betbre  your  leaders,  at 
:cls  of  self-eongratulatJon,  if  your  Inn 


your 


m  your  1 


nrorldj  and  can  also  defy  you  when  neglr 
lamity  have  driven  them  10  despair.  You  may 
people  a  mob ;  bui  do  not  forget,  (hat  a  moh  too  often 
spealis  the  Eenlimsnts  of  Ihc  people.     And  here  I 

to  fly  to  the  succour  of  your  distressed  allies,  laaving 
the  distressed  of  your  own  country  to  the  care  of  Provi- 
dence, or — the  parish.  When  the  PDrtugtiese  suffered 
under  the  retreat  of  the  French,  every  arm  was  stretch- 


large 


e,  all  WE 


wed  to  enabit 


your  charily  bs 

lligau'veaTt 
out  uiquiry)  CO 


yillagcs  and  re[Jenish  their  gr 
Tient,  when  thousands  of  tnisguided 
e  fellow-countrymen  are  strug- 
mes  of  hardships  and  'hunger,  as 
.broad,  it  should  end  at  homg.  A 
>ie  of  the  bounty  bestowed  on  Par- 
men  (which  I  cannot  admit  with- 
□t '  have  been  restored  to  their  cm- 
Lvo  rendered  unnecessary  the  ton- 
i  the  gihbet.  But 
forei       ■  ■ 


eliefi  though  m 


sed  provinces  of  Turl 


traversed  the  seal  of 
1  in  some  of  the  most 

but  never  under  tlia 
^ts  did  I  behold  sui^h 

country.    And  what 


itchedness  as  I  I 
he  very  heart  of  a  Chris 

your  remedies?   Ader  months  of  inaction,  an 

libs  of  action  worse  than  inactivity,  at  length  come 

forth  Ihe  grand  specific,  the  neier-faihng  nostrum  i 

physicians,  from  the  days  of  Draco  to  th 

present  time.    After  feeling  (he  pulse  and  shaking  th 


sad  01 


g  the  I 


id  bleedin; 
mauhish  p^^ice,  and  the  lancets  of  your  military,  these 

mation  of  the  prescriptions  of  all  politico]  Sangrados. 
Setting  seide  the  palpable  injustice,  and  the  certain 
inefficiency  of  the  bill,  are  there  not  capital  punish- 
ments sufficient  in  your  statutes  ?  Is  there,  not  blooil 

■        "  ■  ■      Ify  against  you  T 


How 


ryUvebi 


rholo  . 

gibbet  in  evety  field,  and  h 


«■?  Can 


on  7  Will  y 


in  acceptable  gill  to  (he  crown,  in  its  former  condi- 
I  of  a  royal  chase  and  an  asylum  for  outlaws  ?  Are 
these  the  remedies  for  a  starving  and  desperate  popu- 
lace ?  Will  the  famished  wretch  who  has  braved  your 
ets,  he  appalled  by  your  gibbets  ?  When  death 
^llef,  nnd  the  only  rdief  il  appears  that  ynu  will 


Will  ihatwhi 
diers  be  accc 
proceed  hy  th 

.rdly  b. 


ould  not 
ished  by 
ms  of  law,  wht 


by  your  grena- 
tionerst  If  yoii 
your  evidence  J 
Lch  their  accomplices. 


With  all  due  deference  to  t 
irds  opposite,  I  think  a  little  investigation,  S' 
ious  inquuy,  would  induce  even  them  to  cha 

eflouslj  efficacious  m  many  and  recon(  a 
temporizing,  would  not  be  without  its  advai 
this.    When  a  proposal  is 


bill  must  be  pi 
consequences. 


with  th 


n^eoU    The  C:an 
I;  to  inherit  the  hon 


suppose  it  past ;  suppost 
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ne  lately  supported  in  peiceful  indusa-y,  and  which 
tjDSB  this  man,  and  there  are  ten  thousand  such  from 


"eakened  ihehrim 


o  putiaii  sophislj 


londemn  him;  and  these  are,  in  my  opii 
a  Butchers  for  a  Jury,  and  s  Jefferiea 


DEBATE  ON  THE  EAUL  OF  DONOUGHMOBE'S 

MOTION  I'OK  A  COJIMITTEE  ON  THE  EOMAM 

CATHOUC  CLAIMS;  APRIL  21, 1812. 

Me  Lords— the  questioa  before  the  House  haa  been 

so  frequently,  fully,  and  ahly  discuesed,  and  never 

perhaps  more  ably  than  en  this  night,  that  it  would 

be  diiBeuU  to  adduce  new  arguments  for  or  against  il. 

But  vrlth  each  discussion  difliculties  have  been  removed, 

of  the  former  opponents  of  Catholic  Emancipation 
have  at  length  conceded  to  the  espediency  of  relieving 
the  petitioners.  In  conceding  thus  much,  however,  a 
new  objection  is  started ;  it  is  not  iho  time,  say  they, 
or  it  is  an  improper  time,  or  there  is  time  enough  yet. 
In  some  degree  I  concur  with  those  who  say  it  is  not  the 
time  exactly  ^  that  time  is  passed }  better  h3.d  it  been 
for  the  country,  that  the  Caihobcs  possessed  at  this 
moment  iheir  proportion  of  our  privileges,  that  their 
nobles  held  their  due  weight  in  our  counals,  than  that 
<ve  should  be  assembled  to  discuss  their  claims.  It  had 
indeed  been  better 


at  the  I 


eodor 


s  of  that 


end." 


The  en 


ss  within.  It  is 


divided  into 
asses ;"  those  who  assert  that  the  Catliolies  have 
ich  already,  and  those  who  allege  that  the  lq«er 
,  at  least,  have  nothing  more  to  require,  We  ire 
/  the  former,  thai  the  Calholics  never  will  be  eonl 
tented :  by  the  latter,  that  they  are  already  too  nappy. 
'^'     '    ■  paradoi  is  sufficiently  refuted  by  the  present, 

les  did  not  desire  to  be  emancipated— but  this 

rem  out  of  the  house  of  bondage  without  any 
30  their  part,  but  many  from  their  lask-niasters 
Irary  eifect;  and  for  myself,  when  I  consider 
ity  the  Catholic  peasantry  for  net  having  Uie 
Jine  to  be  bom  black.  But  the  Catholics  are 
d,  or  at  least  ought  to  be,  as  me  are  told :  I  shall 
!  proceed  to  touch  on  a  few  of  those  arcum- 
*hidi  HO  marvellously  contribute  to  Iheir  ex- 
eontenlment.  They  are  not  allowed  the  free 
of  their  religion  in  the  regular  army ;  the 
Catholic  soldier  cannot  absent  himself  from  the  service 
of  the  Protestant  clergyman,  and,  unless  he  is  quartered 
in  Ireland,  m  in  Spun,  where  can  he  find  ehglhle  op- 
portunities of  attending  his  own?  The  permission  of 
Catholic  chaplains  la  the  Irish  miUtia  regiments  was 
mcedcd  as  a  special  favour,  and  not  till  after  years  el 
monstrance,  although  an  act,  passed  in  1793,  estab- 
ihed  it  as  a  right.  But  are  the  Catholics  properly 
■oteotedinlrelandJ  Can  the  church  purchase  a  rood 
■        ■    ■  ;hapel!  No;  alllheplaci 


fence  of  things  more  impottent  than  the  mere  ceren 
nies  of  religion.  It  is  indeed  singular,  that  we  are  pal 
together  to  deliberate,  not  on  the  God  wo  adore,  foi 
that  W8  are  agreed ;  not  about  the  king  we  obey,  foi 
him  we  are  loyal ;  but  hew  far  a  dilferencB  in  the 
coremoniais  of  worship,  how  far  believing  not  to. 

Catholics],  how  far  too  much  devotion  to  ihei 
may  incapacitate  our  fellow-subjects  from  effe 
serving  Iheb-  king. 

Much  has  been  said,  withui  and  without  do 
Church  and  Slate,  and  although 


cefror 


bte  of  party  pnrpoaes,  we  cannot  hear  Iht 

all,  I  presume,  are  the  advocates  of  Church  and  State, 

the  Church  of  Christ,  and  Iho  Slate  of  Great  B  "    " 

leierant  church ;  not  s  church  militant,  which  r 
iiseli  liable  to  Ihe  very  objection  uiged  ngait 

a  greater  degree,  lor  Ihe 
withholds  its  B]ririlual  benediction 
ts  doubtful),  but  our  church,  or  rath 
,  not  only  refuse  1o  the  Catholic  thi 
but  all  temporal  blesdings  whatsoevi 
vation  of  the  great  Lord  Feterhorou^ 
^e  walls,  or  wi'hin  the  walla  where  t! 
imblcd,  that  he  was  fbr  a  "  parliame 


Komish 


landlon 

against  the  congregation.  This  has  happened  continual- 
ly, hut  in  no  instance  more  glaringly,  than  at  the  town 
of  Newtown  Barry,  in  Ihe  county  oi  Wexlbrd.  The 
C  atholics,  enjoying  no  regular  chapel,  as  a  temporary  e  J- 
pedienl,  hired  two  bams,  which,  being  Uirown  into  one, 
served  for  public  worship.  At  this  lime,  there  was  qnar- 
lered  opposite  to  the  spot  an  officer,  whose  mind  appears 
to  have  been  deeply  imbued  with  those  prejudices  which 
the  Protestant  petitions,  now  on  the  table,  prove  to 
have  been  fotlunalely  eradicated  from  the  more  rational 
portion  of  the  people;  and  when  the  CathoUcs  were 
assembled  on  the  Sabbath  as  usual,  in  peace  and  good- 
will towards  men,  for  the  worship  of  Iheir  God  and 
yours,  they  found  the  chapel  door  closed,  and  were 
told  that  if  they  did  not  immediately  retire  (and  they 
were  told  this  by  a  yeoman  officer  and  a  ma^strate), 
the  riot  act  should  be  read,  and  tite  assembly  dispersed 
at  Ihe  point  of  the  bayonet!  This  was  complained  of  to 
the  middle-man  of  government,  the  secretary  at  the 
"— '- '-  lS06,and  Uie  answer  was  (mUeu  of  redress) 


that  he 


a  letter 


1  prevent,  if  possible,  the  recurrence  of  similar  dis. 
irbanc^.  Upon  this  fad,  no  very  great  stress  need  be 
^ ;  but  it  tends  lo  prove  tiiat  while  tile  Catholic  church 


:nrykj 


y  God    and  s 
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"fani 


IcksbeTiuelugh 


lia  God, 


jr  sciiool-boy,  any  ibol-boy  [such  have  held  com- 

hia  ehoulder-knot  for  im  epaulet^  may  pertbrm  all  this 
and  more  against  Iha  CaOiolic,  by  vinue  of  that  lery 
authority  delegated  10  him  by  his  sovereign,  for  the 
express  purpose  of  defending  his  fdlow-subjects  to  the 
last  drop  of  bis  blood,  without  disormana^on  or  dis- 
tinction between  Cathobc  and  Protestant. 

Have  the  Irish  Catholics  the  full  benefit  of  trial  by 
jury?    Theyha,venoti  ibey  never  can  have  until  tht 


shetiRa  and  und 


a  the 


T-sheriffs.    Oflhia 
stEnniekiltene 


rtrikiog  esample 


raigned  for  the  murder  of  a  Calhohc  name 

deposed  thai  they  saw  the  prisoner  load,  lake 

at,  and  kill  Uio  said  MaotoomaKh.   Thb  was  properly 

nommented  on  by  the  judge ;  "     . 

of  the  bar,  and  indignation  of  the  court,  the  Protestant 

jui  y  aciqiiitted  the  accused.    So  glarin| 


asln,  in  larg 


'ard  seasion  after  session,  as  jour  paltry  plttan. 
ng  from  you  with  wrangling  and  reluctanci 
it  of  your  libB-ality,  well  might  the  Catbolio 
n,  in  the  words  of  Prior,— 


Some  persons  have  compared  the  Catholics  to 
beggar  in  Gil  Bias.  Who  made  them  beggars  ?  Wh 
"  hedwithlhespoilsoflbeir ancestors!  Arnica 
rebevo  the  beggar  when  your  folhera  have  i 
iuch  7  If  you  are  disposed  to  r^eve  him  al 
Qt  you  do  it  without  Hinging  your  farthings  ii 
'  As  a  contrast,  however,  to  this  beggarly  be 
e,  let  us  looli  at  the  Protealanl  Charter  Sohi 
itely  granted  41,00W.:t 


ised  in  their  fan 


rhey  arc  rendered  nugatory  i 
By  a  late  act,  Catholicchapluns  are  permitted  in  j^ls, 
)ut  in  Fermanagh  county  the  grand  jury  lately  perasled 
n  presenting  a  suspended  clergyman  Jar  the  office, 
hereby  evading  the  statute,  notwithstanding  the  mo  ' 
iressing  rcmonstranees  of  a  roost  respeetahio  magistrat 
lamed  ETeldier,  to  the  contrary.    Such  is  law,  such 


happy,  li 


id  Cathoti. 


uiolher  place,  why  do 
rich  Catliolics  eiitlow  foundations  for  the  edw 
thepriosAood?  Why  do  you  not  pwmil  them  t 
Why  are  ail  such  b«iue3ts  subject  to  ths  inter 
rhittary,  peculating  interfetonci 


Orange  co 


toMayno, 


its  foundation,  when  anoble  Lord  (Camden),  st 
Iho  head  of  the  Irish  administration,  did  appear  to  in- 
terest himself  in  its  advancement;  and  during  ihe  gov- 
ernment of  a  noble  Duke  (Bedford),  who,  like  his 
ancestors,  has  ever  been  ths  friend  of  freedom  and 
mankind,  and  wbo  bas  not  so  far  adopted  ^e  selfi^ 
policy  of  the  day  as  to  exclude  the  Catholics  from  the 
number  of  his  fellow- crealutes ;  with  these  escepdona, 

couragod.  There  was  indeed  »  dmewhen  theCi 


lorgy  w 


bated,  while 


eUnior 


without  1h> 
their  assistance  was  requi^te  in  procurmg  i 
IE  from  the  Catholic  counties;  then  they  w 
d  and  caressed,  feared  and  flattered,  and  given 
5tand  that  "  ths  Union  would  ilo  every  tiling 

xHitempt  into  their  ibrmer  obscurity, 
he  contempt  pursued  towards  Maynooth  college, 
'erylhing 


le  slightest 
mind ;  the  i 


m  of  gT 


lay  hay  m 


ipport 


7  Mont, 
n,  that  the  i 


;squieu 


nay  be  fuund  in  Tacitus,  whe 
he  poBcyoTlbe  Germans,  and  adds,  "this  beautiful 
lystem  was  taken  from  the  woods ;"  so  in  spoaking  of 
he  charter  schools,  it  may  he  observed,  that  this  beau 
lifulsyetemwastakenfrom  the  gypsies.  Thcseschoola 


lathoUc  gentleman  of  very  considerable  properly)  died, 
laving  two  gbls,  who  were  immediately  marked  out  as 
proselytes,  and  conveyed  lo  the  charter  school  of  Cool- 
~  ■  ■  uncle,  on  bang  apprized  of  the  fiict,  which 
iring  his  absence,  applied  for  the  resiiuilion 
of  his  nieces,  offering  to  seille  an  independence  on 
these  relations ;  liis  request  was  refiised,  and  not  till 
after  five  years'  struggfe,  and  the  interference  of  very 
high  aulbority,  could  Ibis  Catholic  gentleman  ohuin 

school.  In  this  manner  are  proselytes  obtuned,  and 
mingled  wiib  the  offspring  of  such  l^otestanls  as  mav 
avail  tbemsrives  of  the  insiitnlion.  And  how  are  they 
taught  ?  A  catechism  is  put  into  their  hands  consisling 
"  ■  '   "      !,  forty-five  pages,  ii      ' '  ' 


e  Proiesi 


:  of  ibesi 


queries  is,  "Whore  was  the  Prot 

Lulher?"  Answer,  "  In  the  Gospel."  The^remainuig 

forty-four  pages  and  a  half  regard  the  damnable  idola 


Is  this  the 
Luther?  ths 
and  glory  to 
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Uidse  iskiids  in  Ihe  Soulh  Seas,  where  die;  might  mo 

disgusliog  that  they  were  brought  up  to  devour  t 
dead,  ^ha.^a  persecute  the  livmg.     Schools  do  you  c 
ihcin  ?  call  them  r other  dunghil!;,  where  Ihe  viper  of 
mtolerance  deposits  her  young,  that,  when  thek  teeth 

jstiug  the  Csihf" 


i  of  the  I 


>fEn^Emd.o 


ehurohmeul  Ho ;  the  moat  enlightened  ohurehmen  ori 
opuuon.  What  says  Paley  ?  "  i  percrav^ 
lymen  oi'diflerent  religious  persuasions 


topic  of  natural  history,  philosophy,  ot  ethics."  II 

be  answered  that  Faley  was  not  strictly  orthodol ;  I 

know  notlung  of  his  orlKodo^,  But  who  will  den;    ' 


severely  feit  by  the  peasantry,  but  it  mav  be 

centa^  to  the  gatherer,  whose  interest  it  thut 
l«  rate  them  ss  highly  as  possible,  and  we  kni 
many  large  hvings  in  Ireland,  the  only  re«c 
estants  are  tlie  tithe  proctor  and  his  liunily. 


■■      .hat  Is  it  bui 
iis  daughter' 


recapitulation,  there 

amongst  the  privates ,-  ciul  the  officers  d«iy  "  "  ' 
if  such  lodgiM  do  eiist,  do  they,  can  they  lend  to  pr< 
mote  harraony  amongst  the  men,  who  are  thus  ind 
ridually  separated  in  society,  although  niio^ed  in  th 
ranks?  And  i^  this  general  system  of  persecution  to  t 
permitted,  or  is  it  to  be  believed  that  with  such  a  sysl«i 
theCatholioscanoroughtlobecontented?  Iflheyari 
they  belie  human  nature ;  they  are  then,  indeed,  ui 
worthy  to  be  any  thmg  but  the  slaves  you  have  mad 
them.  The  fads  slated  are  from  nost  respecUble  ai 
Ihority,  or  1  should  net  have  dared  in  this  place,  or  an 
place,  to  hniaid  this  avowal  If  exaggerated,  Ihereai 
plenty,  as  willing  as  I  believe  them  to  be  unable,  I 
disprove  them.  Should  it  be  objected  that  I  never  was  i 
Ireland,!  beg  leave  to  observe,  that  it  is  as  easy  to  kno 
something  of  Ireland  without  iiaving  been  there,  as  it  aj 
peajs  vrith  some  to  have  been  bom,  bred,  and  cherislif 


And 


But  the 
has  been  i 


uidulgeii : 


mthem 


Mveryaniioi 
icipated,  why  not  tl 


ssionforthe  ^ 

guage  of  Shylock  Irai 
ge  to  Catholid  emanap 
le  tribe  of  Bsirabhai 
iS  thaa  a  ChtlaUan." 


dthlir 


a  Catholic  is  a  ChrtBtian,  even  in  tlia 

refMence  of  the  Jews, 
ark  of^n  quoted  of  Dr.  Johnson  (whom  I 
nost  as  good  authority  as  the  gentle  apostle 
'.,  Dr.  Duigenan),  that  he  who  could  enter- 
ipprehensions  of  danger  to  the  Church  iu 

than  a  metaphor,  for  a  rernnant  of  these 


iries.  And  as  it  is  an  infallible  symptom  of  that  dis- 
ress'mg  malady  with  which  I  coDcdve  (hem  to  be 
ifflicted  (so  any  doctor  wpl  inform  your  Lordships)  for 
he  unhappy  invalids  to  perceive  a  Hame  perpetually 
flashing  ijeforo  thHr  eyes,  particularly  when  their  eyes 
are  shut  (as  those  of  the  personate  whom  I  allude  have 
long  been),  it  is  impossible  to  cDOvuice  these  poor  crea- 
tures, that  the  lire  agdnst  which  they  are  perpetually 
warning  oa  and  themaelvca,  is  nothing  but  an  ignia 
fatum  ot  their  own  drivelling  imaginations.  What 
rhubarb,  senna,  or  "  what  purgative  drug  can  scour 
that  fancy  thence?"— It  is  impossible,  they  are  given 


w  them  food  ana  ramient,  the  full  enjoyment  of 

have  liniDs  and  lives  to  ofier ;  and  yet  they  are  never  I 
be  satisfied!    Generous  and  just  doclaimers  I    To  thi 

when  Btript  of  Ihwr  eophislry.  These  personages  re- 
mmd  me  of  the  story  of  a  cert^n  drummer,  who  b^g 
called  upon  in  Ihe  course  of  duty  (o  administer  panish- 

llog  high ;  he  did — to  Bog  low,  he  did — to  flog  in  the 
■nidiUeihe  did— high,  low,  down  the  middle,  and  up 

U.wiits  with  the  most  provoking  pertinadty,  until  the 
rtruiiunnr,  aihaua'ad  and  angry,  flung  down  his  scotirge. 


dress,  all  tiiat  reason,  hume 

absurd  delirium.    These  an 
the  fable  of  Ihe  mountain  th 


lis.  LilieBayle,B 
oever,  so  do  they 

lity,  policy,  justii 
inst  the  delusions 

t  brought  forth  a 


uallycc 


.tented  under 
uch  a  bull  as 


tedelivc 


Buppoae  Lhen 


ought 


[ain  by  their  emancipation  7  What  resources  have  been 
vasted !  What  talents  have  been  lost  by  the  seltish 
vstem  of  eicluwin !  You  already  know  the  value  of 
' ■       ■  ■         of  England  is 


starving  people 


ismg 


at  this 
I  the  hercE 


saofdt 
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gy  is  iinporlEd  Ihroi 
,  jgu  lannol  enjuy  I 
;h  you  are  glad 


people  of  these 


re  been  depiived  of  his 


n,  ihou. 


iks,  f« 


But  nhitB  he  is  Jigtiting  the  batUc 
abroad,  his  nahle  bmther  has  this  nigoi 
(heir  cause,  wilJi  an  eloquence  which  I  shall 
ciaie  by  ihe  humble  tribute  of  my  panegyric,  wiuisi  e 
third  (^  his  kindred,  as  unlike  se  unequal,  has  beer 
combaling  against  his  Catholic  brethren  uiDubhn,  will 


commanded  ai; 
if  the  Catholics 


die  that  cotdd  he  wielded  by  the  i 
of  government,  clad  in  (be  rusty  aii 
late  statutes.  Tourlordshir 


mche  s> 


a  of  Port 


ibtlesE 


cy  {  if  Catholic  Spain,  faitliful  Portugal,  or  thi 
Oilholio  and  faithliil  king  of  the  one  Sicily  {of  which, 
by  the  bj}  you  have  lately  deprived  hin  ' 
need  of  succour,  away  goes  a  fleet  and 
ambassador  and  a,  subsidy,  sometimes  lo  tight  pretty 
hardly,  generally  to  negotiate  very  badly,  and  alwa 
to  pay  very  dearly  for  our  Popish  allies.     But  let  fo 
millions  of  fellow-subjects  pray  for  relief,  who  fight 
and  pay  and  labour  in  jour  behalf,  Ihey  must " 
IS  aliens,  and  althou^  tiiou  "  father's  house 
mansions,"  there  is  no  reatin^place  for  the 
mo  lo  ask,  are  you  not  fighting  loT  Ihc  em 

eonseijuently,  in  all  ptobabiliiy,  a  bigot ;  auc 


5rthan 


;  but  wl 

'e  galling  than 


Lting,  which,  in  its  itrst  c^ration,  gi 
a  the  independence  of  Ireland,  and 

If  it  must  be  called  a  Union,  it 


1.  Tlie 
d  of  in  a 


iumphani 


iluted  between  their  conduct,  and  thai 
I  this  side  of  tlie  bouse- 
Whal  portion  of  popularity  may  ha 
lare  of  my  noble  filends  (if  such  1  : 
ill  them),  I  shall  not  pretend  to  asci 

>  he  sure,  a  little  like  the  wind,  ■'  no  one  knows  whence 
comoth  or  whither  it  goeth,"  but  Hiey  feel  it,  they 
ijoy  it,  they  hoasl  of  ic  Indeed,  modest  and  unos- 
intadous  as  they  are,  to  what  part  of  the  kingdom, 
len  (he  most  remote,  can  they  flee  lo  avoid  the  tri- 
umph which  pursues  them  7  If  they  plunge  Into  the 
thero  they  will  be  greeted  by  (ha 

'    '         'laltors  round  iheir  necks  recHitly  voted  in 

•yiy;  jot 


them  fron 


Donaghadi 


01  GIe 


tsgov 


to  Jolinny 


^E  cS  four  Calholi' 


nta  the  - 
n  their  i 


of  this  night  is  about  to  endear  Uxera  fw  ever.  ^ 
Ihey  relum  to  the  metropohs.  If  they  can  pass  undoi 
Temple  Bar  without  unpleasant  sensaiiona  at  the  aighi 
of  tho  greedy  niches  over  that  ominous  gateway,  the] 
cannot  escape  the  acclamations  of  the  livery,  and  thi 
more  tremulous,  but 


lockho). 


"  of  h! 


What  if,  in  the  o 


0  of  this 


.r,(m 


ly  pebldes  as  Caligula's 

ive  any  of  those  memorials  which  a 
grateful  people  erect  in  honour  of  then:  benefactors ;  whal 
ilihough  not  even  s  sign-post  will  condescend  to  depose 
he  Siraceh's  head  in  favour  of  the  likeness  of  the  con- 
(uerors  of  Walcheren,  they  will  not  want  a  picUiru 
sgret  the  omi 


Ihe  Catholics,  m< 


will  so  often  > 
ir  popularity  if 


ithem 


id ;  thero  are  other 


naked 
limited  lo  the 
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ipes  tu  build  his 
'  Iha  Catholics  b< 
It  lately  pcrmiLted 


So  grateful  mi 
e  renewal  of  inl 


nd  blue  libancb  (things  in  greal 
ur  for  Dr.  Duigenan  and  his  min 


able,  as  we'  are  lold 
BUuotive  to  the  bes 
above  all,  such  is  thi 


leir  indulgence,  for  SI 
.tention.  My  moat  A 
i,  in  favour  of  the  m 


DRBATE  ON  M 


LORD  BYRON  rosi 
Mv  lioRDB,  the  PeU 


nuch  a: 


ih(ifn 


lisptoved)  demand  most  serious  iovesiigation.  The 
;rieyajice  of  which  the  peiiiioner  complains  is  neilher 
elGsh  Dor  imaginary.  It  is  not  his  own  only,  lor  tt 
las  been,  and  is  still  lell  by  numbers.    No  one  with- 

lischarge  of  an  imperious  dutylbr  theresloralionoftho 
rue  constitution  of  these  realoks  by  petitioning  fur  retbrm 
n  parliament.  Tliepetilioner,iny  Lords,  is  a  man  whose 
Qng  life  has  been  spent  in  one  unceasing  struggle  for 
he  liberty  of  Ibe  subject,  agAsl  that  undue  inBoenoo 
fblch  has  increased,  is  increa^ng,  and  ought  to  be 

i.iist  as  to  his  political  tenets,  few  uill  be  found  to 
[ucalion  Ihs  integrity  of  his  intentions.  Even  now, 
rppressed  with  ye«7,  and  not  eiempt  from  the  inluin- 
lies  attendant  on  his  age,  but  still  unimpaired  in  lal- 
inl,  and  unshaken  in  spiril — "fiaagia  nan  Jedes" — 
le  has  received  many  a  vfound  in  the  combat  against 
rorruplioo ;  and  the  new  grievance,  the  ftesh  insult  of 
vnicli  he  complains,  may  inflict  another  scar,  but  no 
ishonour.  The  petition  is  signed  by  John  Carlwnght, 
nd  It  was  in  behalf  of  Ihe  people  and  parliament,  in 
tic  lawful  pursuit  of  that  reform  in  tha  representation 
I'iiich  is  the  best  service  to  be  rendered  both  to  parlia- 

nur  lordships.  It  is  couched  in  firm,  yet  respectful 
in^uage^n  the  language  of  a  man,  not  regardless 


If,  but  at 


equally  mindpjl  of  the  deference  to  ha  paid  to  mil 

cater  importance,  to  all  who  are 

that  on  the  31st  January,  1813,  at  Huddersficld,  him- 
self and  siz  other  persons,  who,  on  heariog  of  his  a>^ 

spect,  we^e  seized  by  a  military  and  civil  force,  and 
kept  in  close  custody  for  several  hours,  subjected  to  gross 
and  ai>uaive  insinuations  from  the  ^minanding  aiUceT 
relative  to  the  character  of  the  petltitHier;  that  he  (the 
petitioner)  ivas  finally  carried  before  a  magistrate ;  and 

that  there  was  not  only  no  just,  but  not  even  staiuta^ 
ble  charge  against  him ;  and  that,  notivithslandlng  the 
promise  ajid  order  from  the  pteaidmg  magistrates  of  a 
copy  of  the  warrant  agaulsl  your  petitioner,  it  T^as  allet^ 
wards,  withheld  on  divers  pretexts,  and  has  never 
until  this  hour  been  granted.  The  names  and  condl- 
'tion  of  (he  parties  will  be  found  in  the  petition.  To 
the  other  topics  touched  upon  in  tha  petition,  I  shall 
not  now  advert,  from  a  wish  not  to  encroach  upon  the 
time  of  the  House ;  but  I  do  most  Buicerely  call  the  at- 

righia  of  this  venerable  &eeman  have  been  violated, 
and  it  i^,  in  my  opuiion,  the  lughest  mark  of  respect 
that  could  be  paid  to  the  House,  that  to  your  justice, 
rather  than  by  appeal  to  any  inferior  court,  be  now 
commits  himself.  Whatever  may  be  the  fate  of  his  re- 
ed with  regret  for  the  occasion,  that  I  have  this  oppor- 
tunity of  publicly  sta^g  the  obstruction  to  which  the 
subject  is  liable,  in  the  pi'oseculjon  of  the  most  lawful 
and  imperious  of  his  duties,  the  obtaining  by  petition 

plain: ;  the  petitioner  has  more  fully  expressed  it. 
Your  lordships  will,  I  hope,  adopt  some  measure  fully 
lo  protect  and  redress  him,  and  not  him  alone,  but  the 
whole  body  of  the  people  insulted  and  aggrieved  In  Ins 
person  by  tlie  interposition  of  an  abused  civil,  and  un- 
lawful mililary  force  between  Uiem  and  Iheir  right  of 


petili. 


Lotheu 


His  lordship  then  presented  the  petition  Jrom  Majo 
Cartwright,  which  was  read,  compliumng  of  the  circrnn 
itauccE  at  Huddersfield,and  of  interruptions  ^ven  to  ihi 
■ight  of  petitioning,  in  several  places  in  tho  northen 
parts  of  the  kingdom,  and  which  his  lordship  movoi 
should  he  laid  on  the  table. 
Several  Lords  having  spoken  on  the  question, 
LORD  BYRON  replied,  that  he  had,  from  motivei 
if  duly,  presented  this  petition  to  ih^r  lordships^  con 
lideration.  The  noble  Earl  had  contended  that  it  wa: 
lot  a  petition  but  a  speech ;  and  (hat,  as  it  conlainei 
lo  prayer,  it  should  not  be  received.  What 
lecessiiyofaprayer?  Ifthat  word  were  lo  be  used  i 

my  man  should  pray  la  others.  He  had  only  to  sa 
that  the  petition,  though  in  some  patts  expressed  si 

ipectfiil  language  towards  theii 
therefore  trust  then:   iordshipi 


•ngly 


I'ould  all 


by  Google 


t  MI  ) 
How  Sttstn. 


Whilo  sealed  afler  dim 


Till,  after  cloyinj 

Th    a„    d 
or       h  03  Ih 


f      d  D  n  Jua 


IT  tithe  of  ta 


And  fill'd  thar  eign-poats  then,  like  Welleslej  nt 
Each  in  their  turn  like  Banquo's  monarchs  stall 

Fellowera  of  fame,  "  nine  farrow"  of  that  sow 
Praiue,  loo,  hod  Buonapart6  and  Dumourier, 
Recorded  in  ilie  Moniteur  and  Courier. 

nr. 

Bamave,  Brissot,  Condoii^et,  Mirabeaii, 
Petion,  Clootz,  Danton,  Marat,  La  Fajetto, 

Were  French,  and  famous  people,  aa  we  know ; 
And  there  were  others,  scarce  forgotten  yet, 

Jouhert,  Hoche,  Marceau,  Laiuiee,  Dessaix,  More^ 
I  of  the  military  set, 


eedioe'.y  « 


U  adaplE 


And.  stil!  should  bi 


ray  rhymes. 


g  before  Agamemno 
■o,  though  quite  the  p 


Which  serves  the 

happy  couple  for  a 

That  is  the  usua 

method,  but  not  min 

Mywayia  to  1 

The  regularity  of 

Forbids  all  wa 

And  therefore  I 

(AlUiough  it  CO 

St  me  half  an  hour 

!Tatrating  somew 

at  of  Don  Juan's  k. 

And  also  of  his 

aether,  if  you'd  rathe 

Cadii  perhaps,  but  that  you  soon  may 
lie  stream,  and  cali'd  the  Guadaliiuii 


n  luoor  or  neorcn  Diooa,  ne  iraceo  ms  sourc 
Through  the  most  Gothic  gentlemen  of  Spaii 


Than 

oscwho 

bcRCt 

our  hero. 

who 

Begot— but  tha 

'a  to 

corae-W 

11,  t 

Hism 

other  wa 

ale 

rned  lady 

t.. 

For 
111  eve 

y  Christ 

nchol 

guage  eve 

na. 

sven  the  good  with  inward  envy  groan 
themselves  so  very  much  exceeded 
oivn  way  by  all  the  things  that  she  d 


her  Feinaglo'B  were  an  -a: 

md  he  himself  obliged  to  si 

_.jld  never  make  a  memor-  i 

That  which  adorn'd  the  brain 
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XII. 

Her  faioutito  science  was  the  malhemaUcd, 

Her  Dobiesl  lirtue  was  her  magnanimUy, 
Her  wit  lEJie  sometimes  tried  st  wit)  was  Attic  ill, 

In  short,  in  oli  things  she  was  fairiy  whu  I  call 
A  prodigy — her  morning  dress  was  dimitf , 

And  other  stuflj^  Wilh  which  t  won^t  stay  puzzling. 

sm. 

She  tnew  Iho  Latin— that  is,  "the  Lord's  prayer," 
And  Greek,  the  alphaTjel,  I'm  nearly  sure  i 

She  read  some  French  romances  here  and  there. 
Although  her  mode  of  speaking  was  not  pure : 

For  native  Spanish  she  liad  no  great  csre. 


She  h*ked  the  English  and  the  Hehrew  tongue. 
And  said  there  was  analogy  between  'em; 

She  proved  it  somehow  out  of  sacred  song. 

But  I  must  ieare  the  proofe  to  those  mho  'veseen  '«i 

But  this  I've  heard  her  say,  and  can't  he  wrong, 
Andallniaythuiliwhichway  their  judgments  lean  'ci 

■"Tis  Blrange—tlio  Hebrew  noun  which  means  'Ian 


XVI, 

In  ohort,  she  was  a  walking  calculation. 

Miss  Edgeworlh's  novels  stepping  from  tlieii 
Or  Mrs.  Trliraner'a  books  on  education, 


e  had  not  even  one— the  worst  of  aU. 

XVII. 
le  was  perrecl  past  all  parallel — 


As  those  of  the  best  time-piece  made  by  Hstrison ; 
In  virtues  nothing  earthly  could  surpass  her, 
Sare  thine  "incomparable  oil,"  Macassar !' 
XVIII. 

Insipid  in  this  naughty  world  of  ours. 
Where  out  first  Barents  never  learn'd  tn  kiss 

TiU  they  ware  exiled  from  their  earlier  bowers, 
Where  eJl  was  peace,  and  innooenoe,  and  bliss  j, 
•  (I  wonder  how  they  got  through  the  twelve  hours), 


IS  fruil 


The  world,  as  usual,  wickedly  in 
Whisper'd  he  had  a  mistress,  i 


Now  Donna  Inez  had,  with  sit  her  nieni 

A  great  opinion  of  her  own  good  qua 

Neglect,  indeed,  requires  a  saint  to  heir 


Of  getting  her  liege  lord  iTito  a  scrape- 
XSI. 
Oft  in  the  wrong,  and  never  on  his  guard ; 

Thai  you  might  "hrain  them  with  their  lady'afani" 
And  sometunea  ladies  hit  eiiceedmg  hard, 

And  fans  turn  into  falchloos  in  fair  hands, 

And  why  and  wherefore  no  one  understands. 
XXII. 

'Tis  pity  learned  virgins  ever  wed 
With  persons  of  no  sort  of  education. 

Or  gentlemen  who,  though  waQ-Born  and  bred. 
Grow  tired  of  si^CDtilK  conversation : 

I'm  a  plain  man,  and  in  a  single  slalion. 

Inform  us  truly,  have  they  not  hen-peck'd  you  all? 

XXOI. 
Don  Jose  and  his  lady  quarrell'd— »% 

Not  any  of  the  many  could  divine, 
Tliough  several  IhousBnd  people  chose  to  try, 

I  loathe  that  low  vice  curiosity (i 

But  if  there's  anything  in  which  I  shuia. 

Not  having,  of  my  own,  domestic  cares. 

XXIV. 
And  so  1  interfered,  and  with  the  best 


For  neither  of  ihem  could  I  ever  iind. 
Although  their  porter  afterwards  eonfess'd— 

But  that's  'no  matter, and  the  worst's  behim 
For  little  Juan  o'er  me  threw,  down  stairs, 
A  pail  of  housemaid's  water  unawares. 

XXV. 
A  little  curly-headed,  good-for-nothing. 

And  mischief-making  monkey  from  his  liirth; 
His  parents  ne'er  agreed  eicept  in  doting 

Upon  the  meat  unquiet  imp  on  earth ; 
Instead  of  quarrelling,  had  they  been  but  bn(h 
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.  of  life, 


XXVI. 


ne  limo  an  unlisppysc 

iduct  was  exceedingly  well-hred, 

Lve  no  outward  signs  of  inward  strife, 

ength  Ihe  smothcr'd  fire  '     ' 


(t  Bilk 
XXVII, 


oubt. 


of  cjplanatL. 


iould  bs  had, 


,-,«d, 


n  and  God 
Required  lliia  conduct: — wiiich  soam'd  very  odd. 

XXVIII. 
She  kept  a  journal,  where  his  faulta  wi 

And  open'd  certain  trunks  of  books  ana  letters. 
All  which  might,  if  occae;an  served,  be  quoted ; 

And  than  she  had  all  Seville  for  abettors. 
Besides  her  good  old  grandmother  (who  doted) ; 

The  hearers  of  her  case  became  repealers. 
Then  advocates,  inquisitors,  and  judges. 
Soma  ibr  amusement,  others  for  old  grudges. 

sxrs. 

And.  then  this  best  and  meekest  woman  bora 
With  such  serenity  her  husband's  woes. 

Just  as  the  Spartan  ladles  did  of  yore. 

Who  eaw  Iheir  spouses  kill'd,  and  nobly  ehoEe 

Never  to  say  a  word  nhaiA  tbem  more— 
Calmly  she  heaid  each  calumny  that  i 


He  died:  and  most  m 
ording  lo  all  bin 
From  counsel  learned 
{Although  their  talk 
His  death  contrireil  (< 
.  thousand  piliea  a 
public  feeling,  wbli 
s  manifested  in  a 

ab!   he  died!  "" 


Therefore  his  frailt 
Indeed  there  wen 
nd  If  bis  nassioni 


'ho  was  also  named  Pompil 
XXXVI. 


And  saw  ha  agonies  with  such  sublimity. 

No  choice  was  left  his  feelings  or  his  pride 

That  ail  tho  world  exclaim'd,  "What  magnanimity!" 

Sate  death  or  Doctors'  Commons— so  be  died. 

XXX. 

XXXVII. 

Dying  intestate,  Juan  was  sole  heir 

Which,  with  s  Img  mmority  and  care. 

The  more  so  in  obtaining  our  oivn  ends  ; 

Promised  to  turn  out  well  in  proper  hands: 

And  what  the  lawyers  call  a  "tko/m  amnms," 

Inez  became  sole  guardian,  which  was  fair. 

Conduct  bke  this  by  no  means  comprehends ; 

And  answer'd  hot  to  nature's  just  demands; 

Reiengc  in  parson's  certainly  no  virtue, 

An  only  son  left  with  an  only  mother 

But  Uien  'tis  not  my  fault  if  alhaa  hurt  you. 

Is  brought  up  mudi  more  wisely  than  another. 

XXXI. 

xxxvni. 

And  ir  our  quarrels  should  rip  up  old  stories. 

Sagest  of  women,  even  of  widows,  she 

And  help  them  wlt!>  a  lie  or  two  additional, 

Resolved  that  Juan  should  be  quite  a  paragon. 

/'m'not  to  blame,  as  you  well  know,  no  more  is 

Anyone  else— they  were  become  traditional ; 

{His  sire  was  of  Castile,  his  dam  from  Arragon, 

Kesidea,  their  resuireetion  aids  our  gkiries 

By  conliaat,  which  is  what  we  just  ware  wishing  all ; 

In  case  our  lord  the  king  should  go  to  war  agj.i» 

And  science  profits  by  this  rasurreetion — 

He  learn'd  the  arts  of  riding,  fencing,  gunnery. 

Dead  scandals  form  good  subjects  for  dlssec^on. 

And  how  to  seals  a  fortress— or  a  nunnerj. 

XXXII. 

XXXIX. 

But  that  which  Donna  Inez  most  desired. 

Then  their  relations,  who  made  matters  worse 

And  saw  into  herself  each  day  before  aV. 

(Twere  hard  to  tell  upon  a  like  oecasion 

The  learned  tutors  whom  for  him  she  hired. 

Was  that  his  breeding  should  be  strictly  morA,, 

can't  say  rouch  for  friend  or  yet  relation) : 

Much  into  all  his  studies  she  mqnired. 

The  lawyers  did  their  'utmost  for  divorce. 

And  so  they  were  submitted  first  to  her,  all. 

»ut  scarce  a  fee  wag  paid  on  either  side 

Arts,  sciences,  no  branch  was  made  a  myslerv 

Before,  unluckily,  Don  Jose  died. 

To  Juan's  eyes,  ejcepimg  natural  bisloiv. 
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To  be  the  most  remote  from  oommon 

[n  atl  these  he  was  much  and  deeply  rei 

Bul  not  a  page  of  any  Ihinglthat's  lo 


And  for  Ihelr  ^neids,  Iliads,  and  Odysseys, 
Were  forced  to  make  an  odd  sort  of  apology. 
For  Donna  Inez  dreaded  the  mythology. 


1  don't  think  Sappho^s  Ode  a  ^cd  exempli 
Although'  Longinus  teila  us  there  is  no  hymt 

Where  the  sublime  so^irs  forth  on  ivmgs  more  a 
But  Virgira  songs  are  pure,  except  that  horrid 
Itegbning  wiiji  "  F<inttiisiim  pasinr  Carydaa." 

SXllI. 
Lucralius'  breligion  is  too  strong 


'1  help  thinking  Juvenal  w 


So  much  indeed  a 

plainly  in  hia  song, 
to  he  downright  rude ; 

And  Ihenwhat  proper  person  cm  be  partial 
To  alt  Ihose  nauseous  epigrams  of  Martial } 

Juan  >vas  taught  fro 
Expurgated  by  lea 

Judidously,  from  out 
The  grosser  parts 

-nad  men,  who  pkce,  ' 
the  school-boy's  lision, 
bul,  fearfid  to  deface 
est  bard  by  this  omission 

And  pityuig  sore 
They  only  add  them 

is  mutilated  case. 

1111  some  less  rigid  editor  sbdt  stoop 

■Tis  not  with  Donna  Ine    I  would  s     t 

To  call  them  back  into  Uieir  separate  cages, 

Him  up  to  learn  his  catech  stn  alone , 

Ins'cad  of  standing  staring  allogedier. 

Like  garden  gods— and  not  so  decent,  either. 

For  thete  it  was  I  pick'd  up  my  own  hnowledg< 

XLVL 

LIII. 

The  Mi.jsai  too  (il  was  the  family  Missal) 

For  there  one  learna— 'tis  not  for  me  lo  boast. 

Though  I  acqiiired— but  I  pass  over  ll,at. 

(Vhith  ancient  mass-books  clten  ore,  and  this  aU 

As  well  as  all  the  Greek  I  since  hace  lost : 

Kinds  of  grotesijuos  illumined  ;  and  how  they 

1  say  that  there's  the  place— but  "  Vcrbum  n 

Who  saw  tuuse  frguiee  on  the  margin  kiss  all. 

I  think  I  pick'd  up,  too,  as  well  aa  most, 

Could  mm  their  optics  to  the  text  and  pray 

Knowledge  of  matters— bul,  no  malter  lukat— 

He  did  not  take  such  studies 


So  wen  not 


sf  the  aforesaid  paii 


i  S^nt  Augustine,  in  his  line  Confi 

'hich  make  the  reader  enyybis  1ra«3gr«aoijiia- 

XLVIII. 
lis,  too,  was  a  seai'd  book  to  little  Juan— 
I  can't  but  say  iJtat  his  mamma  was  righl. 

If  such  an  education  was  tJie  true  one. 

~ „j him  from  out  her  sight; 

Her  maids  were  old,  and  if  she  look  a  now  one 
You  might  be  sure  she  was  a  perfect  fr^ht; 

recommend  as  much  to  every  wife. 
XLIX. 

„_..ild,and  at  eleven 

With  all  the  promise  of  as  fine  a  face 

As  e'er  to  man's  maturer  growth  was  given : 
He  studied  steadily  and  grew  apace. 


Although  in  infancy  a  little  wild. 
They  tamed  hun  down  amongst  I 


lUng  philosopher  was  grown  already. 


LI. 

had  my  doubts,  perhaps  I  have  them  sti 
But  what  I  say  is  neither  here  nor  Ihct 
knew  his  father  welt,  and  have  some  ski 
In  character — but  it  would  not  be  fair 

He  and  his  wife  were  an  ill-sorted  pair- 

-gahisl  all  evil  speak        even    n  jest 

LIl 
'or  my  part  I  say  nodi  ng — nolh  ng — b  t 
Tki>  I  will  say-my  reasons  a  e         o 
That  if  Ihad  an  only  son  to  put 
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Toll,  handsome,  sli 
And  every  body  bi 


.lupLd). 


LVI. 


The  darkness  of  her  orienlal  ej-e 

Accorded  wiih  her  Moorish  origin  : 
(Her  blood  was  not  all  Spanish,  by  lh«  by; 

In  Spain,  you  know,  this  is  a  sort  of  sin). 
When  proud  Grenada  fell,  and,  iixced  to  fly, 

Boabdil  wept,  of  Donna  Julia's  kin 
Some  went  to  Africa,  some  atay'd  in  Spain, 

LVII. 
She  marrleJ  (I  forget  the  pedigree) 

WiUi  an  Hidalgo,  who  iranamiited  doivn  , 
His  hlood  leas  noble  than  such  blood  Ehould  bei 

At  such  alliances  his  sires  would  frovn. 
In  that  point  so  precise  in  each  degree 

■ITiai  ihey  hred  in  ami  in,  as  might  be  shovm. 
Marrying  Iheh  cousins — nay,  Iheij 


LXIII. 
'T  is  a  esd  thing,  I  cannot  choose  but  say 

And  all  the  fault  of  that  indecent  sun 
Who  cannot  leave  alone  our  helpless  clay. 

But  will  keep  baking,  broiling,  burning  oc 
That,  bomaoevei'  people  fast  and  pray, 

The  flesh  is  fruU  and  au  the  soul  undone 
What  men  oajl  gallantry,  and  gods  aduhei 

LXIV. 

ythe  nations  of  the  moral  north! 


brought  Saint  Anihony  lo  reason  ]  j 


Which  always  i 


eed,  if  it 


For.f 

-om  a 

oot,(he 

ugUost  i 

Old  Spain, 

a  branch  as  bea 

rifiil  : 

1  fresh 

The 

re  shon 

the.: 

u^ghter. 

But  there' 

Tis 

aidth 

,Donn 

Julia's 

rranc 

Produ 

ced  her  Don  more  heirs 

atlo 

e  than 

LIX. 

How" 

er  this 

might 

e,  the  r 

imp 

ugh  eve 

■ation, 

IJnId 

only  a. 

Wl 

0  left  n 

n  only  daughter 

myn 

arration 

May 

lave  SI 

hat  thiE 

smgl 

I  sha 

have 

much  to 

speak  a 

out). 

and  she 

Was 

married 

charm 

g.chasL 
LX. 

,and 

twenly- 

Her* 

ved'i 

nd  of  ha 

ndsome  eyes) 

Wa 

and  da 

lalfits 

Until 

heap 

ke,then 

through 

lis  soft  disgui 

Was 


either 
They  Uved 


LXV. 

s  the  name  of  Julia's 
well  looking  for  his  ycai 


most  people  do, 
eacn  otners'  loibles  by  bcwki!, 
it  exactly  ^ther  one  or  tmo ; 
93  jealous,  though  he  did  not  &ha%^ 
For  jealousy  dislikes  the  »-otl(l  to  know  it. 
LXVI. 


Julia 


«as-yetl 
h  Donna  Inez 


could  El 


iwhy- 


te  friend : 
small  sympalhy. 
For  not  a  line  had  Julia  ever  penn'd  ; 
Some  people  whisper  (but  no  doubt  thoy  lie. 
For  malice  sliU  imputes  sc 


d  that,  stUl  ki 


>n  Alfonsi 
LXVII. 


miage; 


.ing  up 


the  old  a 


uch  the  b 


Which  awiggied  through  and  chasleu'd  c 


She  took  his  lady  also  in 

She  flaiter'd  Julia  wiUi  her  sage  protection, 

And  complimented  £>on  Alfonso's  taste ; 

And  if  she  could  not  (who  can7)  silence  scni 

At  leaet  she  lefl  it  a  more  slender  handlu. 
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Wi 


1  tell  whether  Julia 
h  other  people's  ej 
nade,bul  n( 


eould  h< 


Of  this,  Bt  leasE  no  sjiupleni  e'er  was  shi 
Cerhapa  she  did  nol  know,  or  Aii  not  care. 
Indifferent  from  the  firal  ur  calluus  graim 
1  'm  reallj  puiiled  what  to  think  or  say, 
She  kept  her  coimsel  in  so  doae  a  way. 

LXIX. 
Juan  she  saw,  and,  as  i  preUy  child, 

■   B  thing  might  bi 


When 


enUy  d< 


enty  yeai 


styled 


LXX. 

Wliate'er  the  cause  might  be,  tliey  had  becomi 

CJianged ;  far  the  dame  grew  instant,  the  youth  shy, 
Thur  looks  cast  down,  their  greetings  almost  dumb. 

Them  surely  will  he  little  doubt  with  some 
That  Donna  Juba  knew  the  reason  why, 

Bui  as  for  Juan,  he  had  no  more  notion 

Then  he  who  never  saw  the  soa  of  ocean. 
LXXl. 

Vet  Julia's  very  coldness  still  was  kind. 
And  tremulously  gentle  her  small  hand 

Withdrew  TlseJf  from  his,  but  lell  behind 


A  hitle  I 


0  blan. 


Wrought  chan^  with  all  Armida's  fiery  art 

LXXII. 

And  if  she  met  him,  though  she  snilled  no  mare, 
She  look'd  a  sadness  sweeter  than  her  smde. 

As  if  her  heart  had  deeper  thoi^hts  in  store 
She  must  not  awn,  but  cl^erish  d  more  the  while, 

For  that  compresEion  ui  its  binding  core ; 


self  h, 


nanya 


And  will  not  dare  la  trust  itself  with  truth. 
And  love  is  taught  hyporiisy  from  youth. 

Lxxin, 

But  passion  most  dissembles,  yet  betraya 
Even  by  its  darkness ;  as  the  bla^^est  sky 

ForetBlls  the  heaviest  tempest,  it  displays 
lis  workings  through  the  vainly-guarded  eye, 


masks  i 


.  still  lo 


LXXIV. 

rnen  Ihors  were  sighs,  the  deeper  for  suppression, 
And  stolen  glances,  sweeter  for  Iha  thefl. 

Tremblings  when  met,  and  restlessness  when  led 
AM  iheso  are  'itile  preludes  lo  possession, 

OF  which  young  passion  cannot  be  bereft, 
And  merely  end  to  show  how  greatly  love  is 


Poor  Julia's  heart  was  in  an  awkward  5tate : 

She  felt  it  going,  and  resolved  to  make 
The  noblest  efforts  for  herself  and  mate, 

And  almost  might  have  made  a  Tarquin  qiiak 
She  pray'd  the  Virgin  Mary  for  her  grace, 
Ab  being  the  best  judge  of  a  lady's  case. 

LXXVI. 
She  vow'd  she  never  would  See  Juan  more. 

And  looked  extremely  at  the  opening  door, 
Which,  by  the  Virgin's  grace,  let  in  another  i 

Grateful  she  was,  and  yet  a  little  sore- 
Again  il  opens,  it  eon  he  no  other, 

'Tis  surely  Juan  now— Nol    I'm  afraid 

That  night  the  Virgm  was  no  further  proy'd. 
LXXVII. 

She  now  determined  that  a  virtuous  woniiui 
Should  rather  face  and  overcome  temptation ; 

That  flight  was  base  and  dastardly,  and  no  man 


Should  e 


That 


t  the  I 


say  a  thought,  heyond  ih 


For  peopl 

who  are 

pleasanter  than 

others. 

But  then 

hey  only 

eem  so  many  br 

Lxxvin. 

others. 

And  even 

fbycha 

nce-and  who  ca 

n  tell? 

Thed™ 

y  sly— she  should  diseov 

That  all  w 

■bin  was 

not  so  very  well 

And  if, 

ill  free. 

lat  siieh  or  suel 

a  love, 

Might  pl« 

Lseperha 

s,  a  virtuous  wif 

canq 

Such  lb 

ights,  and  be  the  belter  wl 

And,  if  the 

nd  young 

uld  ask,  'ds  bu 
LXXIX. 

denial 

And  tben 

here  are 

ove  div 

Bright  1 

e  Bugela  think  so  very  fin 

Thus  Julia  said— and  thought  so,  to  he 
Lnd  so  I'd  have  her  think,  were  I  the  m 
On  whom  her  reveries  celestial  ran. 
LXXX, 

^,n  young  persona  without  any  dai 

ly  part,  lo  such  doings  1  'm  a  sira 
these  freedoms  for  tlie  utmost  lisi 
o'er  which  such  love  may  he  a  r 
If  people  go  beyond, 't  is  quite  a  crime, 
"  nol  my  feuli— I  tell  them  oil  in  time. 
LXXXI. 


e,then 


within  it 


Was  Julia's  inn. 
In  young  Don  Juan's  favour, 
"   irtion  might  be  useful  k 
ighted  at  loo  pure  a  sli 


proper 
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Fraught  with  Uik  fine  inteDiion,  uid  n-ell  fenced 

III  mail  of  proof— her  puritj  of  soul, 
Slie,  fur  Ihe  future,  of  her  strength  coniinceil. 

And  that  her  honour  was  a  rock,  or  mole, 
Eiceeding  sageij  from  that  hour  dispensed 

With  any  kind  of  troublesome  control. 
Bat  whether  Julia  to  the  task  was  »ntal 

LXXXIII. 

Her  plan  she  deem'd  both  innocent  and  feasible. 
And,  Eurcly,  Jiiih  a  stripling  of  siiteen 

Not  scandal's  fajigs  could  tii  on  much  thai 's  seizabte ; 
Or,  if  they  did  bo,  satisfied  to  mean 

That  all  the  aposllea  would  have  done  as  they  did. 

LXXXIV. 
And  if,  in  the  mean  lime,  her  husband  died, 

liut  Heaven  forbid  Ihat  such  a  thought  ahuuld  cross 
Her  brain,  though  in  a  drean,,  (and  then  she  sigh'd !) 


(This  should  be  enirp  tiovs,  for  Juha  thought 

Id  SVenoh,  but  then  the  rhyme  would  go  lor  nought). 

LXXXV. 
f  only  say  suppose  thi 

(Vould  fully  suit  anidoH 


n  up  tf 


Even  I 


ould  ni 


And  in  the  interim  (to  pursue  this 
The  mischief,  alter  all,  could  not  be  great, 

For  he  wouhi  learn  the  rudiments  of  love, 

I  mean  the  seraph  way  of  those  above. 
I,XXXVI. 

So  much  lor  Julia.     Now  we  '11  turn  to  Juan. 
Poor  lltUe  fellow  i  he  had  no  idea 

Of  his  own  case,  and  never  hit  the  true  one ; 
In  feelings  qiuck  aa  Ovid's  Miss  Medea, 


il  he  four 


could  bi 


img  quite 


with  3.  little  patience,  might  grow  ct 
LXXXVir. 

His  home  deserl^d  for  the  taely  wood. 
Tormented  wilh  a  wound  he  could  not  knoi 

Ills,  like  all  deep  grief,  plunged  ui  solitude 
I'm  fond  myself  of  solitude  or  so, 

lybe  undetElood 


By  so 


wilh  a 


Bullan's, 


1  grou 


Lxxxvni. 

"Oh  love!   hi  such  a  wilderness 
Where  transport  and  security  entwuif 

Here  is  the  empire  ,of  thy  perfect  bliss. 
And  here  thou  art  a  god  indeed  divli 

The  b     ■  -  '         ■ 


Wilh  the  . 


line, 


XC, 

Young  Juan  wander'd  by  tlie  glassy  brooks. 

Thinking  unutterable  things:  be  threw 
Himself  at  length  wiihm  the  leafy  nooks 

Where  the  wild  branch  of  the  cork  forest  grrw 
There  poets  find  materials  for  (heir  books, 

And  every  now  and  then  wo  *ead  there  through, 
So  that  their  plan  and  prosody  are  eligible, 
Onleas,  like  Wordsworth,  they  prove  unuitolligihle. 

XCI. 
He,  Juan,  (and  not  Wordsworth),  so  pursued 

His  self.K!ommunion  whh  Ids  own  high  soul. 
Until  his  mighty  heart,  in  its  great  ipood. 

Had  mifigatfld  part,  though  not 'the  whole 
Of  its  disease ;  he  did  the  best  he  could 

And  tum'd,  without  perceiiing  his  condition, 
Liko  Coleridge,  hito  a  metaphysician. 

xcir. 

Ha  thought  about  himself,  and  the  whole  earth. 

Of  mm  the  wonderful,  and  of  the  stars. 
And  how  the  deuce  they  ever  could  have  birth ; 

And  then  he  thought  of  earthquakes  and  of  war^. 
How  many  miles  the  moon  mighl  have  in  girth, 

Of  ab^balloona,  mid  of  the  many  bars 
To  perfect  knowledge  of  the  boundless  skies  ; 
d  then  he  thought  of  Donna  Juha'a  eyes. 

XCIII. 
thoughts  like  these  true  wisdom  may  discern 


Which  some  are  born  wilh,  but  the  mc 
To  plague  themselves  wiihal,  they  kni 

'T  was  strange  that  one  so  young  should  thus 
His  brain  about  the  action  of  the  sky ; 

If  you  think  'twos  philosophy  that  this  did, 

xcrv. 

He  pored  upon  the  leaves,  and  on  the  llowi 
And  .heard  a  vaice  in  all  the  winds;  and 
ight  of  wood-nymphs  and  immortal 


And  h 


/  the  gi 


the  pathway,  he  forgot  the  hours. 
And,  when  he  look'd  upon  IiIr  watch  agiun. 
He  found  how  much  old  Time  had  been  a  win 
He  also  found  that  he  had  lost  his  dinner. 

xov. 


e  page  is 
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XCVI. 
Thus  miuld  he  while  his  lonoly  hnura  away 

DissatisiicJt  nor  knowing  what  he  wanled ; 
Nur  glowing  reverie,  nor  poat^s  bLj, 

Could  yield  his  spiril  that  for  which  it  panted, — 

And  hear  ihe  heart  beat  with  tlie  love  it  granted, 
With — several  olher  things,  which  I  forgel. 
Or  which,  at  least,  I  need  not  mention  yel. 

XCVH. 
Those  toncly  walks  and  lengtlienmg  reveries 

Could  not  escape  ihe  gentle  Juhn's  eyes; 
S'lo  saw  that  Juan  was  not  at  his  ease ; 

But  thai  whiiA  chiefly  may  and  musl  surprise, 
b,  that  the  Donna  Inez  did  hot  tease 

Het  only  wa  with  question  or  surmise; 
Whether  it  was  she  did  not  see,  or  would  net, 
Or,  like  ail  very  clever  people,  coukl  not. 


No_t  only  of  the  age,  and  year,  but  . 
seSf  making  history  ehan 


Irange,  I 


It  yet  'I 


Leave  to  overstep  the  written  rights  of  ivonian. 
And  break  the — Which  commandment  is 'tlhey  lireak? 

Shouldrashly  (juote,  lor  Tear  of  s  mistake). 

They  make  some  blunder,  which  their  ladies  tell  us 
XCIX. 


t  still  no  le 


Jealou! 


suspect 


o  had  n. 


le  wrong  pi 


r  pandering  blindly 
By  harbouring  some  deal  friend  ejlremdy 

The  last  indeed 's  infalUblythe  case: 
And  when  the  spouse  and  hnend  are  goiie  off  wholly. 
He  wonders  at  tlieu  vice,  and  not  his  folly. 

Thus  parents  also  are  at  times  shorl-sighted  j 
Though  watehlnl  as  the  lyni,  tliey  ne'er  discover. 

The  while  the  wicked  world  beholds,  deli^loii. 
Young  Hopeful's  mistress,  or  Miss  Fanny's  lover, 

liil  some  cmifounded  escapade  has  blighted 
The  plan  of  twenty  years,  and  all  is  oief ; 

And  then  the  mother  cries,  the  father  swears, 

And  wonders  why  the  devil  he  got  heirs.    . 


but  Inez  was  so  at 

Of  sight,  that  1 1 

She  had  soute  oil 


CI, 


«ay  o'er 


Then 
Leaving 
dKceplJng  the  post-obits  of  theology. 

CIV. 
Twas  on  the  mth  of  June,  about  (he 
Of  half-past  six — perhaps  still  nearer 

As  ere  held  houri  in  that  heathenish 
Described  by  Mahomet,  and  Ano 


Tow; 


And  e 


ironnlog 


inMoo 


t  alone;  I  know  not  well 
should  not  tell— 


lid  hold  theh' 
No  matter  how  or  why  Ihe  thing  befell, 

But  there  were  she  and  Juan  far*  to  face- 
When  two  such  faces  are  so,  'twould  {le  wise. 
But  very  diiRciilt,  to  shut  ihar  eyes. 


autiful  si 


CVI, 


>k,  and  yet  she  f<:It 
Oh  love  I  how  perfect  is  thy  mystic  art. 

How  s^-deceilfiil  is  th  es        rt 

mortals  whom  thy    re     at 


The  pi 


And  then  of  Don  Alfonso's  fifty  years: 
wish  these  last  had  not  occurr'd,  in  soolh. 

Because  that  number  rarely  mueh  endears, 
>nd  ttvough  all  dimes,  the  snowy  and  Ihe  sunny. 


CYIII. 

Vhen  peop 

say,  "I've  told  yoa  Jlpf/lim 

to  scold,  and  very  often  do ; 

Vhen  poets 

ay  "  I  've  written  JJiy  rhymes,' 

They  mak 

yoodrlffld  that  they 'Uredtet 

n  gangs  of ./!%,  thieves  commit  their  crimi 

At^yi3,,l. 

lat  then,  n( 

doubt,  il  equally  as  true  is, 

A  good  deal 

may  be  bought  for  fifty  Louis. 

CIX. 

:uUa  had  hi 

nour,  virtue,  truth,  and  love 

t  or  Don  - 

!y  all  the  v 

ws  below  to  powers  above. 

would  disgracn  the  ring  she  wi 

4or  leave  a 

ivish  which  wisdom  might  reproi 

And  while 

she  ponder'd  this,  besides  mu 

One  hand  o 
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CXVIl. 

l^nconsciously  she  leanM  upon  the  other. 

And  Julia's  voice  was  kist,                      g 

WiuQh  plaj'd  ivitHn  the  tangles  of  her  hair; 

Until  too  late  for  useful  c 

And  to  eontsnd  with  Ihonghls  she  could  nat  smother. 

The  tears  were  gushing  from         g 

Site  Geem'd,  by  the  disuaclion  of  her  air. 

I  wish,  indeed,  ttey  had                       as 

'T  iva^  surely  very  wrong  in  Juan's  mother 

iut  who,  alas!  can  love,  an 

To  Leave  together  this  imprudent  pair, 

Not  that  remorse  did  not        ose      m    at 

She  who  for  many  years  had  watch'd  her  son  so — 

A  little  still  she  strovB,  and  m 

1  'm  ve.j  certain  arine  wnuid  not  have  done  so. 

CXI. 

CXVIU 

The  hand  which  still  held  Juan's,  by  degrees 

Tis  said  that  Xerxes  olfer' 

Genliy,  but  palpably,  oonfirm'd  its  grasp, 

To  those  who  coukl  inven    hm 

As  if  it  saia  "  detain  me,  if  you  please ;" 

Melhinks  the  requisition's  r 

Yet  there 's  no  doubt  she  only  meant  to  clasp 

And  must  have  cost  his  m   es                   re 

His  fingers  with  »  pure  Platonic  squee^i 

For  my  part,  I'm  a  modera     m      cd    ar 

She  would  have  shrunlt  as  from  a  load  or  asp. 

Fond  of  a  little  love  [wht         ca 

llad  she  imagined  such  a  thing  could  rouse 

I  care  not  for  now  pleasure           th 

A  feeling  dangerous  to  a  prudent  spouse. 

Are  i]uitfl  enough  for  me,  s    th  y 

cxir. 

CXIX. 

1  cannot  know  what  Juan  thought  of  this, 

Oh  Pleasure!  you're  indeed  a  pleasant  thin^, 

But  what  he  did  is  much  what  yo«  wouU  do; 

Although  one  must  be  daran'd  for  you,  no  doubt 

His  young  lip  thank'd  it  with  a  grateful  kiss, 

I  make  a  reaoluUon  every  sprme 

And  then,  abash'd  at  his  own  joy,  withdrew 

In  deep  despair,  lest  he  h&d  done  amiss, 

Love  is  so  very  timid  when  'lis  new: 

Yet  still,  I  trust,  it  may  be  kept  throughout : 

She  blush'd  and  frown'd  not,  but  she  strove  to  speak, 

I'm  very  sorry,  very  much  ashamed, 

A  d  h  Id  h      t    sue.  h         •        as  "r                   k 

A  d  mean,  neit  winter,  to  he  (juile  reelaim'd. 

CXIU 

cxx. 

Th                       dp           th    J  11       moo 

H  re  my  chaste  muse  a  bberty  must  take — 

Tl      d     1      m  th               f             h   f    th  y 

S  art  not!  still  chaster  reader,— she'll  be  nice  hence 

Hh    calld  h                      m  think     h  gan  to 

F    ward,  and  there  is  no  great  cause  to  quake: 

Th           men  1  tur       th  re                  d  y 

This  liberty  is  a  poetic  license 

Th    I    g            t   h      w     yfir<      f  J 

n  h  ch  some  irregularity  may  make 

See    half  th    b    mess  m            k  d        y 

h   the  design,  and  as  I  have  a  high  sense 

O        h  h    hre         gl    h           f         nsl  m       ml  - 

Of  Aristotle  and  the  Rules,  'tis  fit 

Aid  th        1      1    k          mod         1     h       hJ 

T    beg  his  pardon  when  I  err  a  bit. 

CMV 

CXXI. 

Th                d     e             d         m    h  t  h 

Th     license  is  to  hope  the  reader  will 

A       U            J    h  lea  ea  ro       f     th    full    oul 

S  ippose  from  June  the  siith  {the  fatal  day. 

T      p       dl        If       thou     h    po 

n  ihout  whose  epoch  my  poetic  skill. 

Of    alk  g     h  Uy  b    k    is      If           1 

For  want  of  facts,  would  all  be  thrown  away'. 

Th       1        IhwhhhUm^               dtfl 

B      keeping  Julia  and  Don  Juan  still 

Sh  d    be      y      d  d    p      ftness            h    wh  1 

I    sight,  that  several  months  have  paas'd ;  ive  'U  sa 

B       1         1      1«    h    h  art    ard               thr  w 

T    as  in  November,  but  I'm  not  so  sure 

A  1           la  gu          1    I        no       p 

cxv 

CXXII. 

A  d  Jl              wth  J  an    lalf    mbrac  d 

W  'l!  talk  of  that  anon.-Tis  swcel  to  hear. 

A   i  hjf         mg  fr  m    h    gl        g 

At  midnight  on  the  blue  and  moonlit  deep, 

Wl    I        mbl  d  hk    th    bo    m  wh         waspl  ced 

Tl     Eong  and  oar  of  Adria's  gondolier. 

Yel     dl    h    m       h         h    gh  th       w           ham 

By  distance  meHow'd,  o'er  the  waWrs  sweep , 

0      1«     w        ea.y        wilhd         h      w    st. 

T      sweet  to  see  Iha  evening  star  appear; 

But  then  the  situation  had  its  charm. 

'Tis  sweet  to  listen  as  the  night-wmds  creep 

And  then God  knows  what  neit— I  can't  go  on ; 

From  leaf  lo  leaf;  'tis  sweet  to  view  on  high 

I'm  almost  sorry  that  I  e'er  begun. 

The  rainbow,  based  on  ocean,  span  the  sky ; 

CXVI. 

CXXlll. 

Oh,  Plato  1  Plato  1  you  ha,ye  payed  the  way. 

■Tis  sweet  lo  hear  the  watch-dog'a  honest  bark 

With  your  confounded  iantaaica,  to  mote 

Bay  doep-mouth'd  weU»ip6  as  we  drawnuo'  '';«« 

Immoral  conduct  by  the  fancied  sway 

T  is  sweet  to  know  there  is  an  eye  will  mar* 

Our  coming,  and  look  brighter  when  we  coma. 

Of  human  hearts,  than  all  the  long  array 

'Tis  sweet  w  be  awaken'd  by  the  lark. 

Or  lull'd  by  falling  waters;  sweet  the  hun. 

Of  bees,  the  voice  of  ghls,  the  song  of  hirna. 

At  best,  no  belter  than  a  go-hetween. 

The  Usp  of  children,  and  their  earhcst  «orlL 
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cxxv. 

cxxxu. 

ThiB  is  the  patent  age  ofne™  iovenLon 

uneipectsd  deoih  of  some  old  lady 

For  killing  bodies  and  for  saving  sou: 

nUeman  of  seventy  years  complete. 

iidy 

Sa  Humphry  Davy's  lantern,  by  whic 

estate.  Of  eaah    or  cminlry-seat. 

Are  safely  mined  for  iu  Ihe  mode  he  m 

breaking,  but  with  stajiuna  bo  steady, 

Tinibuctoo  travels,  voyages  to  the  Po 

11  Ihe  Israelites  are  lil  to  mob  its 

Are  ways  to  l«nefil  mankind,  as  true. 

Pediaps,  as  shouting  them  at  Waterloo 

CXXVL 

cxxxm. 

By  blood  or  ink;  His  sweet  to  pot  an  end 
To  strife  ;  't  13  son.elimes  sweet  to  have  our  qua 

Particularly  with  a  tiresome  friend ; 
Sweet  b  olil  wine  in  bottles,  ale  in  barrels; 

Dear  is  tlie  helpless  creaiure  we  defend 
Againirt  the  world ;  and  dear  the  school-boy  ap 
We  ne'er  forget,  Ihouah  there  vie  are  forgot. 

CXXVU. 
But  sweeter  still  than  this,  than  these,  than  al! 

Is  first  and  passionate  love — it  stands  alone. 
Like  Adam's  recolleciiun  of  his  Ikil; 

1^  tree  of  knofvledge  has  been  pluckM-alPs  km 
And  life  yields  nolhiiig  further  -to  recall 

Worthy  of  this  anArosial  sin  so  shown. 
No  doubt  m  fable,  aa  the  unforgivon 
Fire  which  Prometlieus  filch'd  for  us  from  hea' 


CXXIX. 

inhis,  and  of  empty  poijiets 

1  Congreve's  rockets, 


cxxx. 

nade  (indinerent)  from  potatoes, 
has  set  some  corpses  grinning. 


Man 


what. 


d  wonderful  beyond  oJl  wondroi 

Pleasure's  a  sin,  and  sometimes  sin's'a  plcai 
Pew  mortals  know  what  end  they  Ivoukl  be  al 

But  whether  glory,  power,  or  love,  or  treasure. 
The  path  is  through  perplexing  ways,  and  wn< 
The  goal  is  gain'd,  we  die,  you  know— and  It. 

cxxxw 


Wlnt 


I  do  not 


e  do  you- 


'Twas,  as  the  watchmen  say,  a  cloudy  ni.ht 

No  moon,  no  stars,  Ihe  mnd  was  low  or  lout 
By  gusts,  and  many  a  sparkling  hearth  was  bri; 

There's  somethmg  cheeiful  m  that  sort  of  light. 

Even  as  a  summer  sky's  without  a  cloud. 
!<m  fond  of  lire,  and  crickets,  and  all  thai, 
A  lobster  salad,  and  champagne,  and  chat 

.cxsxxi^. 

'Twaa  midnight— J)onni  Julia  was  in  bed, 
Sleeping,  most  'probably,— when  h.  her  duor 

Arose  a  clatter  might  awake  the  dead. 
If  they  had  never  been  awoke  before— 

And  that  they  '         ' 


The  i 


It  the  It 


nooks  were  heard,  then  "Madam— Madam-h 
C  XXXVII. 
"ForGod's  sake.  Madam— Madam— here's  my  mas 
With  more  than  half  the  city  at  hia  back— 

'Tis  not  my  fault- 1  kept  good  wateh— Alack 
Do,  pray,  undo  the  bolt  a  little  faster— 

They're  on  the  stair  just  now,  and  in  1  cr^cv 
Wm  all  he  here;  perhaps  he  yet  may  fly- 
Surely  the  wuidow 's  not  so  very  high!" 
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CXLV. 

By  this  lima  Don  Alfonso  was  anived, 

[>uring  this  inquisition  Julia's  toogiie 

With  Lorches.  iiieiids,  and  servants  in  great  number ; 

The  major  part  of  them  hod  long  been  wived, 

"Insult  on  Insult  heap,  and  wrong  on  wrong ! 

And  Iherefora  paused  not  to  dislurb  the  almnber 

It  was  for  this  that  I  became  a  bride ! 

or  any  wicked  woman,  who  mntrired 

For  this  in  silence  I  have  suiTer'd  long 

By  Blealth  hor  husband's  temples  to  encunheri 

A  husband  like  Alfonso  at  my  side ; 

Examples  of  this  kind  are  so  contagious, 

But  now  I  '11  bear  no  more,  nor  here  remain. 

Were  oat  not  punish'd,  all  would  be  oulrageoua. 

If  there  be  law,  or  lawyers,  in  all  Spain. 

cxxxix.- 

CXLVI. 

I  can't  ten  how,  or  why,  or  what  auapioion 

"Yes,  Don  Alfonso,  husband  now  no  more. 

Could  enter  into  Don  Alfonso's  head. 

If  over  you  indeed  deserved  the  name. 

But  for  a  cavalier  of  his  condition 

Is 't  worthy  of  your  years ) — you  have  tlireescore. 

It  surely  was  eiceedingly  ill-hred. 

Fifty,  or  sixly-it  is  all  the  same- 

Wilhout  a  word  of  previous  admonition. 

Is  't  wise  or  fitlinfj  causeless  to  ejplore 

To  hold  a  levee  round  bis  lady's  bed. 

For  facts  agoinsl  a  virtuous  woman's  fame  ? 

And  summon  lackeys,  arm'd  with  lire  and  sword. 

Ungrateful,  perjured,  barbarous  Don  Alfonso  1 

To  prove  himself  tlie  thing  be  most  abhorr'd. 

How  dare  you  Ihink  your  lady  would  go  on  so  } 

CXL. 

CXLVII. 

Poor  Donna  Jutla  1    starting  as  from  sleep 

"Is  it  for  this  I  have  disdam'd  to  bold 

(Mmd-lhat  I  do  not  say-she  had  not  slept). 

The  common  privileges  of  my  sei  ? 

That  I  have  chosen  a  confessor  so  old 

Her  maid  Amonia,  who  was  an  adept, 

And  deaf,  that  any  other  it  would  vei, 

Contnved  to  Ring  the  bed-clothes  in  a  heap. 

And  nevCT  once  he  has  bad  cause  lo  scold, 

As  if  she  had  just  now  from  out  tham  crept! 

But  found  my  very  innocence  perplex 

I  can't  teQ  why  she  should  take  all  this  trouble 

So  much,  he  always  doubted  I  was  married- 

Ta  prove  her  mistress  had  been  sleeping  double. 

How  sorry  you  will  be  when  I  've  miscarried  ! 

cxu. 

CXLTOI. 

Put  Julia  mistross,  and  Antonia  maid. 

Appear'd  like  two  poor  harmless  women,  who 

I  yot  have  chosen  from  out  the  youth  of  Seville  1 

or  goblins,  but  still  more  of  men,  afiaid. 

la  it  for  Ibis  I  scarce  went  any  where. 

Had  thought  one  man  might  bedelerr'd  by  two, 

Except  to  bull-fights,  mass,  play,  rout,  and  revel  l 

And  therefore  inde  by  side  were  gently  laid. 

Is  it  for  this,  whale'er  my  Editors  were. 

Uniii  the  hours  of  absence  should  ran  through. 

Ifavour'd  nono-^ny,was  ajmost  uncivil! 

And  truant  husband  should  return,  and  say. 

Is  it  for  this  that  General  Count  O'Reillv, 

"My  dear,  I  was  tlie  first  who  came  away." 

Who  took  Alters,  declares  I  used  him  vi'lcly?' 

cxux. 

Now  Julia  found  at  length  a  voice,  and  cried. 

"Did  not  the  Itaban  Musioo  Caziani 

"  In  Heaven's  name,  Dou  Alfonso,  what  d'  je  mean  ? 

Sing  at  my  heart  sli  months  at  least  in  vain  ? 

Has  madness  seized  you?  would  thai  I  had  died 

Did  not  his  countryman,  Count  Comiani, 

Ere  such  a  monster's  victim  1  had  been ! 

Call  me  the  only  virtuous  wife  in  Spain? 

What  may  this  midnight  violence  belide. 

The  Count  Slrongstroganoff  I  put  in  pain, 

Date  you  suspect  mo,  whom  the  thought  would  kill  T 

And  Lord  Mount  Coffeehouse,  the  Irish  peer. 

Search,  then,  the  room !"— Alfonso  said,  "I  will." 

Who  kiU'd  hbnself  for  love  [with  wine)  last  year. 

CXLIII. 

CL. 

He  search'd,  Iheg  search'd,  and  rnmmaged  every  where, 

"Have  I  not  had  two  bishops  at  my  feet. 

Closet  and  clothes'-prces,  chest  and  ivindow-seat. 

The  Duke  of  lobar,  and  Don  Fcman  Nunez? 

And  found  much  linen,  lace,  and  several  pair 

And  is  it  thus  a  faithful  wife  you  treat! 

Of  stockings,  slippers,  brushes,  combs,  complete. 

I  wonder  id  what  quarter  now  the  moon  is . 

Willi  other  articles  of  ladies  fair. 

I  praise  your  vast  foi^ieatance  not  to  beil 

To  keopthem  bfnuliful,  or  leave  them  n«at: 

Me  also,  since  the  tuna  so  opportune  is— 

Arras  they  prick'd  and  curtains  with  their  swords. 

Oil,  valiant  man !  with,  sword  drawn  and  oock'd  Iriggw 

Now,  tell  me,  don't  you  cut  a  pretty  figure ' 

CXLIV. 

CLI. 

(Jndfr  me  bed  they  search'd,  and  there  they  found- 

"Was  il  for  Ibis  you  look  your  sudden  jomlict. 

No  nmller  what — il  vias  not  that  they  sought. 

rhey  oiien'd  windows,  gating  if  the  ground 

With  Ihat  s^blime  of  rascals  your  attorney. 

Had  signs  or  foot-marks,  but  tlie  earth  sud  nought : 

And  then  they  stared  each  other's  faces  round : 

Of  having  play'd  the  fool  ?  though  botii  I  spurn,  be 

'Tis  odd,Tlot  one  of  aU  those  seekers  thought. 

Deserves  the  worst,  his  conduct 's  less  defensibto. 

And  seems  to  mo  almost  a  sort  of  blunder, 

Because,  no  doubt,  '1  was  for  bis  dirty  fea. 

Of  looking  in  the  bed  as  well  as  under. 

And  not  for  any  love  to  you  or  me- 
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CLIL    . 
.11  means  let  Ihe  gentleman  proceed ; 

when  you  need- 


CLIX. 

The  Senhar  Don  Alfonso  Etood 
a  bustled  round  the  ra 
ling  up  h( 


's  titidress'd,  pray  tui 


!^'  sobbed  AntotiiiL, 

CLIII. 
Bie  is  the  closet,  there  the  toilet,  then 
le  anle-chambec— search  them  undeti  oi 
o  J3  the  solhi  there  the  great  arto-ohai 
le  ehuuney — which  would  realliLhold  a  I 
h  to  sleep,  and  beg  you  mil  tiko  care 
id  make  no  nmher  noiee  till  you  diacov 

when't  is  found,  let  me,  too,  h^ie  thut  pi 


Hid  Ua  m 
me,  except  the  alio 
,  like  Achates,  fajthful  lu  the  tomb. 
So  there  were  quatreU,  cared  not  for  tlie  i 
g  they  must  be  settled  by  Ihe  law: 
CLX. 
With  prying  snub-nose,  and  small  eyes,  hi 


11  pity  had 
■  r  belies 


And  ni 

)t  Don  Allbnso  at 

And,  truth  to  sa] 

When,  aller  search 


He, 


Andlr 


o  thosi 


Had  pour'd  upon  him  for  tl 


"  At  le^5^  p« 

haps,  he  has  not  siity  years- 

At  that  ag 

he  would  be  tooddfor  slaug 

ng  a  husband's  jealous  fears — 

(Antoma! 

let  me  have  a  glass  of  water) 

1  am  ashame 

of  having  shed  these  tears, 

TTieysreui 

worthy  of  my  father's  daugliter 

My  mother  dn 

am'd  nnt  in  my  nalal  hour 

That  I  should  fall  into  a  monster's  power. 

CLVl. 

"Perhaps  lis 

of  Antonii  you  btb  jealous. 

You  saw  th 

at  she  was  sleeping  by  my  side 

When  you  b 

oke  in  upon  Us  with  your  follow 

Look  where 

you  please — we  've  nothing,  sir, 

Only  another 

ime,  I  trust,  you  11  telt  us. 

Or  S«  the  sake  of  decency  abide 

A  moment  at 

the  door,  thai  we  may  be 

Dresa'd  to  te 

..eive  so  much  good  compajiy. 

CLVII. 

'■Andno«,s 

,  I  he,ve  done,  and  say  no  mor 

The  lilUe  I 

have  said  may  serve  to  show 

The  guileless  heart  In  silence  may  grieve  o' 

The  iviungs 

to  whose  exposure  it  is  slow ! 

I  leave  you  V 

T  will  one 

day  ask  yon  ic^  you  used  me 

Uod  gnnt  yo 

a  feel  not  then  the  bitletest  gri 

/ii'onia'  whe 

CLvni. 

It  first  he  tried  K 


Slie  lay,  her  dark  eyes  flashing  through  their  tears, 
l.irio  Bkie«  that  nun  and  Ughten;   as  a  veil 

ffnveu  and  o'ershading  her  wan  cheek,  appear* 
Uit  streaming  hau ;   the  black  curls  strive,  but  fall, 

To  hide  tat  fossy  shoulder  which  uproars 
lis  snow  through  alij — h^  soft  lips  lie  apart, 
Aist  lot>i1er  than  her  breathing  beats  her  heart. 


reply  w 


Prologue  is  always  certain  throes  and  throbs. 
Gasps,  and  whatever  else  the  owners  chooae:— 

Alfonso  saw  his  wife,  and  thought  of  Job's; 
He  saw,  too,  in  perspective,  her  relations. 
And  then  he  tried  to  muster  all  his  patience. 

CLXin. 


In  Don  Alfom 
The  door  was  fa 


CLXV. 

it  bolted,  than— 

0  suehihuiga  art 


to  proceed— for  there 
With  much  hearl-lclt  reluct 
ig  JiioD  slipp'd,  halt^sm 
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CLXVI. 

He  had  been  hid — I  dou't  prelend  lo  sa; 

How,  nor  can  I  indeed  describe  the  where— 
Voima,  slender,  and  psek'd  easily,  he  lay. 

No  douht,  hi  liUte  compass,  round  or  square 
But  pily  hira  I  neither  must  nor  may 

Hia  suJTocation  by  Uiat  pretty  pair ; 
T  were  better,  sure,  to  die  so,  than  be  shut. 
With  maudlin  Clarence,  in  bis  Mabnsev  buU. 

CLXvn, 

And,  secondly,  T  pity  not,  because 

Forbid  by  heavenly,  fined  by  human  laivsy-i 


And  find  a  deuced  balance  with  the  deviL 

CLXvm. 

Ofhb  position  I  can  give  no  notion: 

Tis  written  in  the  Hebrew  Chronicle, 
How  the  phyaidans,  lea.ving  pill  and  potion. 

Prescribed,  by  nay  of  blister,  a  young  belie. 
When  old  Bjng  David's  blood  grew  duU  in  moti 

And  that  the  medicine  answer'd  very  well ; 
Perhaps  ^twas  in  a  diiferent  way  applied. 
For  David  lived,  but  Juai  nearly  died. 

CLXIS 
Wbal's  fo  be  don   7  Alf  U  b    b    k 

The  moment  he  h  h     f    Is         y 


CLXXHI. 

Now,  Don  Alfonso  entwing,  but  alone. 

Closed  the  oration  of  the  trusty  maid: 
She  loiier'd,  and  he  lold  her  to  be  gone. 

An  order  somewhat  sullenly  obey'd  ; 
However,  present  remedy  was  none. 

And  no  great  good  seem'd  answer'd  if  she  stay'j  - 
Regarding  both  with  slow  and  sidelong  view. 
She  snuff'd  the  candle,  cutisied,  and  withdrew, 

CLXXIV. 
Alfonso  paused  a  minute— Ihen  begun 

strange  eicuses  lor  his  late  proceeding; 
He  would  not  justify  what  he  had  done. 

To  say  the  best,  it  was  extreme  iU-breeding: 
But  there  were  ample  reasons  for  it,  none 

Of  which  he  specified  in  this  this  pleading ; 
His  speech  was  a  fine  sample,  on  the  whole. 
Of  rhetoric,  which  the  leam'd  call  "rijmifofc." 
CLXSV. 

ia  said  nought ;  thou^  all  the  while  there  rose 

4  roady  answer,  which  at  once  enables 

By  a  few  timely  words  lo  turn  ihe  tables, 
,    Which,  if  it  does  not  silence,  still  must  pose. 
Even  if  it  should  comprise  o>  paolt  of  fables ; 


Tis  to 


c  uld  b 


>    uji 


>  p!y- 


wiih  firm 


And  how  lo  parry  tl 

Besides,  il  wanted  b     1  w  h    rs    f  d  y 
Antonia  puzzled ;  J  b     did  n       p    k, 
Bui  press'd  her  bloodless  lip  to~Juan's  cheek. 

CLXX. 
He  tum'd  bis  lip  to  hers,  and  with  his  hind 

Call'd  l^ck  the  tangles  of  her  wuidering  hair: 
Even  then  tIreirTffreTBeVcouia  ijoi^all'  commandi' 

And  half  [argot  thdr  danger  and  despair : 
Antouia's  patience  now  was  at  a  stand — 

"  Come,  come,  't  is  no  time  now  for  fooling  there," 
She  whisper'd  in  ^at  vtriih — "  I  must  deposit 
This  pretty  gentleman  within  the  closet : 

CLXSI. 
"  Pray  keep  your  nonsense  for  some  luckier  night — 

IVho  can  have  put  my  master  in  this  mood  7 
WhatwUl  become  on '1 3— I'm  m  such  b  fright! 

The  devil 's  in  the  urchin,  and  no  good — 
[s  this  a  tune  for  giggling  ?  (his  a  plight  ? 

Why,  don't  yon  know  that  it  may  end  in  blood  T 
Fou  'II  lose  your  lile,  and  I  shall  lose  my  place, 
My  mistress  all,  for^  that  half-girlish  face. 

CLXXIl. 
"  Had  it  but  been  for  a  stout  cavalier 

Of  twonty-fivo  or  thirty- (come,  make  haste) 
But  for  a  child,  what  piece  of  work  is  here ! 

I  really,  madam,  wonder  at  your  taste — 
(Come,  at,  get  in) — my  master  must  be  near. 

There,  for  the  present  al  the  least  he's  fast. 
And,  if  wo  can  but  till  the  morning  keep 


spects  with  mts,  do  you  reproach  wilh  lltree. 
CLXXVI. 
Julia,  in  fact,  had  tolerable  grounds, 

<iA  Inez  were  well  known ; 

But  that  can't  bo,  as  has  been  often  shown ; 
lady  wilh  apologies  abounds  : 
It  might  be  that  her  silence  sprang  alone 
rem  delicacy  to  Don  Juan's  ear,       , 
To  whom  she  knew  his  mother's  fame  was  dear. 
CLXXVII. 

Alfonso  ne'er  lo  Juan  had  alluded, 
lention'd  his  jealousy,  but  never  who 
Had  been  the  happy  lover,  he  concludod, 
ConccaI'd  amongst  bis  premises;  'tis  Iroe, 

LB  more  o'er  this  its  mystery  broojaa  , 
To  speak  of  Inei  now  were,  one  may  say. 
Like  throwing  Juan  in  Alfonso's  wa)'. 
CLXXVIH, 

best,  besides  tliere  is  a  taci 
m  phrase  appears  to  me  sad  Btuli, 
1  servo  to  keep  my  verse  compact) 
Which  keeps,  when  push'd  by  questions  rather  roupi 
A  lady  sJways  distant  from  the  &ct — 

There's  nothing  so  becoming  to  Ihc  fece. 

CLXXIX. 
They  blush,  and  we  bdie«  *om  ;   at  least  1 

In  any  case,  attempting  a  reply. 

For  then  theu  eloquence  grows  quite  profuse , 
And  when  at  length  they  're  out  of  breath,  they  sign, 

And  cast  theu  languid  eyes  down,  and  let  loose 
A  tear  or  two,  and  then  we  make  it  up ; 
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CLXXX. 

ALfDii^D  dused  hia  epeecli,  and  begg'd  her  pardojli 

Which  Julia  half  wilhheld,  and  ihcn  half  granted, 
And  laid  coiidiTjon?^  he  Ihoughl^  veiy  hard  on, 

Ho  Gtood,  like  Adam,  lingeiing  near  his  garden. 


CLXXXI. 

A  pair  of  shoes  I— what  then?  not  nmeli,ifthey 
Aro  anch  as  fit  with  lady's  feet,  but  these 

(No  one  •^  tell  hoWmuoh  I  grieve  to  say) 
Were  mascnUne :   (o  see  them  and  to  selie 

Was  but  a  moment's  acU— Ah !  ivell-a-day  I 
My  teeth  begin  to  chatter,  ray  veins  freeze— 

Alfonso  first  eiamined  weU  their  tashlou. 

And  then  Hew  out  into  another  passion. 
CLXXXIl. 

He  left  the  room  for  his  relbiquish'd  sword, 

"Fly,  Juan,  fly!  for  Heaven's  sake— ^ot  a  word— 

The  door  is  open — jou  may  yet  slip  through 
The  passage  you  so  often  have  ejiplored — 
Hera  is  the  garden-key— fly— fly— adieu ! 
Hasie— haste  !-4  hear  Alfonso's  hurrying  feet- 
Day  has  not  broke — there 's  no  one  m  the  street.' 

CLXxxm. 

None  can  aay  that  this  was  not  good  advice. 


CLXXXVIl. 

lights  carae  at  length,  and  men  and 
awkward  spectacle  their  eyt 


ilttom  drapery  sc 
ne  blood,  and  seveial  Ibotsteps,  but  no  mere  : 
the  gate  galn'd,  turn'd  the  key  about, 

CLXXxvni. 

Here  ends  this  Canto— Need  I  sing  or  say, 
How  Juan,  naked,  fevour'd  by  Ih?  night 

(Who  favours  what  she  should  not),  found  his  ivi.r 
And  reach'd  his  home  in  au  unseemly  plight  J 

The  pleasant  scandal  which  arose  next  day, 

'  ronght  Ur  liglu. 


The  I 
Of  all  experl 


ihief  was, 


And  might  have  done  so  by  the  garden-gate, 
But  met  Alfonso  in  his  dressing-gown, 
Who  ihreaten'd  death — so  Juan  knock'd  him  down. 


CLXXXIV. 

lirew 

as  the  scuDle,  and  out  we 

I  the  Ughl., 

Antoniaciied  out  "Rape!"  a 

d Julia  "Fire!" 

tiiin 

t  a  servant  stuT'd  to  aid 

he  fidil. 

Allh 

nso,  pommell'd  to  his  heart's  desire. 

lustily  he'd  be  revenged 

.is  night; 

■clave  higher; 

he  was  a  Tartai 

indn 

ot  at  all  disposed  to  prove 

a  martyr. 

CLSXXV. 

's  sword  had  dropp'd  ere 

heeoulddrawit, 

An( 

nd  to  hand. 

V,rJ 

m  very  luckily  ne'er  saw  1 

temper  not  beuig  under  g 

It  he  had  chai 
Alfonso's  days  had  not  been  in  the  land 
Much  kinger.— Thmk  of  husbands',  lovers' 

CLXXXVI, 

Allonao  grappled  to  detain  the  foe. 
And  Juan  throttled  him  to  get  away, 

ee)  began  to 


At  1b 


■e  faintly  w, 


tward  blow, 
mt  quite  gave  waj 


Alfoni 


s,  by  Ih 


w  Alfons 
n  the  English 


Id  for 


names  of  all  the  witnesses,  the  pleadings 

I  'a  more  than  one  edl^n,  and  the  readings 
\  various,  but  Lhey  none  of  ihem  are  dull. 
The  best  is  that  in  short-hand,  ta'en  by  Gumey, 
Who  to  Madrid  on  purpose  made  a  journey. 

cxc 

But  Donna  Inez,  lodsert  tie  train 

That  had  for  centuries  been  hnonn  in  Spain, 
At  least  smce  the  retirement  of  the  Vandals, 

To  Vir^n  Mary  several  pounds  of  candles  ; 


CXCI. 

ihehad 

rr«i.[ve 

t  he  should  trave 

AUEu 

dim 

s  by  land  or  sea. 

To  meni 

Especially  in 

'ranee  and  Italy, 

At  leas: 

this  IS  thi 

Julia  w 

a  convent;   she 

irieved. 

lans 

her  feelings  may 

Shown  in 

the  following  copy  of  her  letti 

CXCH. 

'They  16 

1  me 

isc 

cided,  you  depart 

Tiaw 

have  n: 

iurlh 

rcla 

m  on  your  young 

Mine 

the 

To  love 

pii  1 

lused 

ieon  tl 

,1 

not  what  it  app 

rty  eyeballs  burn  an 

d  throb,  but  have 

CXCIH. 

'I  kivec 

1  lov 

;  .for  this  love  ha 

State. 

en,  mankind's,  my 

1  what  it  hath  cos 

Sodea 

1  Ih 

Yet,  if  I 

name 

myg. 

lilt, 'lis  not  to  bo 
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CCI. 

"Man's  tova  is  of  man's  iifo  a  thing  spait, 

All  these  things  will  be  apecihed  in  lime. 

'Tig  woman's  whole  eiistence  ;1  man  may  ral^ 

With  strict  regard  lo  Arislolle's  Rules, 

Tlie  court,  camp,  church,  tho  vessel,  and  Ihe  martj 

The  i™i<  ™™m  of  the  true  sublime, 

Sword,  gown,  gain,  glory,  offer  in  exchange 

Which  makes  so  many  poets  and  some  fools ; 

Pride,  fame,  amlHiiod,  10  fill  np  his  heart. 

Prose  poets  tike  Wank-verae— I'm  fond  of  rhyme— 

And  fen  there  are  whom  Uiese  cannot  estrange: 

I  'te  got  new  mythological  machuiery, 

To  loTC  again,  and  lie  again  undone. 

And  very  handsome  supernatural  scenery. 

cxcr. 

ecu. 

There's  only  one  slight  diffejence  between 

Belo.ed  and  loving  many  ;  all  is  o'er 

Me  and  my  epic  hrelhren  gone  before. 

For  me  on  earth,  eicept  some  years  to  hide 

My  shame  and  ™rro»  deep  m  my  heart's  core: 

(Not  that  !  have  not  several  meiils  more); 

These  1  couU  bear,  but  cannot  cast  asride 

But  this  win  more  peculiarly  he  seen  ; 

The  passion,  which  still  rages  as  before. 

Thoy  so  cmbdhsh,  that  'tis  quite  a  bore 

And  so  farewell— forgive  me,  love  me — No, 

Th»r  labyrinth  of  fables  to  thread  through. 

That  word  is  idle  now-hot  let  it  go. 

Whereas  this  story's  actually  true. 

CXCVI. 

cciri. 

If  any  person  doiibl  it,  1  appeal 

_jt  still,  I  think,  I  .  , 

My  blood  still  ruehca  where  my  spirit 's  se 
Ab  roll  the  waves  b^ifore  the  settled  wir 
My  heart  is  femmino,  nor  can  forget- 
To  all,  ejoept  one  unage,  madly  blind : 


My  misery  can  sea 

t  had  not  fivcd  m  n 

Death  shtma  the  wre 


hofainlhe  blow  would  meet 


And  boar  with  hfe,to  love  and  pray  for  you!" 

CXCVIII. 
This  note  was  written  upon  gill-edged  paper. 
With  a  real  UttJe  crowMioill,  ali^t  and  new: 

Le  hand  could  hardly  reach  the  tapei 


embled  a 


And  yet 
The  s< 


magne 


The 


:  needles 


"AV(c  1 


CSCIX 

This  was  Don  Juan's  carUest  scrape;  butvi'l: 
I  shall  proceed  with  his  adventure  is 

Dependent  on  the  public  altogether: 
Wb  'II  see,  however,  what  they  say  tb  this 

(Their  fan       '  '     "  -        "     ■ 


at  mischief's  done  by  their 


Perhap 


loreabou 


CC, 


I  yea 


Divided  in  twelve  hooks ;  each  book  contamlng. 
With  love,  and  war,  a  heavy  gala  at  sea, 

A  hsl  of  ships,  and  captains,  and  kings  reigning. 
New  characters ;  the  episodes  are  three : 

After  the  style  of  Virgil  and  of  Homer, 
6o  Ihal  my  name  of  Epic's  no  misnomer. 


To  plays  in  five,  and  operas  in  three  e 
All  ihcse  confirm  my  statement  a  gooddi 

But  that  which  more  complelely  faith  g 
[s,  Ihat  myself,  tmd  several  now  in  Scvilk 
jS^ow  Juan's  last  elopement  with  the  devil. 


If  ev,T 


should  condesi 


CCIV. 


de  beyond  all  doubt  all  those 
before ;  va  these  I  shall  enrich 
My  lest  with  many  things  that  no  one  knows, 
'    '  rpt  \a  the  highest  pilch : 

"  Longlnua  o'er  a  Bottle, 
Or,  Every  Poet  his  ™n  Aristotle." 

ccv. 

Thou  Shalt  believe  in  Milton,  Dryden,  Pope: 
Thou  sh  alt  not  »tIupWorilswarlh,Coleridgc,Southcy, 

Because  ihe  first  is  craied  beyond  all  hope. 
The  second  drunk,  the  Ihird  so  quaint  and  moulliey 

Wilii  Crabbe  il  may  be  difficult  to  cope, 
And  Campbell's  Bippocrene  is  somewhat  dmuihy  i 

Thou  shall  not  steal  from  Samuel  Rogers,  i^or 


mil— flirtj 


with  the  n 


i  of  Moo 


CCVI. 

Thou  shalt  not  covet  Mr.  Sotheby's  Muse, 
His  Pegasus,  nor  any  thing  that's  his  : 
hou  shalt  not  hear  false  witness,  like  "  the  BIupi," 
(There's  one,  at  least,  is  very  fq.nd  of  this): 

Thou  shall  notwrile,  in  short,  but -vhat  I  chciHe : 
This  is  true  criticism,  and  you  may  kiss— 

Eiaclly  as  you  please,  or  not — Ihe  rod. 

But  if  you  don't,  1  '11  lay  it  on,  by  G — n ! 

ccvn. 

If  any  person  should  presume  to  assert 
The  story  is  not  moral,  first,  I  pray 

That  Ihoywill  not  cry  out  before  they're  huii. 
Then  that  they'll  read  it  o'er  again,  and  sst 
But,  doubtless,  nobody  vtlU  be  so  pert) 
That  this  is  not  a  moral  tale,  though  gay ; 

The  very  place  where  wkked  ueople  go. 
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ccvm, 

ir,  oficr  oil,  th^  should  be  aomB  so 
To  itoir  OWQ  good  this  warning  b 
J,ed  by  some  lortuosily  oF  mind, 

fJol  to  helievB  mj  verse  and  their 
And  ctylhal  lhej"the  moral  oanno 
I  tell  him,  if  a  clergyman,  he  lies- 
Should  captains  the  remark,  o 
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ly  also  li 


nlstake. 


CCIS. 

Tiio  public  approbation  I  eipect, 

And  beg  they  'U  lake  my  vmrd  about  ihe  tti 
Which  Iwilb  their  amusement.  »iU  comiect 

[So  children  cutting  teeth  tecei™  a  coral); 
Moantime,  they 'II  doubtless  please  to  recollect 

My  epical  -pi'etenslons  to  the  laurel : 
Pot  fear  some  prudish  reader  should  gr 


my  gran 


—the  British. 


ccx. 

1  sent  it  in  a  letter  to  Ihe  editor. 
Who  thnnk'd  me  duly  by  return  of  post— 

1  'm  for  a  handaomo  article  his  creditor; 
Yet,  if  my  gentle  Muse  he  please  to  roast. 

Denying  the  receipt  of  what  it  cost. 
And  smear  his  page  with  gall  instead  of  honey, 

CCXI. 

1  think  thai  nlDi  thl^  holy  new  alliance 
I  may  insure  the  public,  and  defy 

Daily,  or  monthly,  or  three-monthly ;  1 
Have  not  essay'd  to  multiply  then'  cliraits, 

Ilecauso  they  tell  me  'twera  in  vain  to  try, 
And  tha*  the  Edinbur^  Review  and  Quarlerfy 
Treat  a  dissenting  author  very  martyrly. 
CCXII. 

iVoB  ego  hoc  fetrem  caiida  juvenla 

VonsnU  Plamo,"  Horace  said,  and  so 
Say  1,  by  which  qiotation  there  is  meant  a 

Hint  that  some  sl«  or  seven  good  years  ago 
ILong  ere  I  dreamt  of  dating  from  the  Urenla), 

1  was  most  ready  to  return  a  blow. 
And  would  not  brook  at  all  this  sort  of  thing 
lir  my  hot  youth— when  George  the  Thbd  was  Kin| 

ccxni. 

(I  wonder  what  it  wiU  be  like  at  forty? 
I  '>>»,Mht  of  a  peruke  the  other  day,} 

'     ■■,le 'twas  Ma] 


^nd  feel 


e  the  sj 


No  more— no  more— Oh!  never  more  on  me 
The  freshness  of  the  heart  cen  fall  like  dew, 

VVhica  out  of  ail  the  lovely  things  we  see 
Eitracts  eniolJons  beautiful  and  new. 

Hived  in  our  bosoms  Uka  Che  bag  o'  the  bee : 

,;rhink's'  thou  the  honey  with  those  objects  gre 

rjd.niblo  even  (he  sweetness  of  a  flower. 


CCSVI. 

WH 

ys  of  lov 

chaimsoftr 

aid,  wife,  an 

d  still 

Dan  make  the 

foe 

of  which  t 

In  short,!  n 

not  lead  th 

lifei 

The 

TedulouE 

hope  of  mutual 

tmnds 

of  claret  is 

fiirhi-l 

So,  to 

a  good 

eld 

VICB, 

Uk 

up  with  av 
CCXVII. 

ance. 

Now,  like 

FrarB 

icon's  brazen  head,  1  've  spoken. 

"Tune 

IS,  time 

was,  time  'e  past,"  a  chyraic  treasto 

,  which  I  have  spent  betimes — 

My  heart 

in  passi 

ccKvni. 

Vhat  IS 

he  end 

of  fame?  'tis  but  to  till 

Acerta 

m  portio 

Some  hk 

Whose 

hke  all  hill5,is  lost  in  vapour; 

■■or  this 

metiwri 

e,  speak,  pteiich,  and  heroes  kill ; 

And  be 

:  ori^al  is  dust. 

A  nan., 

wretch 

d  picture,  and  worse  bust. 
CCXIX. 

\hat  ar 

the  ho 

jesol  man?  okl  Egypt's  khig, 

Cheops,  creotei 

the  first  pyramid 

Ind  larg 

it,  thinl 

ng  it  was  just  the  thing 

.hiem 

jnory  whole,  and  mummy  hid ; 

Sut  Eom 

loiiy  or 

Burgia, 

ously  h 

okehisesffin's  lid; 

utI,beingfo 

nd  oftru 

philot 

■If,  "Alas! 

il  things  that 

have  be* 

n  born 

And  flesh  (w 

ich  death 

rnows 

lownlo 

And  if  ymi  had  il  o' 

—'twould  pass 

o  thank  your 

stars  (ha 

nd  read  your 

Bible,  si 

and  n 

ind  you 

purse 

CCXXI- 

But  for  the  present,  gentle  reader !  and 
Still  gentler  purchaser!  the  bard — that's  I — 

Must,  with  permission,  shake  you  by  the  hand, 
And  so  your  humble  servant,  and  good  bye! 

We  meet  again,  if  we  should  understand 
Each  other;  and  if  not.l  shall  not  try 

Your  patience  further  than  hy  this  short  sample- 
.'Twcre  well  if  others  follow'd  iny  example. 
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1  If,  aa 


s,  go  th j  vray 
,e  good. 


The  world  mil  find  Ihie  after  many  days. 
When  Soulhey  's  read,  and  Wordswoi  th  understood, 

I  csnH  help  putting  in  my  claim  to  praise — 
The  four  first  rhymes  Are  Southey^s,  every  lino : 
PurGod'9  sake,  reader!  take  them  not  Tor  mine. 


The  best  oT  mothers  and  of  educations. 

In  Juan's  case,  were  hut  employ'd  in  vain. 
Since  in  a  way,  that 's  rather  of  the  oddest,  he 
Beciune  divested  of  his  naliie  modesty. 

II. 
Had  he  but  been  placed  at  a  public  school. 

In  the  third  form,  or  even  in  the  fourth, 
Hia  daily  task  had  kept  his  fancy  cool. 

At  leael  h^  he  been  nurtured  in  the  north ; 
Spain  mayprore  on  exception  to  the  rule. 

But' thee  .«c^^8^<^^lways-p~rove^  w(»th— 
A  lad  (^  Hiteen  G3.u9lng  a'SlvarEe 
Puzzled  his  tutors  very  much,  of  course. 
HI. 


Or  else  the  thing  had  hardly  come  to 
A  husband  rather  old,  not  much  in  unity 
With  his  young  wife — a  time,  and  opporE 


ttely  stag,  a  barb 

villdo; — and  then  Ihulr  garb' 


Upon  such  things  would  very  near  absorb 
A  canto — then  th^rfeei  and  ancles! — well, 

Thank  Heaien  I  've  got  no  metaphor  quite  ready, 

(And  so,  my  sober  Muse — come  let's  be  steady — 
VII. 

Chaste  Mtiae! — well,  if  you  must,  you  mus'J — the  vral 
Thrown  back  a  moment  with  the  glancing  hand, 

While  the  overpowering  eye,  that  turns  you  pale. 
Flashes  into  the  heart:— all  sunny  land 

Of  love  I  when  I  forget  you,  may  I  fail 

A  dress  through  which  the  eyes  give  such  a  volley. 
Excepting  the  Venetian  Foizioli. 

VIIL 
But  to  our  tale :   the  Donna  Inez  sent 

Her  son  to  Cadiz  only  to  embark; 
To  stay  there  had  not  answer'd  her  intent, 

But  why?— we  leave  the  reader  m  the  dark- . 
'Twaa  for  a  voyage  that  the  young  man  was  meant, 

a  him  from  the  wickedness  of  earth. 


And  SI 


n  like 


IX. 


Don  Juan  bade  his  valet  pack  his  things 

According  to  direction,  then  received 
A  lecture  and  some  money:  for  four  sprbigs 

He  was  to  travel;  and,  though  Inez  grieved 
(As  every  kind  of  parting  has  ite  stings). 

She  hoped  he  would  improvei-perhaps  believed : 
A  letter,  loo,  she  gave  (ho  never  read  it) 
Of  good  advice — and  two  or  three  of  credit. 
S. 
iss  her  hours  away, 
ip  a  Sunday-school 
For  naughty  children,  who  would  rather  play 
les)  thedevQ  or  thefool; 
rs  old  were  taught  that  day, 


Dun. 
Thegi 


ccess  of  Juan 


XI. 


n  embark'd-»the  ship  got  under  weigh, 
'he  wind  was  fair,  the  water  passing  rough ) 
A  devil  of  a  sea  rolls  in  that  bay, 

^s  I,  who  've  cross'd  it  oft,  know  well  enough  ■ 
d,  stambng  upon  deck,  the  dashing  spray 


Plies 


d  there 


said,  that  Jua 

R  had 

bee 

a  sent  to 

Cadiz— 

'is  there  the 

1  colonial 

(Or  was,  befor 

ePer 

u  1m 

irn'd  to  re 

lelji 

md  such  swe< 

BhI, 

-1 

lean  sud 

gracefiillad 

Id  n 

ake  your 

can't  describe 

ush 

so  much 

t  strike. 

or  Uken  it-I 

L  almost  eveiy  other  country's  blue, 
When,  gazing  on  them,  mystified  by  distal 
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XIII. 

stood  ho-vllJer'd  on  the 

deck 

T1,B» 

nd  sung,  cordage  strain'i' 

and 

sailors  s 

And  Ihe 

shin  c™=kM,  IhE  town  b 

came  a  sped 

From  which  away  so  fiur  and  fast  Ih 

ybore. 

The  bea 

of  remedies  b  a  bsef-s 

teak 

Afi=i^ 

se«-siclincss ;  Irj  il,  si 

hef 

You  ane 

For  I  ha 

V6  found  it  ans^vet-so 
XIV. 

nay 

ou. 

Dan  Jua 

n  stood,  and,  gating  from 

the 

his  na^ve  Spain  reced 

ngfa 

First  [iBJliiiss,rorm  a  lesson  bar 

earn, 

Ken 

aUonafeel  this  when  th 

ygo 

a  son  of  uneipress'd  oonce 

A  kind 

of  shook  that  sets  one 

rt  ajar; 

At  leavi 

g  even  the  most  unpleas 

ant 

eopla 

And  plac 

es,  one  keeps  looking  a 
XV. 

Uie 

steeple. 

But  Jua 

had  got  many  things  t 

lea 

HLam 

d  no 

wife, 

So  that 

B  had  much  better  cBtl! 

grieve 

Than 

need 

in  lifsi 

And,  ir  »e  now  and  then  a  sigh 

mus 

heave 

"  Sooner  shall  heaven  kiss  earth— {here  be  fe 

(For  God's  sake,  let  me  have  a  glass  of  llq 
Pedro!  Batata!  help  me  down  belD"<). 
d,  Pedro,  quicker 
Oh,  Julia!— (this  cursed  vessel  pilches  so 

■•  ■       ■•■■■■  -  -  isecching- 


(Here 


with  rr 


ihing). 


XXI. 


d  Ihe  hcEl  apothecary^s 
loss  of  love,  the  Ireacht 
Or  death  of  those  we  doat  on,  ■ 


ough  a  feiE 


nuch  p 


dby, 


And  find  a  . 
Against  all  noble  maladies  he^ 

Nor  that  s  sneeie  should  iixlei 
■  intlamraationa  redden  his  I 

xxm. 


;   I've  known  it 
cough  and  cold. 


the 

captive  Jews 

By  Babel 

water,  sli 

1  'd  weep,  bu 

And  such 

hght  gtiel 

^ot  a  Iblng 

ihonld  tr; 

Themselv 

s;  andth 

^^me  their  se 

Behind  Iheii 

carriages 

Ifip 

r  new  portma 

Perhaps  it 

Could  Juan 


0  bis  r< 


Tho  Queen  of  Denmark,  for  Ophelia  brought 

Flowers  to  the  grave,)  and  sobbing  oflen,  be 
Rcifiected  on  his  present  situation, 


XtX. 

*■  And  oh !  if  e'er  I  should  forget,  I  swear- 
But  (bat 's  impossible,  and  cannot  be- 
Sooner  shall  thia  blue  ocean  melt  to  ah-. 
Sooner  shall  earth  resolve  itself  to  sea. 
Than  I  resign  thine  image,  oh !  my  fair  t 
Or  think  of  any  thing,  excepting  thee ; 

Hwfl  ine  ship  jave  a  Ituci.,  and  He  grew  sea-f 


while  the  billows  roar, 
I'er  at  sea  before! 
XXIV. 

Thn  ship,  called  the  most  holy  "  Trinidada," 
Was  steering  duly  for  Ihe  port  Leghorn ; 
or  there  ihe  Spanish  family  Moncada 
Were  settled  long  ere  Juan's  sire  was  horn: 
hey  were  relations,  and  for  them  be  had  a 

Of  his  departure  had  been  sent  Urn  bj 
His  Spanish  fi'iends  for  those  in  Italy. 

xxr. 

is  suite  consisted  of  ;bree  servants  and 

A  tutor,  the  licentiate  Podrillo, 

''bo  EcTEral  languages  did  undorstandi 

But  noiv  lay  sick  and  speechless  on  his  pdto 

IBs  bead-ache  being  increased  by  every  billo 
nd  the  waves  ooiing  through  the  port-hole  m 
is  birth  a  bttlo  damp,  and  him  afraid. 
XXVI. 
'T  was  not  without  some  reason,  for  the  wind 
In«eaaed  at  night,  until  it  blew  a  gale ; 
id  though  '1  was  not  much  to  a  naval  mind. 
Some  kndsmen  would  have  looVd  f  Utile  p 
>r  aajlms  arB,  in  fact,  a  different  kind : 

,1  the  sky  show'd  it  would  come  on  to  .blow, 
qd  carry  away,  perhaps,  a  mast  or  so. 
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DON  JUAN. 


At  one  o'd* 

k,Adivind  with  sudden  shift 

Throw  the 

ship  tight  into  the  trough  of  Ihe 

Which  «rack  her  ofl,  and  made  an  awkward 

SlBrted  Ih 

Btem-post,  also  shatter-d  the 

Whole  of  he 

Blem-frame,  and,  ere  she  eoold  1 

Horsdf  fro 

ra  out  her  present  jeopardy, 

TliB  rudder 

lore  away:  'twas  time  to  soimd 

Thepmnpa, 

ana  there  were  four  feet  water  fou 

XXVID. 

One  gang  o 

Upon  Uie 

)uuipa,  and  the  remainder  set 

To  get  up  p 

art  of  the  cargo,  and  what  not. 

But  they 

ould  not  come  at  Ihe  leak  as  yet 

At  last  (hey 

did  g4t  at  it  really,  but 

Still  their 

salvation  was  an  even  het : 

The  water  n 

ish'd  throosh  in  a  way  quite  puzd 

While  theylhrust  sheets,  shirts.jacketa, bales  of  m 

XXIX. 

Would  hav 

e  been  vain,  and  they  must  have  gone 

Despite  of  a 

L  their  eliiirts  and  eipedients, 

But  for  th 

B  pumps :  I  'm  glad  to  make  them  h 

To  all  the  brother-tars  who  may  ha.e  need  h 

For  fi(\j  t, 

By  them  per 

hour,  and  Ihsy  had  all  teen  undo 

A 

quail  e. 

me  on, 

and,  while  son 

e  guns  broke  loose. 

A  gust— wh 

ch  all 

nds— 

Laid 

Wllil   0 

e  blast 

xxxr. 

het  beam-e 

ds. 

■J'he 

e«he 

nless,  and  set 

'I' 

B  water 

left  Ih 

hold,  and  w 

ish'd  the  d 

And 

men  do  not 

Vo 

Ihoy 

emembf 

r  battles,  fire* 

Or  a 

Or 

breaks 

heir  hopes,  or  hearts. 

or  heads,  o. 

lecks: 

Thu 

drown 

ngsaro 
rswbo 

much  lalk'd 
may  ehance 
XXXII. 

of  by  the  d 

... 

dialely  Ihe  maj 

The 

miun-m 

ast  foil 

w'd ;  but  the 

ship  still  U 

T 

Eased  her  at  last  (although  we  never  meant 
To  part  with  all  till  e»Hy  hope  was  blighted}. 
And  then  with  violence  the  old  ship  righted. 

xxxin. 


XXXV. 

mischief  ha 

ut  for 

Our  J 

who,  with  BBl 

so  beyond  his 

3oi  to  1 

d  stood  before 

air  of  pistols 

:  and  their  fe 

As  ifDe 

ath 

were  more  dreadful  by  his 

or  fire 

tha 

iept  stil 

al 

unk. 

rhought 

ould  be  beco 

mmg  to  die  dr 

nk, 

'Give  u 

y  cried,  "  for 

will  be 

All  on 

hour  hence 

'    Juan  answe 

rM,"Noi 

Tis  Iroe 

111 

I  death  awai 

d  wn. 

But  k 

die  like  mer 

,no>  »iik  belD 

Like  bcu 

es: 

'—and  thus 

ostkepthfl, 

Day  broke,  and  the  wind  luU'd :  the  masi 

he  leak  increased  |  shoals  roimd  her,  b 

The  vessel  avsani,  yel  still  she  held  h 

They  tried  the  pumps  again,  and  Chougi 


ir  the  vessel's  keel  tl 
id  for  (he  moment  it 
Lvith  a  leak,  and  not 


ould  they  expect? 
,15  oest  lo  struggle  to  the  last, 
i^r  too  late  to  be  wholly  wreck'd  : 
h  'I  is  true  that  man  can  'fljy  die  one 
0  pleasant  in  the  Gulf  of  Lyons. 


On  which  thoy  might  reposi 
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XLl. 

Tha  wind,  in  fact,  perhaps  was  ratlier  less, 

Bat  Ihe  ship  labour'd  so,  Ihey  Bcaroe  could  hope 

To  weslher  out  much  longer  i  the  disttesa 
Was  also  great  v/ith  whieh  Ihey  had  to  copep 

For  want  of  ws.ler,  and  tJiEor  Eotid  mess 
Was  scant  enough;  in  vaul  the  telescope 

Was  used — not  sail  nor  shore  appear'd  in  Mghl, 

Naught  but  the  heayy  sea,  and  commg  night. 

XLn. 

Agun  the  weather  threaten'd,— again  blew 
A  gale,  wd  in  the  fore  and  allor  hold 

Water  appeat'd  ;  jet,  though  the  people  knew 
AU  this,  U.e  most  were  paUent,  and  some  bold, 

UnUl  the  chams  and  leathers  were  worn  tiirough 
Of  all  our  pumps:— a  wrack  complete  she  roll'd. 

At  mercy  of  the  waves,  whose  mercies  are 

Like  human  brangs  during  civil  mar. 

XLni. 


In  lua  rough  eyes,  and  told  the  captain  be 

And  long  had  voyaged  through  many  a  stormy 
And  if  he  wept  at  length,  they  were  not  fears 

Tiat  made  his  eyelids  as  a  woman's  be. 
But  he,  poor  fellow,  had  a  wife  and  children. 
Two  thmga  for  dying  people  quite  bewildering. 

SLIV. 
ITie  ship  was  evidently  setUing  now 

Fast  bylhe  head;  and,  all  distinction  gone. 


OS  a 


o  prayers 
0  theu 


To  pay  them  with ;  and  some  look'd  o'er  the  hi 

Soina  noiated  out  the  boa's :  and  there  was  o 
That  Iwgg'd  PedriUo  for  an  absolution, 
Who  told  him  to  be  damn'd — in  his  confusion. 

XLV, 
Some  lash'd  Ihem  in  theh  hammocka,  some  put  o 

Their  best  clothes  as  if  going  la  s.tah; 
6ume  cursed  the  day  on  which  they  saw  the  suni 

And  gnash'd  Iheir  teeth,  and,  howling,  tore  their  b. 
And  others  wenv  on,  as  tJiey  had  begun, 

Getting  the  boats  out,  being  well  aware 
riial  a  light  boat  will  llye  in  a  rough  Sea, 
Unless  with  breakers  ciosa  beneath  her  lee. 
XLVI. 
It  of  all  was,  that  in  thar  condition. 


Havin 


nu^  render  Uitjr  long  suffermg  less: 
(,ck  was  damaged  by  the  weather's  slrra 


XLvni. 

The  other  boats,  the  yawl  and  pinnace,  ha 
■n  stove  in  the  beginning  of  the  gale 

As  there  were  but  two  Wnnkeiafor  a  so 


Threw 


I  by  good  111 


To  saie  one  half  the  people  then  on  I 

XLIX, 
'Twas  twilight,  for  the  sunless  day  wen' 

Over  the  waste  of  waters;  like  a  vei 
Which,  if  withdrawn,  would  but  disclose 

Of  one  whose  hate  is  mask'd  but  to  a» 
Thus  to  th«r  hopeless  eyes  the  mghl  wa: 


it  had  bi 


.  rafl, 


With  little  hope  in  such 

If  any  laughter  at  such  times  could  be, 
nlesa  with  people  who  too  much  have  qualfd. 
And  have  a  kind  of  wild  and  horrid  glee, 
air  epileptics!,  and  half  hysterical: 

LI. 


And  aU  thin^,  for  a  chance,  had  been  cast  loose. 
That  still  could  keep  aSoat  the  struggling  tars, 
For  yet  they  strove,  although  of  no  great  use: 
here  was  no  light  in  heaven  but  a  few  stars ; 
The  boats  put  off  o'ercrowded  with  their  i 


a  heel,ai 


then  d 


d,  going 


down  hcad-fbremost — sunl 


eap'd  overboard  with  dreadful  yell, 
to  anticipate  their  grave; 
yawn'd  around  her  like  a  fiell. 


Of  billows ;  but  at  intervals  there  gush'd. 
Accompanied  with  a  convulsive  splash, 

A  solitary  shriek — the  lubbling  cry 

Of  some  strong  swimmer  in  his  agony. 
LW. 

The  boats,  as  slated,  had  got  otf  before, 
And  in  them  crowded  several  of  the  crew; 

And  yet  their  .present  hope  was  hardly  mora 
Tlian  what  it  had  been,  ibr  so  strong  it  blew,  - 


by  Google 


Takes  off  one  peck  of  purgatonal  coal 

Because,  tSl  people  know  what 'a  coi 

They  won't  lay  out  their  money  on  the 


Jaan  got  intn  the  long-boai,  and  there 
Contriveij  to  help  Pedrillo  to  a  place  ; 

II  eeem'd  as  if  tlicy  had  eichang»l  their  care 
For  Juan  wore  the  oia^sferial  face 

Which  coura^  gives,  while  poor  Pedrillo's  pa 
or  eyes  were  iryLrg  for  llieir  owner's  case ; 

BattisiB  (though  a  namo  cali'd  shortly  Tita) 

Was  lost  by  getting  at  same  aqua-vita. 

Lvn. 


Bui  the  ai 
Left  him  so 


e  jurnp'd  into  the  wave. 

As  o'er  the  cutler's  edge  he  tried  to  cross, 
And  so  he  found  a  wlne-and-watery  grave : 

They  could  not  rescue  hin>,  although  so  clo) 
Because  the  sea  ran  higher  every  mioufe, 
And  for  tl^e  boat— the  crew  kept  crowding  in 

LVIII, 
A  BinaU  old  spaniel,— which  had  been  Don  J 

His  faLber's,  whom  he  loved,  as  ye  may  thi 
For  on  such  things  the'  memory  reposes 

With  tenderness,— Gteod  howhag  on  the  tui 
Knowing,  (dogs  have  such  intellectual  noses  '. 

Ko  doubt,  the  vessel  was  about  to  sink ; 
And  Juan  caught  him  up,  and,  ere  he  siepp'c 


He  also  stufTd  h 


Twaa  a  rough  night,  and  blew  so  stiffly  yet. 

But  man  is  a  camiiorouB  production. 

And  must  have  meals,  at  least  one  meal  a  dny 

Though  on  Ibe  wave's  high  top  too  much  to  set, 

He  cannot  live,  like  woodcocks,  upon  sucdou. 

They  dared  not  take  it  in  Ibr  all  the  breeze  ; 

But,  hke  the  shark  and  tiger,  must  have  prey; 

Each  seacurl'd  o'er  the  stern,  and  kept  them  wet. 

Although  his  anatomical  oonstruelion 

And  made  them  bale  without  a  moment's  ease. 

Bears  vegetables  in  a  grumbhng  way. 

So  [hat  themselves  an  well  as  hopes  were  damp'd. 

Your  labouring  people  think,. beyond  all  question, 

And  the  pour  little  cutter  quickly  sivarap'd. 

LXI. 

LXVIII. 

Nine  souls  mora  went  in  ber;   the  long-bnat  still 

And  tliuB  it  was  with  tills  our  bapleas  crew ; 

For  on  the  Uurd  day  there  cams  on  a  caiin. 

And  though  at  first  their  strength  it  might  renew 

Instead  of  sail,  were  to  the  oar  made  fast ; 

And,  lying  on  their  weariness  lika  balm. 

Though  every  wave  roll'd  menacing  to  fill. 

LulI'd  them  like  turtles  sleeping  on  .he  b\w 

And  present  peril  all  before  surpass'd, 

Of  ocean,  when  they  woko  they  lelt  a  quahn. 

They  grieved  for  those  who  perish'd  with  the  cutter. 

And  fell  all  ravenously  on  their  i)rovisioii, 

And  also  for  the  bisouit-ca.'^ks  an-!  hnuer. 

Instead  of  hoarding  it  wilh  due  Drf^isicn 

The  su] 
Of  th 


e  of  Ih 


gale: 


fore  the  . 

Was  all  that  for  the  present  c^l 
A  few  tea-spoonfuls  of  their  ram  a 

Wae  served  out  to  Ibe  people, 
To  faint,  aod  damaged  bread  wet  t 
And  most  of  them  had  little  olotht 


andwalch;  thus,  si 


With  nothing  but  the  sky  for 


patients,  neither  plagued  wilh  frien 
ive  through  very  desperate  conditit 
le  (hey  still  can  hope,  nor  shines 
shears  cf  Atropos  i>elbre  their  v'k 


9S  to  pk^e  the  grantora,- 
hat  some,  I  really  think,  (to 
ny  creditors  the  worst  a  J 
nd  auU'a  their  mode  of  fun 

ch  I 

ng  days  the 

y  lent  mo 
oubleaome 

thus 

with  people 

LXVI. 

Like  the  first  old  Greek  privateer,  the  Argo. 
LXVII. 
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LXIX. 

.  all  they  had,  and  drank  (} 


lied  lo  death  : 


In  spite  0! 

On  whal 
Th^y  hoped  the  wind  would  ri 

And  carry  lliem  to  sho 
But,  OS  they  had  but  ons 
ll  would  have  been  more  wine 
LXX. 


And   o< 


Thof 


and  IheJt 


these  hopes  were  fine, 
aie  their  vicluai, 

eath  of  air, 
:e  an  unwconM  child : 
,1  layfloaliuglherf 


He  but  requested  to  b 

The  Eurgein  had  his  inslrunieuts  ana  Di 
Ptdi^lo,  and  so  gently  ebb'd  his  breath, 
hardly  could  perceive  when  he  wa£ 
1  as  born,  a  Catholic  in  faith, 
moat  in  the  bcUef  in  which  they 'ri 
And  first  a 


and  sky  were  blue,  and  clear,  and  ^Id-— . 
With  their  one  oar  (I  wish  they  had  had  a  pair) 

What  could  tJioy  do  ?  and  hunger's  rage  grew  wild : 
So  Juan's  spaniel,  spile  of  hia  enlreatbig. 
Was  kill'd,  and  portion'd  out  for  present  eating. 

.  LXXi. 
On  tha  sulh  day  they  fed  upon  his  hide, 

And  Juan,  who  had  atill  refused,  bcFause 

The  creature  was  his  father's  dog  that  died. 

Now  feeUng  aU  the  vulture  in  his  jawa. 

With  some  remorse  received  (though  first  denied). 

It  favour,  one  d"  the  fore-paws. 


Which 


ividod  w 


.  Pedrill 


Devour'd  .1,  longing  Ibr  the  other  too. 

Lxxir. 

The  seventh  day,  and  no  wind— the  burning  sun 
Hhster'd  and  scoieh'd]  and,  stagnant  on  the  sea 

Save  in  the  breeze  tliat  came  not ;  savagely 
They  glai^d  upon  each  other — allwas<ione, 

Water,  and  wine,  and  food, — and  you  might  see 
The  longings  of  the  cannibal  ^iae 
(Although  they  spoke  not)  in  their  wolfish  eyes. 

Lxxni. 

At  length  one  whispor'd  his  ctmpanion,  who 

.nolher,  and  thus  it  went  round, 

a  hoarsor  murmur  grew, 

hen  hia  comrade's  thought  each  suHerer  knew 
is  but  his  own,  supprcsa'd  till  now,  he  fbun4 . 
It  they  spoke  of  lots  for  fleah  and  blood, 
lo  should  die  to  be  his  felbws'  food. 

LXSIV. 
!  they  canio  to  this,  Ihey  that  day  shared 
leathern  caps,  and  what 


Whisp 
And  then 


n  thoylo< 


ound  them,  knd  d. 
ould  cho 


Ar  length  tho  bts  were  torn  u] 
But  of  materials  titat  must  : 

Th"y  look  by  force  from  Juan  . 
LXXV, 
The  lota  were  made,  and  mark'd,  andmii'd,  and  handed 

Jiuird  even  the  sairage  nunger  which  demanded, 

Like  the  Promethean  vulture,  this  pollution ; 
Kor.e  in  particular  hau  sou^t  or  plann'd  it, 

Bv  Which  none  were  permitted  lo  be  neuter— 
4im  tue  lot  fell  on  Juan's  luckless  tutor. 


nd  then 


It  his  jugulai"  and  w: 


Pref 

rr'd  a  draught  from  the  fast-fl 

•anw 

9  divided,  part  thrown  in  tin 

And 

legale 

I'hos 

ilors  ale  the  reat  of  poor  Pe 

LXXVIII. 

IV  « 

Who 

were  not  quite  so  fond  of  an 

fo  these  was  added  Juan,  who,  hefo 

Refi 

■■eel  n 

w  hia  appetite  increased  mi 

'Tv 

A  not  to  be  expected  that  1 

'iven 

1  eilremily  of  thwr  disaBler, 

Jinew 

th  them  on  his  pastor  and 

LXXIX. 

Twas 

better  that  he  did  not;  for. 

And 

with 

hjffina  laughter,  died  despairing. 
LXXX. 

I'he 

numbers  were  much  thuin'd  by  this  i 

A 

dn|- 

of  them  had  lost  their  recollecli 

than  they  who  still  perceived  thci 

lut 

other 

p«ider'd  on  a  new  dissection. 

ifr 

t  wMTi'd  aufficiently  by  those 

Vhn 

ha. 

already  perish'd,  aufferuig  madly. 

havin 

g  used  their  appeutea  so  sadly, 
LXXXI. 

they  thought  upon  the  master's  n 

it;  but  he  saved  himself,  becatis 

Besi 

es  b 

ing  much  averse  from  auch  a  fa 

Was 


mng  cl 


%  genial 

LXXXII. 

Of  poor  Pedrillo  something  still  remain'd. 

And  others  still  theb  appetites  conslram'd. 
Or  but  at  times  a  littJe  supper  made ; 
!pt  Juan,  who  ibroughout  abstaiu'd. 


ong  a  piec 


noddy 
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Hif.  ((, 

le;  ifG 

>e3  be  food  in  h 

'TL 

EUfaly  fair  lo  dine  upon 

our  friends. 

ihipwr 

ik'B  short  allows 

«  grows  loo  scanty. 

Witl« 

.tb«» 

much  mote  hot 
LXXXIV 

rihle  liianDanle. 

Anri  1 

night  there  fell 

a  shower  of  rain. 

h'or 

vALchl 

Llie  Ibe  cracks  of  eai 

When 

dried  to 

Men  really 

U)ow  not  what  so 

d  water's  worth: 

If  you 

had  been  m  Turkey  or 

n  Spain, 

'  had  your  birth, 

be  desert  beard  ibe  ca 

uel's  bell, 

Vou'd 

ourself  whoro  TVulh  ia~4n  a  well. 

LXXXV 

r-ddow 

torrents,  but  th 

y  were  no  richer. 

Ihey 

ond  a  ragged  p 

ece  of  sheet, 

Whic 

swved 

of  spongy  pitcher. 

1  left  no  doubt,  and  ihe  dead  burthen  lay 
■aiched  it  wistfully,  until  away 

Then  he  himsdf  sunk  down,  all  dumb  and  sbiireriu). . 
?  signs  of  life,  save  his  hmbs  quivering^ 
XCI. 
clouds,  shone,  spanning  the  dark  se 


ji  Ihoy 
They  wrung  it  out,  and,  though  a  thii«ty  ditcher 

Might  not  have  thought  the  soanly  draught  so  sweet 
As  a  full  pot  of  porter,  to  then'  Ihitikb^g 
"niey  ne'er  tlli  now  had  known  the  joys  of  drinking. 

LXXXVI. 
And  thiar  baked  lips,  with  many  a  bloody  crack, 
Suet'd  in  the  rooisUire,  which  hks  nectar  stream'd ; 

As  the  nch  man's  in  hell,  who  vainly  scream'd 
To  beg  the  beggar,  who  could  not  rain  back 


Clearer  than  tbatwilhou 

Was'd  broad  and  wat 

Then  changed  like  to  a 


It  changed,  of  course ;  a  heavenly  chameleo 
The  airy  child  of  vapour  and  the  sun, 

Baptiied  in  molten  gold,  and  swathed  in 


g  blue: 


[•was  an  old  custom  of  the  Greek  and  Ron 

And  may  become  of  great  advantage  when 

Folks  are  discouraged;  and  most  surely  no  ■ 


To  1 


le  Chrisli 


jnifortabla  i 


One  glanoeon  him,  and  said, "  HeaTcn's  will  bo  c 
I  can  do  nothing!"  and  he  saw  him  thrown 

Lxxxvni. 

l-ha  other  father  had  a  weaklier  child. 
Of  a  soft  cheek,  and  aspect  delicate; 

But  the  boy  bore  up  long,  and  with  a  mild 
And  patient  spirit,  held  aloof  his  fate; 

As  if  to  v^n  a  part  from  oiT  the  weight 
He  saw  increasing  on  his  father's  heart. 


About  Ibis  lime,  a  beaullful  white  bird, 
reb-footed,  not  unlike  a  dove  m  size 
And  plumage  (probably  it  might  ha»e  err'd 

"  jn  its  course),  pass'd  oft  before  their,  eyes, 
And  tried  10  perch,  although  it  saw  and  heard 


The  I 


within 


His  eyes  from  off  his  face,  but  wiped  the  foai 
Prom  his  pate  lips,  and  ever  on  him  gazed ;     - 

And  when  the  wish'd-for  shower  at  length  was  come. 
And  the  bey's  eyes,  which  the  dull  him  half  glazed, 

He  squeezed  fr^m  out  a  rag  some  drops  of  rain 
Into  his  dying  Hkdd's  mouth— but  in  vain. 


With  twilight  it 


with  violence ;  ihi 

They  knew  not  where  nor 

Some  fancied  they  saw  land, 

The  frequent  fog-banks  ga 

And  all  mistook  about  the 
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He  wisli'il  thai  land  he  never  might  see  more ; 

0(  thought  they  paw,  and  shaiied  thar  course  fo 

Por  shore  it  was,  and  gradually  srew 
Oistincl  and  high,  and  palpable  lo  view. 
XCVIII. 

And  others,  looliiiig  with  a  stupid  stare, 
(Jcpuld  not  yet  sepamte  iheir  hopes  from  feara, 

While  s  few  pmy'd— (lh«  first  iLoie  for  some  years)- 

Asleop;  they  shook  them  by  Ihc  hand  and  head. 
And  tried  t'>  awaken  them,  but  Lbund  them  dead. 

XCIX. 
The  da>  before,  fast  sleeping  on  the  naler, 

They  found  a  turtle  of  the  hawk's-bill  kuid. 
And  by  good  fortune,  eliding  aolllj,  caught  her. 

Which  yielded  a  day^a  life,  and  to  Iheir  mind 

Because  it  lefl  encoutagament  behind; 


C. 

The  land  af.pearM,  a  high  and  rocky  coast, 

Set  by  a  ciitrent,  toward  it:  they  were  lost 

In  various  conjectures,  for  nono  knew 
Tn  ivhat  part  of  the  csrih  they  had  been  loss'd, 

So  changeable  had  been  tlie  winds  that  blew ; 
Some  thought  it  was  Mountains,  some  the  highlani 
Of  Caadia,  Cyprus,  Rhodes,  or  other  islands. 

CI. 
Meantime  0,6  cinrent,  wiUi  a  riskg  gale. 

Still  'Set  them  onwards  to  the  welcoow  shore, 
E/ihe  Charim^s  bark  nf  spectres,  dull  and  pale? 

Their  living  frtJght  was  now  reduced  (o  four ; 

To  heave  into  Ibe  deep  with  those  before. 
Though  the  two  sharks  slill  follow'd  them,  and  dash 
The  spray  iiSo  their  faces  as  they  splasi ' " 


Though  righ 

ah 

ad 

break 

dsQ  now  began 

surf  aad 

L.l,Hn 

dmf  no 

pl 

or  thoir  1 

mdmt, 

heyr 

a  the 

lb 

CV. 

overs 

am,  the  G 

adalqu 

Juan 
nd,  h 

vin.  1 

hi 

/; 

uthful  bm 

that  s 

m' 

the  art  to  » 

ome  a 

He  could,  perhaps,  hove  pass'd  the  HeUesponi, 
Ls  once  (a  feat  on  which  ourselves  we  prided) 
LiBander,  Mr.  Ekenbead,  and  1  did. 

CVI 
lo,  here,  though  faint,  emanated,  and  stark, 
He  buoyM  his  boyish  limbs,  and  strove  lo  ply 

The  beach  which  laybefbre  him,  high  and  dry: 

ITiat  carried  off  his  neighbour  hy  the  Ihigti; 


As  for 


cn. 


Famine,  despair,  cold,  thit 

Their  work  on  them  hy  turns,  and  thi 
Such  Ihings,  a  mother  had  not  known  he 

Amidst  the  skeleUins  of  that  gaunt  ere 
By  night  chillM,  by  day  aoorch'd,  thus  ona 

They  perish'd,  unUl  wither'd  to  these  ft 
But  chiefly  by  a  species  oT  self-alaoghtBT, 
In  washing  down  Pedrillo  with  salt  water. 

cm. 

&i  they  drew  nigli  the  land,  which  now  v 

They  felt  the  freshness  of  its  ^-owing  gr 
^        ivaved  in  forest  tops,  and  smooth^ 


had  dr 


Nor  yet  had  he  arrived  but  for  the  oar. 
Which,  providentially  for  him,  was  wash'd 

And  the  hard  wave  o'erwhelm'd  himaa  'twas  dash'd 


d  there  he  lay,  full-length,  where  be  was  Hung, 
iefote  Ibe  entrance  of  a  cliff-wom  cave, 
ih  just  enough  of  life  lo  feel  its  pain. 

And  deem  that  it  was  saved,  perhaps  in  vain, 
CIX. 

Wilh  slow  and  Btaggering  eiFort  he  arose. 

And  quiveruig  hand  ;  and  then  he  loob'd  for  thoqo 
Who  loog  bad  been  his  mates  upon  iJie  sea, 

Save  one,  a  corpse  from  out  the  famish'd  three. 
Who  died  two  days  before,  and  now  had  found 


e  ga«ed,  his 
'      sunk,  a 


ex. 


i  fell  u| 


a  their  gl 

em'd  any  object  tliat  should 
vtau  salt,  dread,  eternal  dee 


Swam  round  and  ro'und,  and  all  his  senses 
He  feQ  upon  his  side,  and  his  stretch'd  ha 

Droop'd  dripping  on  tJia  ooi  (their  jury-maa 
And,  Uke  a  wither'd  lily,  on  Ihe  land 

His  slender  frame  and  pallid  aspect  Uy, 
ir  a  thing  as  e'er  was  form'd  of  day. 
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CXI. 


gJuan 


Aod  time  had  nothing  more  of  night  nor  day 
For  his  congealing  blood,  and  sensfla  dim'^ 

4nd  how  Jhia  heavy  ftinlneBS  pass'd  away 
He  hne^  not,  ^  each  painful  pulse  and  limt 

And  tingling  vein,  eeemM  throbbing  back  to  life 

fjr  Death,  though  vanquieh'd,  stiU  teiired  with  a 

cxu. 

Ilia  eyes  he  op\:n'd,  shut,  again  unclosed, 
For  all  was  doubl.and  dlianesa:  ho  thought 

He  slill  was  in  the  boat,  anil  had  bin  dozed. 
And  felt  again  with  his  despair  overwrought. 

And  then  once  more  his  feelings  haolc  were  brought. 
And  slowly  by  his  swimming  eyes  was  aeen 
A  lovely  female  face  of  sevenieen. 

CXHI. 
'Twas  bending  close  o'er  hb,  and  the  small  mouth 

Seem'd  almost  prying  into  his  for  hreaih ; 
And  chafing  him,  die  soil  warm  hand  of  youth 

Recall  his  answering  spirits  back  from  deatli: 
And,  ba 


e  to  animation,  till  beneath 
uch  and  trembling  care,  a  sigl 
Id  eabrts  made  a  low  reply. 


fhon 


was  '}i«  cordial  pour'd,  and  mantle  flung 
Around  bis  scarce-clad  Ihnbsi  and  Iho  fair  arm 

Kaised  higher  the  faint  head  which  o'er  ii  hung ; 
And  hei  tidnsparent  cheek,  all  pure  and  warm, 

Fillow'd  his  death-like  ferehead;  Iho      ' 


i,  long  di 


b  that 


d.byev 
Ana  waton'Q  with  eagerness  each  thrc 
A  sigh  from  his  heaved  bosom— and  hi 

cxv. 

And  lifting  hbn  wi'h  care  into  the  cave 
The  Ecnlle  girl,  and  her  utendant,— . 
elder,  and  rf  brow  less 
□bust  iS  figrire^-.-then  he; 
To  kindle  fire,  and  as  the  new  flames  i 

Light  to  the  rocks  which  roofd  them,  which  the  sun 
Had  never  seen,  the  mud,  or 


Show 


,  appeaJ 


In  braids  behind,  and,  though  her  statu 
Efen  o(  the  highest  for  a  female  mould, 

I'hey  nearly ieach*d  her  heel;  and  in 
There  was  a  something  which  bespoke  ci 


Were  black  as  death,  thar  lashea  Iho 
Of  downcast  length,  hi  tvhose  silk  shadow 

Deepest  attraction,  for  when  to  the  vie' 
Forth  from  its  raven  fringe  the  full  glan 


Fit  for  the  model  o 


Yield  t< 


w  justice  done, 
nodel:  i     '    "  ' 


n  l^me  a 


ore's  wrinklmg  la« 
Ne'er  compass'd,  nor  less  mortal  chisel  wrought. 

cxx. 

And  such  was  she,  the  lady  of  the  cave; 

Her  dress  was  very  different  from  the  Spanish, 
Simpler,  and  yet  of  colours  not  so  grave; 

For,  as  you  know,  the  Spanish  women  banish 
Bright  hues  when  out  of  doors,  and  yet,  while  wavi 


d  their 
The  ba^ulna  . 


antiUa,  i 


will  nevr 


,i,h) 


sr  dress  was  many-colour'd,  finely  spun 
looks  eurl'd  neghgently  round  her  fac« 
It  through  them  gold  and  gems  profuse 


Was  coarser;  and  her  air, though  firm,  less  free 
IT  hair  was  thicker,  but  less  long ;  her  eyes 

CXXIII, 

id  these  two  tended  him,  and  cheer'd  htm  both 
With  food  and  rai/nent,  and  those  sofi  atlonilon 
hich  are  (as  1  must  own)  of  female  growth, 
And  have  ten  thousand  delicate  inventions; 
They  made  a  most  superior  meia  of  broth. 


A  thing 

lut  the  hi 


h  poesy  bi 


H 


:sides  I  h 


)r  should  ai 


mystery,  a 


Of  clap-trap,  which  your  r 

nd  so,  in  short,  the  girls  th  y  e 

They  shall  appear  before  your  c 

Mbtress  and  maid ;  iho  first  was 

Of  an  old  man  who  lived  upon  thi 
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cxxv. 

CXXXII. 

A  fisherman  he  had  been  in  his  youth. 

They  made  a  fire,  but  anch  a  fira  as  they 

And  still  a  sort  of  fehernian  nvaa  ho; 

Upon  llie  moment  could  conlrive  with  such 

Mateiials  as  were  cast  up  round  the  bay. 

Some  broken  planks  and  oars,  that  lo  Ihe  touch 

Perhaps,  not  so  respeolable,  in  truth : 

Were  nearly  tmder,  smce  so  long  they  lay, 

A  mast  was  almost  crumbled  lo  a  crutch; 

But,  by  God's  grace,  here  wrecks  were  in  such  plenty 

Of  an  iU-gotifin  mUlbn  rf  piastres. 

That  there  was  fuel  to  have  furnish'd  twenty. 

CXXVI. 

cxxxni. 

A  fisher,  therefore,  nas  he— though  of  men. 

He  had  a  bed  of  furs  and  a  pelisse, 

Like  Peter  tho  Aposlle,-Bnd  he  fish'd 

For  Haidee  stripp'd  her  sables  off  to  make 

For  wandiy-ing  merclianl-vesaels,  now  and  then. 

His  couch;  and  that  he  might  bo  more  at  ease, 

And  souielimes  caught  as  many  as  hewish'd; 

And  warm,  in  case  by  chance  he  should  awake. 

The  cargoes  he  confiscated,  and  gahi 

They  also  gave  a  petticoat  apiece. 

He  sought  m  the  slave-niarket  loo,  and  disb'd 

Firil  many  a  morsel  for  that  Turkisli  trade, 

To  pay  him  a  fresh  visit,  with  a  dish. 

Bj  which,  no  douht,  a  good  deal  may  be  made. 

For  breakfast,  of  eggs,  coffee,  bread,  and  fish.. 

cxxvn. 

CXXXIV. 

He  was  a  Greek,  and  on  his  isle  had  built 

And  thus  they  left  bim  to  his  lone  repose; 

(One  of  the  wild  and  sniaUer  Cyolades) 

Juan  slept  hke  a  top,  or  like  the  dead, 

A  verj  handsome  house  from  out  his  guilt. 

Who  sleep  at  last,  perhaps  (God  only  knows), 

Aitd  (here  hs  lived  exceedingly  at  ease ; 

Just  fdr  lbs  present,  and  in  his  luli'd  head 

Heaven  knows  what  cash  be  got,  or  hlood  he  spilt, 

Not  even  a  vision  of  his  fi»'m«'  woes 

A  sad  old  fellovvwas  he,  if  you  please, 

Rut  this  I  know,  it  was  a  spacious  building. 

Full  of  barbaric  carving,  paint,  and  gilding. 

Till  the  eye,  cheated,  opens  thick  with  tears. 

CXSVllI. 

csxxv. 

YoungJuan  slept  all  dreamless : — but  the  maid 

The  greatest  heiress  of  the  Eastern  isles; 

Who  smooth'd  bis  pillow,  as  she  left  the  den, 

Besides  so  very  beautiful  was  she. 

Look'd  back  upon  him,  and  a  moment  stay'd, 

Her  dowry  was  as  nothing  to  her  smiles : 

And  lum'd,  believing  that  he  call'<l  again. 

Siill  in  her  teens,  and  like  a  lovely  tree 

He  slumber'd ;  yet  she  IhoughU  at  least  she  said 

So  grew  to  womanhood,  and  between  whiles 

(The  heart  will  slip  even  as  the  tongue  and  pen), 

Rejected  several  suitors,  just  to  Icam 

He  had  pronounced  her  nanie — but  she  forgot 

How  to  accept  a  heller  in  his  turn. 

That  at  this  moment  Juan  knew  it  not. 

CXXIX. 

CXXXVI. 

And  walking  out  upbn  the  beach  below 

And  pensive  to  her  father's  house  she  went. 

T1.8  cliS;  towards  sunset,  on  (hat  day  she  found. 

Enjoining  silence  strict  to  Zoc,  who 

Belter  ihdn  her  knew  what,  in  fact,  she  meant, 

Don  Juan,  abnosl  bmish'd,  and  half  drown'd ; 

She  bang  wiser  by  a  year  or  two: 

Bui,  being  naked,  she  was  ehoiik'd,  you  know. 

A  year  or  two's  an  age  when  righUy  spent, 

Yeldeemyhersrif  in  common  pity  i«>und. 

And  Zoe  spent  hers  as  most  women  do, 

As  far  as  in  W  lay, "  to  lake  hkn  in. 

A  stranger,"  dying,  with  so  white  a  skui. 

Which  IS  acquired  in  nature's  good  old  college. 

cxxx. 

CXXXVII. 

Bui  taking  him  iaio  her  father's  house 

The  mom  broke,  and  found  Juan  slumbering  still 

Was  not  eiBClly  the  best  way  to  save, 

Fast  in  bis  cave,  and  nothing  dasb'd  upon 

Bui  lilie  conveying  lo  the  cat  the  mouse. 

His  ro,t,  the  rushing  of  the  noigbouiing  tiU, 

Or  people  in  6  (ranee  uito  iheir  grave; 

And  the  young  beams  of  tho  ojcluded  sun, 

Kecause  the  good  okl  man  liad  so  much  "™vi,'' 

Troubled  him  not,  and  he  might  sleep  his  fill; 

Unlike  Ihe  himcsl  Arab  thieves  so  bravo. 

And  need  he  had  of  slumber  yet,  for  none 

lie  would  liave  hospitably  cured  Ihe  stranger. 

Aiid  s.ild  him  inslanMy  when  out  of  danger. 

To  those  rehted  in  my  grand-dad's  uM-rative. 

cxxxr. 

CXXXVIII. 

And  ihen^fore,  with  bet  maid,  she  thought  it  best 

Not  so  Haidee;  she  sadly  loss'd  and  tumbled. 

(A  virgin  always  on  her  maid  relies) 

And  started  from  her  sleep,  and,  turning  o'er. 

To  [ilace  him  in  Ihe  cave  for  present  roEl: 

And  when,  at  last,  he  open'd  his  black  eyes. 

And  handsome  corpses  strcw'd  upon  the  shore ; 

Tbuir  charily  increased  aboul  Ibar  giiesl: 

And  woke  her  maid  so  early  thai  she  grumbled. 

And, their  cnmpassion  grew  to  such  a  size. 

And  cali'd  her  faier's  old  slaves  up,  who  swore 

It  ojuoi'd  half  tjie  turnoike  gates  lo  heaven — 

in  several  oaths- Armenian,  Turk,  and  Greek,- 

(Sail.'  I'au'  says  'i-B  the  toU  which  must  bo  gi.en) 

Thev  knew  not  what  lo  think  of  such  a  freak. 
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CXXXIX. 

CXLVI. 

Rut  up  she  gol,  and  up  she  made  them  get, 

And  ZoS,  when  the  eggs  were  ready,  and 

With  some  pretence  about  the  Eun,  tliat  malies 

The  coffee  made,  would  fain  have  waken'd  Juan  ; 

But  Haidco  stopp'd  bet  with  her  quick  small  nand. 

And  't  Is,  no  doubl,  a  sight  to  see  when  breaks 

And  without  word,  a  sign  her  finger  drew  on 

Bright  Phiebus,  while  Ihe  nuHinlains  still  are  wet 

WiUi  mial,  tnd  every  bird  with  him  awakes, 

And  night  istlung  off  like  a  moarniag  suit 

ISecause  her  mistress  would  not  let  her  break 

Worn  for  a  husband,  or  some  other  brute. 

That  sleep  which  seem'd  as  it  would  ne'er  awake. 

CXL. 

cxLvn. 

1  say,  the  sun  is  a  moEt  glorious  ^ght. 

For  still  be  lay,  and  on  his  thin  worn  cheek, 

I  've  seen  Mm  rise  fuil  otl,  indeed  of  late 

A  purple  hectic  play'd,  like  dying  day 

1  have  sat  up  on  purpose  all  the  night. 

On  the  snow  tops  of  distant  hills  ;   the  streak 

Which  hastens,  as  physicians  say,  one's  fate ; 

Of  sufferance  yet  upon  his  forehead  lay. 

And  a>  all  ye,  who  would  be  in  tlie  right 

In  heillh  and  purse,  begin  your  day  to  date 

And  his  black  curls  ivere  dewy  with  the  spray, 

From  day-break,  and  when  ooflbi'd  ai  fourscore. 

Which  wei  jh'd  upon  tliem  yet,  all  damp  and  salt, 

Engrave  upon  the  plate,  you  rose  at  four. 

Mii'd  with  the  stony  npours  of  the  vault. 

cxu. 

CXLVIU. 

And  Haidee  met  the  morning  faee  lo  face  ; 

And  she  bent  o'or  him,  and  he  lay  beneath. 

ner  own  was  freshest,  though  a  feverish  flush 

Hush'd  as-  the  babe  upon  its  mother's  breist. 

Had  dyed  it  with  the  headlong  blood,  whose  race 

Dtoop'd  as  the  wilkjw  when  no  winds  can  breaths. 

From  heart  lo  cheek  is  eurb'd  into  a  blush. 

LuH'd  like  the  depth  of  ocean  when  at  rest, 

Like  (0  a  torrent'y.hieh  a  mountain's  base. 

Fair  as  the  crowning  rose  of  the  whole  wreath. 

Soft  as  the  callow  cygnet  in  its  nest ; 

Cheeks  10  a  laWe,  whoso  waves  in  circles  spread, 

In  short,  he  was  a  very  pretty  fellow. 

Or  the  Red  Sea— but  the  sea  is  not  ted. 

Although  his  woes  had  tum'd  him  rather  yellow. 

ftxLir. 

CSLIX. 

And  down  the  cliff  the  Island  vir^  came. 

He  woke  and  gazed,  and  would  have  slept  again. 

And  near  Ihe  cave  bet  quick  light  footsteps  drew. 

But  Ibe  fair  face  which  met  his  eyes,  forbade 

Wbile  the  sun  smiled  on  her  with  his  first  flarae. 

Those  eyes  toclose,  though  weariness  and  pain 

And  young  Aurora  kiss'd  her  lip3  with  dew. 

Had  funlier  sleep  a  further  pleasure  made  ; 

Taking  her  for  a  sislcr;  just  the  samo 

For  woman's  face  was  nover  form'd  in  vain 

Mistake  jou  would  have  made  on  seeing  the  two, 

For  Juan,  so  that  even  when  ho  pray'd, 

Although  the  mortal,  quite  as  fresh  and  fair. 

He  tum'd  from  grisly  saints,  and  martyrs  haity. 

To  the  sweet  portraits  of  the  Vu-gin  Mary. 

cxLin. 

CL. 

And  when  into  the  oaverrv  Haidee  stepp'd, 

And  thus  upon  his  elbow  ho  arose, 

All  timidly,  yel  rapidly,  she  saw 

And  look'd  upon  the  lady  in  whose  choek 

That  like  an  uifant  Juan  sweetly  slept : 

The  pale  contended  with  the  purple  rose. 

And  then  she  slopp'd,  and  stood  as  if  in  awe 

As  with  an  effort  she  began  lo  speak ; 

(For  sleep  is  awful),  and  on  tiptoe  crept 

Her  eyes  were  eloquent,  her  words  wouW  pose. 

And  iviapp'd  hint  ckBCr,  lest  the  air,  loo  raw, 

Although  she  told  him  in  good  modem  Greali 

Should  reach  his  blood;  then  o'er  him,  still  as  death 

Bent  with  hush'd  hps  that  drank  his  scareo-drawn  breath. 

That  he  was  faint,  and  must  not  talk,  but  eai. 

■     CXLIV. 

CLI. 

And  thus,  like  16  an  angel  o'er  the  dying 

Who  die  in  righteousness,  she  lean'd;   and  (hero 

Being  no  Grecian;  but  he  had  an  ear. 

All  tranquilly  the  shipwreok'd  boy  was  lymg. 

And  her  voice  was  (he  warble  of  a  bird. 

Aa  o'er  him  lay  the  calm  and  alirioss  air: 

So  soft,  so  sweel,  so  delicately  clear. 

But  Zo^  the  meantime  some  eggs  was  frying, 

That  finer,  simpler  music  ne'er  was  heard  ; 

Since,  Bfler  alt,  no  doubt  the  youthful  pair 

The  sort  of  soimdwe  echo  with  a  tear. 

Must  breakfasl,  and  betimos-lest  they  shouU  ask  it, 

She  drew  out  her  provision  from  the  basket. 

Whence  melody  descends,  as  from  a  throne. 

CSLV. 

CLll. 

She  knew  that  the  best  feelings  must  have  victual. 

And  Juan  gazed,  as  one  who  is  awoki 

By  a  distant  organ,  doub>  j^  if  he  h» 

Besides,  being  less  in  love,  she  yawn'd  a  little, 

Not  yet  a  dreamer,  till  the  apeli  is  Broke 

And  felt  her  vein,  chill'd  by  the  neighbouring  sea ; 

By  the  walchmaji,  or  Borne  such  reality, 

And  so,  she  cook'd  th«r  break^ist  to  a  tittle ; 

Or  by  one's  early  valet's  cursed  knock , 

I  can't  say  that  she  gave  them  any  lea. 

At  least  it  is  a  heavy  sound  to  me. 

But  there  were  eggs,  fruit,  coffee,  bread,  fish,  honey. 

Who  like  a  morning  slumber— for  the  nigb. 

With  Scio  wine,— and  all  for  love,  not  money. 

Shows  stars  and  womw  m  a  beiiet  light. 
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CLUI. 

And  Juan,  too,  ivas  hdp'd  out  rrom  his  dream. 
Or  Bleep,  or  whaWge'er  it  was,  by  feeling 

A  most  prodi^us  appetite  x   ibe  fiteam 
Of  Zo£'s  cookery  no  doubt  was  stealing 

Upon  his  senses,  and  the  kindling  beam 
Of  the  new  fire  whidi  Zoe  kept  up,  kneeling 

And  long  for  food,  but  chiefl;  a  beefsteak. 

CLIV. 
Rut  beef  is  rare  ivithm  Ihess  oiless  islea ; 

Goats'  flesh  there  is,  no  doubt,  and  Idd,  and  mi 
And  when  a  holiday  upon  them  smiles, 

A  joint  upon  thwr  barbarous  spits  they  put  ( 
But  (his  occurs  but  seldwn,  batween  whiles. 

For  Bome  of  these  ate  rocks  with  scarce  a  hu 
Others  are  fair  sJid  fertile,  among  which, 
This,  though  not  large,  was  one  of  the  mosl  ri 

CLV. 
1  say  thai  beef  is  rare,  and  can't  help  thinking 

Tlial  the  old  fabio  of  the  Mbiotaur— 
Fron  which  our  modem  morals,  rightly  ehrinkin 

Condemn  th«  royal  lady's  laste  who  wore 
A  cow's  ^ape  for  a  mask— was  only  (sbiking 

The  allegory)  a  mere  type,  no  mora. 
Thai  Pasiphac  promoted  breeding  cattle, 
To  maks  the  Cretans  bloodier  in  battle. 

CLVI. 
For  we  all  know  that  English  people  are 

Fed  upon  beef-.-!  won't  say  much  of  beer, 
Becauae  'tis  liqnnr  only,  and  being  far 

Prom  Ibis  my  subject,  has  no  business  here : 
We  know,  too,  they  are  very  food  of  war, 

A  pleasure — like  all  pleasures — rather  dear ; 
So  were  the  Cretans— from  which  I  infer 
That  beef  and  batllea  both  were  owmg  to  her. 


His  head  upon  bis  elbow,  and  ha,  saw 
A  aighl  on  which  ha  bad  not  lately  gazed. 

As  all  his  latter  meals  had  been  quite  raw, 
Thr™  or  four  ihmgs  for  which  the  Lord  he  praised. 

And,  feeling  slill  the  famish'd  FuUura  gni^iv. 


Who  watch'd  him  like  a 


Sucii  appetite  jn  one  she  had  d< 
Rut  Zoe,  being  okler  than  Haidee, 

Knew  (by  tradition,  for  she  ne'er  had  read) 
That  famish'd  people  must  be  skivly  nursed. 
And  fed  by  spoonfuls,  else  they  always  burst. 
CLIX. 


And  so  slie  took  the  liberty  la  state, 
lUlher  by  deeds  than  words,  because 

Was  urgent,  that  the  gentleman,  whose 
Had  made  her  mistress  quit  her  bed 


leol,  like  a  Turk, 


And  in  the  fire  his  recent  ra^ 

And  dressed  him,  lor  the  pr 
Or  Greek— that  is,  although  it 

Omitting  turban,  slippers,  pistols,  dirk, — - 
They  fumish'd  him,  en(ire  eicepl  some  slilches, 

CLXI. 

And  then  far  Haidee  tried  her  tongue  at  speatinj. 

Although  he  listen'd  so  that  the  young  Greek  in 

made  an  tad  < 


And,  a 


iterrupted  not 

out  to  her  prot£g£  and  Friend, 
It  the  last  her  breath  to  take, 
id  not  understand  Homaic. 


And  read  (the  only  book  she  could)  ihe  1 

Of  his  fair  face,  and  found,  by  sympatl 

The  answer  eloquent,  where  the  soul  sh 


d  of  words,  and  tlunga  ai 


s  guess 


nd  itow,  by  dint  of  fmgers  and  of  eyes. 
And  words  repeated  after  her,  he  took 
leason  in  her  tongue ;   but  by  surmise. 
No  doubt,  less  of  her  language  than  her  look ; 
s  he  who  stur^es  fervently  the  skies 
Turns  ollener  to  the  stars  than  lo  his  book, 
alpha  beta  belter 
than  any  graven  letter. 
LXIV. 

hool'd  in  a  strange  tongue 
iyes-lbat  is,  I  n..;an, 
-  and  the  taught  are  youn; 


a  that 


id  then  there 
now  by  this : 


hat  is,  some  words  of  Spanish,  Turk,  or  Gre 
ItaUan  not  at  all,  having  no  teachers. 

Much  English  I  cannot  pretend  to  speak, 
learning  that  language  chiefly  from  its  pra 

Barrow,  South,  TiUotson,  wham  every  week 
iCudy,  also  Blau-,  the  highest  reachers 

Of  eloquence  in  piety  and  prose— 

CLXVI, 


s,  I  havr 


nought  to 


Id  of  fashion, 

ler  "dogs,  have  had  my  day,'- 

■  mypassw 


Where  I,  li 
like  otht 

ut  that,  bkn  other  thi 
And  all  her  fools  whom  I  cMld  lay  th 
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CLXVII. 
»  Don  Juan.     He  begun 


n  hiB  brenst  be  shu 
ould  be,  no  doubt, 


CLXvin, 

viry  day  by  day-break — rather  early 


For  Juan,.K 


it  fond  of  rest- 


D  Us  I 


To  Bee  her  bird  reposing  u 
And  she  would  Boftij  stir  bis  locas  so  curiy, 

Wilbout  disturbing  iier  yet  Elumbering  guest, 
Brealhing  all  gently  o'er  his  cheek  and  moulh, 
As  cAer  a  bed  of  roses  tbe  sweet  south. 

CLXIX. 
And  evary  morn  his  cobur  freshlier  eame, 

And  every  d^y  holp'd  on  iiis  convalescence, 
■T  w^  well,  because  he^th  in  the  human  frame 


d  gunp. 


B  good  le 


CLXX 

.Vhile  Venus  fiHs  the  beait  (without  heart  real . 

Lore,  though  good  always,  is  not  quite  so  good), 
Ceres  presents  a  plate  of  vermLcelU, 


ir  made  a  youlhiijl  heart  less  steady, 
i  spoken  of  all  this  already — 


n,  aCtet  bathing  in  the  i 
Came  always  back  to  colTee  and  Haidee. 

CLXxn. 

BoUi  were  so  young,  and  one  so  innocent. 
That  bathing  pass'd  for  nothing;  Juan  seei 

Of  whom  these  tvra  years  she  had  nightly  dr 
A  something  La  be  loved,  a  creature  meant 

I'o  be  her  happmess,  and  whom  she  deem' 
To  render  happy  ;  all  who  joy  would  win 

CLXXIII. 


of  eilsLc 


i>  behold 


such 


Nature  with 
To  wsich  him  Eluinl»iin£;  94id  to  see  him  ivake. 

But  (hen  the  thought  of  pfirtioa  made  her  quake ; 


CLXXIV. 

I.nd  thus  a  moon  roH'd  on,  and  fair  Haidee 
Paid  daily  visits  to  her  boy,  and  took 

Such  plenUfuJ  precautions,  that  s^lt  he 
Bemain'd  unknown  wiihin  his  craggy  nook: 

^t  last  her  father's  prows  put  out  to  sea. 
For  certain  merchantmen  upon  the  loot. 


ot  yore  1 
'-e  RaEHS! 


CLXXVI. 

row  she  prolang'd  her  visits  and  her  I 
(For  they  must  talk),  and  he  had  If 


)n  which,  like  a  your^  flower  snapp'd  1 
Drooping  and  dewy  on  the  beach  he 
Lod  thus  Ihsy  walk'd  out  in  the  aflen 


wild  ai 


CLXXVII. 


With  cliBs  a        . 
Guarded  by  shoals  and  rocks  as  by  a  host. 

And  rarely  ceased  the  haughty  billows' mar. 
The  outstretch'd  ocean  glitter  like  a  lake. 

CLXXVIH. 
And  the  small  ripplo  spilt  upon  the  beach 

Scarcely  o'erpass'd  the  eream  of  your  champagne, 
iVhen  o'er  the  brim  the  sparkling  bumpers  reach. 

That  spring-dew  of  the  spirit!  the  heart's  rain! 
Fewthings  surpass  old  wine:  and  they  may  preadi 

W  bo  pleaae, — tbe  more  because  they  preach  in  vain,— 
Let  us  have  wine  and  women,  mirth  and  laughter, 

CLXXIX. 

The  best  of  lift  is  but  mloiicalion : 
Glory,  the  grape,  love,  gold,  in  these  ore  sunk 

The  hopes  of  ail  men,  end  of  every  nation  ; 
Without  Iheir  sap,  bow  bronchiess  were  tbe  trunk 
uge  tree,  so  fruitful  on  occasion : 

bead-ache,  you  shall  see  what  then. 
CLXXX. 
Kng  for  your  valet — bid  hun  quickly  bring 

worthy  Xenes  the  great  kmg ; 
the  blest  sherbet,  sublimed  with  snoH. 
Nor  the  iirsl  spwkle  of  the  dcserl-spimg. 
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1  he  QOost — I  think  it 


The  sanda  uniutnbled,  Ihe  blue  wa'cs  untoss' 
And  all  was  stillness,  sare  Iha  ses-bird'a  cry, 

And  dolphin's  leap,  and  lilHe  billow  ctoss'd 
By  some  bw  rock  or  shelve  that  made  it  !iet 
Against  Ike  boundary  it  scarcely  weL 

CLXsxn. 

And  forlJi  they  wandet'd,  her  fiire  being  gone, 
As  1  have  said,  upon  an  eipedlljoii ; 
'i^r^  brother,  guardian,  s' 


Savei 
She  waited  on 

Though  dail 
Bringing  warn 
And  aekiug  n 


Wilh  tl 


hough 


r  lady  with  the  sun, 

iter,  wreathing  her  lor 
and  then  for  cast-off 

CLXxxin. 

;  hour,  just  when  the 


Who,  shut  in  ehambera,  tJ  uik    t  I  nel  net 
The  silent  ocean,  and  the  eta   t  gh    bay 

The  twilight  glow,  which  mome  tly  grew  ! 

Tho  voiceless  sands,  and  d  opp  ng  ca  es,  thi 

Around  Ihem,  made  them  lo  each  other  f 

As  if  there  were  no  Ule  beneath  the  sky 

ave  theu-E,  and  that  their  life  could  never 

CLXXSIX. 
■hoy  foat'd  no  eyes  nor  ears  on  that  lono 
Tbej  felt  no  terrors  from  tho  night,  they 
J!  in  atl  to  each  othor ;  though  their  Epee 
Was  broken  worde,  the;  Aought  a  language 
bud  all  the  burning  tongues  the  passions  b 


the  deep  sea  calm  and  chill 
IJ{>an  the  other,  and  the  rosjr  sky, 
Wilh  ona  star  sparkling  through  it  like  an  eye. 

CLXXSIV. 
And  thus  they  wander'd  forth. 


Glided  along  the  si 


Aud  « 


d  the  I 
I  harden'd  sand, 


d  bjr  the  sUirnis,  yet  work'd  as  it  were  plan 
In  hollow  halls,  with  eparry  toofa  and  cells, 
They  tum'd  to  rest ;  and,  each  clasped  by  an  ar 
Yielded  lo  tlie  deep  twilight's  purple  cbann, 

CLXXXV. 
They  look'd  up  lo  tho  sky,  whose  floating  glow 

Spread  like  a  rosy  ocean,  vast  and  bright  i 
They  gazed  upon  the  glittering  sea  below. 


When. 


(he  1 

leard  the  waves  splash,  a 
.w  each  other's  dork  e; 


CLXXXVI. 

!ong,longkiss,a  kiss  of  youth.. 
4nd  beauty,  all  concentrating,  lil 
0  one  focus  kmdled  f  bu 

iuch  kisMis  as  belong         ar 


ling  bees  they  ching — 


She  loved,  and  was 


Alas !  they  w«e  ao  young,  si 


pared  for  people  givii 
one  another  Uving. 

cxcm. 


Had  rt 

nd  Haidee,  hang  devoi 
Had,  doubtless,  heard  about  the  Sty^an 
And  hell  and  purgatory^— but  forgot 
St  in  the  very  crisis  she  should  not. 
CXCIV. 
rhey  look  upon  i 


I  tho  I 


Gleai 
R  ond  Juai 


nthei 


in-ligl 


and  her  whit 


He  hers  until  they 
And  thus  tliey  form  g 
Half  naked,  lovujg,  na 
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cxcv. 

CCIL 

And  when  Uioaa  deep  and  burning  monionls  paaa'd. 

Haidee  was  nature's  bride,  and  knew  not  this  ; 

And  Jiian  sunk  to  sleep  within  her  arms, 

Haidea  was  passion's  child,  bom  where  the  sun 

She  slept  not,  but  all  tenderly,  though  fast, 

Showers  triple  Ught,  and  scorches  even  the  kis* 

Suatnin'd  his  head  upon  her  bosom's  oharnia. 

Of  his  gaielle-eyed  daughters ;  she  was  one 

And  naiT  and  then  her  cje  lo  heaven  is  oasi, 

Made  but  to  love,  to  feel  that  she  was  his 

.Vnd  then  on  the  pile  cheek  her  breast  non  warois. 

Who  was  her  chosen ;  what  was  said  or  done 

Pilloiv'd  on  hot  o'erlloivlng  neart,  which  panla 

With  all  it  granted,  and  with  all  it  grants. 

Hope,  care,  nor  love  beyond,  her  heart  heal  here. 

CXCVI. 

CCIIl 

An  infant  when  it  gazes  on  a  light, 

And  oh !  that  quickening  of  the  heart   that  heat ! 
Row  much  it  costs  us'  yet  each  rismg  1l^lb 

A  child  the  monienl  when  il  drains  the  bteast, 

A  devotee  when  soars  the  host  in  sight. 

Is  in  its  cause  as  its  etfecl  so  sweet, 

An  Arab  with  a  stranger  for  a  guest. 

Thai  wisdom,  ever  on  the  watch  lo  rob 

A  sailor,  when  the  prize  has  struck  in  light. 

Joy  of  its  alehymy,  and  lo  repeat 

A  miser  tilling  his  most  hoarded  cheel. 

F^ne  truths  ;  even  eonscienro,  too,  has  a  tou^h  job 

Fed  rairture;   but  not  such  true  joy  are  reaping 

To  make  us  understand  each  good  old  maiim, 

As  they  who  watch  o'er  what  they  love  while  sleeping. 

So  good-I  wonder  Casllercagh  don't  lax 'em. 

CXCVII. 

CCIV. 

For  there  it  lies  so  tranquil,  so  beloved, 

And  now 't  was  done-on  the  lone  shore  were  pliRhle,) 

All  that  it  hath  of  life  ivith  us  is  Uviug ; 

Theu-  hoa«s ;  the.  stars,  lh«r  nuptial  torches,  sh.^d 

&>  genUe,  stirleaa,  holjriess,  and  unmoved. 

And  all  unconscious  of  the  joy  't  is  giving, 

Ocean  their  witness,  inrf  the  cave  their  bed. 

All  it  hath,  felt,  inflicted,  possM.ond  proved. 

By  their  own  fedings  hallow'd  and  united, 

Hush'd  into  depths  beyond  the  watcher's  diving ; 

Theif  priest  was  solitude,  ijnd  they  were  wed : 

1'hcre  lies  the  thing  we  love  with  all  its  eircta, 

And  they  wore  happy,  for  lo  their  yo™g  eyes 

And  all  Its  charms,  like  death  without  its  terrors. 

Bach  was  an  angel,  and  earth  paradise. 

CXCVIII. 

CCV. 

The  ladyivatch'd  her  lover-and  that  hour 

Oh  level  of  whom  great  Caisar  was  the  suitor. 

or  Love's,  and  Night's,  and  Ocean's  solitude. 

Titus  the  master,  Antony  the  slave, 

O'erflow'd  her  soul  with  their  united  power; 

Horace,  Catuilus,  scholars,  Ovid  lutoi'. 

Amidst  the  barren  sand  and  roclia  so  rude 

Sappho  (he  sage  blue-slocking,  in  whoso  grave 

She  and  her  wave-worn  love  had  made  their  bower, 

All  those  may  leap  who  rather  would  be  neuler- 

Where  naught  upon  their  passion  could  intrude, 

(Leucadii's  rock  still  overlooks  the  wave)— 

Oh  Love !   thou  art  the  very  god  of  evil. 

Saw  nothing  happier  than  her  glowing  face. 

For,  after  aU,  we  cannot  call  Ihee  devil. 

CXCIX. 

CCVI. 

Alas !  the  love  of  women  !  it  is  known 

Thou  makesi  the  chaste  connubial  state  precarious. 

To  be  a  lovely  and  a  fearful  thing  ; 

And  jestest  with  the  brows  of  mightiest  men: 

For  all  of  theirs  upon  thai  die  is  thrown. 

And  if  lis  lost,  life  hath  no  more  to  bring 

Have  much  employ'd  ihe  muse  of  history's  pen; 

To  them  but  mockeries  of  the  past  ahme. 

And  their  revenge  is  as  Uie  tiger's  spi-ing, 

Deadly,  and  quick,  and  crushing;  yet  as  real 

Yet  to  these  four  in  three  things  the  same  luck  holds. 

Torture  is  theirs— what  they  infiist  they  feel. 

They  all  were  heroes,  conquerors,  and  cuckolds. 

CC. 

They're  right;  for  man,  lo  man  so  oft  unjust, 

Thou  makest  philosophers:   there's  Epicurus 

Is  always  so  to  woman;   one  sole  bond 

And  Arislippua,  a  material  crew  1 

Awaits  them,  lreach«y  is  all  their  trust; 

Who  to  immoral  courses  would  allure  us 

Taught  to  conceal,  thwr  bursting  hearts  despond 

By  theories,  quite  practicable  ton ;  . 

Over  Ihar  idol,  till  some  wealthier  lust 

If  only  from  the  devil  they  would  in.iure  us 

How  pleasant  were  the  masini  (net  quite  new). 

A  thankless  husband,  neil  a  faithless  lover, 

«  Eat,  druik,  and  love,  what  can  the  rest  avail  us  f' 

Tlien dressing,  nursing,  praying,  and  all's  over. 

So  said  the  royal  sage,  Sardanapalus. 

CCI. 

covin. 

Some  lake  a  lover,  some  lake  drams  or  prayers. 

Son-.e  mind  their  household,  others  dissipation, 

And  should  he  have  forgotten  her  so  BO«n? 

Some  nm  away,  and  but  exchange  their  cares. 

leant  but  say  il  seems  l>  me  moat  truly  a 

LoEuig  the  advaiit^e  of  a  wrtuous  station  ; 

Perpleiing  question;  but,  no  doubt,  the  moan 

Few  changes  e'er  ean  better  their  affairs, 

Does  these  th-ngs  for  us,  ana  whenever  new.j  > 

Theirs  being  an  unnatural  situation. 

Palpitation  rises, 'lis  her  boon. 

From  the  doll  palace  to  tl,0  dirlj  hovel: 

Else  how  the  devil  ■-  it  that  ii^sh  features 

Some  play  the  deril,  and  then  write  a  noval. 
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CCIX. 

CCXVI. 

1  hate  inconstancy — I  loathe,  detest. 

In  the  mean  time,  without  proceeding  moru 

Ahhor,  condemn,  abjure  O.e  mortal  made 

In  this  anatomy,I'.efinish'd  now 

or  such  quiofcsiller  clay  thai  in  ha  breast 

Two  hundred  and  odd  stanzas  as  before. 

That  bring  about  the  number  I'll  allow 

Love,  constant  love,  has  been  my  constant  guestj 

Each  canto  of  the  twelve,  or  twenty-four ; 

And,  laying  down  my  pen,  1  make  my  bow. 

I  saw  Iho  prettiest  creature,  fresh  from  Milan, 

Leaving  Don  Juan  and  HaideB,  to  plead 

Which  gave  me  eome  sensations  like  a  villain. 

Fur  iJiem  and  theirs  witli  all  who  deign  to  read. 

ccx. 

And  vi-hlsper'd,  "  Ihuik  of  evKy  sacred  tie  !" 

"  1  will,  my  dear  philosophy !"  I  said, 

"  But  then  her  teeth,  and  then,  eh  heaven  1  her  eye ! 

1  '11  just  inquire  if  she  be  wife  or  maid, 

Or  nalher— out  of  curiosity." 
"Stop!"  cried  philosophy,  with  air  so  Grecian 

CANTO  m. 

(Though  she  was  masli'd  then  as  a  fair  Venetian)— 



CCXI. 

, 

"Stop!"  so  I  Blopp'd.— But  to  return:  that  which 

H,iL,  Muse!  «5ffi;e«<.-Wo  lefi  Juan  sleeping, 

Men  call  inconstancy  is  nothing  more 

Pillow'd  upon  a  fair  and  hdppy  breast. 

Than  admiration  due  where  nature's  rich 

And  wateh'd  by  eyes  that  never  yet  knew  weeping. 

Profusion  mth  young  beauiv  covers  o'er 

And  loved  by  a  yoong  heart  loo  deeply  bless'd 

Some  faTOur'd  object ;   and  ^  in  the  niche 

To  feel  the  poison  through  her  spirit  creeping. 

A  lovely  statue  we  almost  ai'ore. 

Or  knew  who  rested  there;  a  foe  to  rest 

This  sort  of  adoration  of  the  rial 

Had  soLl'd  the  current  of  her  sinless  years. 

And  lurn'd  her  pure  hoatl's  purest  blood  to  tears. 

CCXII. 

II. 

Oh,  love!  what  Is  it  in  this  world  of  ours 

A  fine  emension  of  the  faculties. 

Which  makes  it  fatal  to  be  loved?  Ah,  why 

natonic,  universal,  wonderful, 

With  cypress  branches  hast  thou  wreathed  thy  bowers, 

Drawn  from  the  stars,  and  filtEr'd  through  the  skies, 

And  made  thy  best  interpreter  a  sigh  ? 

Without  which  life  would  be  extremely  dull ; 

Ai  those  who  doat  on  odours  pluck  the  flowers. 

In  short,  it  ia  the  use  of  our  own  eyes. 

And  place  them  on  Ihar  breast— hut  place  to  die- 

Thus  the  frail  beluga  we  would  fondly  cherish 

To  hint  that  flesh  is  ibrm'd  of  fiery  dust. 

Are  laid  within  our  bosoms  but  to  perish. 

ccxiir. 

III. 

In  her  first  passion  woman  loves  her  lover, 

For  surely  if  wo  always  could  perceive 

tn  Iho  same  object  graces  quite  as  killing 

Which  grows  a  habit  she  can  ite'er  get  over. 

As  when  she  rose  upon  us  like  an  Eve, 

And  fits  her  bosely-like  an  easy  gWe, 

'T  would  save  us  many  a  heart-ache,  many  a  shilling 

As  you  may  find,  whene'er  you  like  to  prove  her ; 

(For  we  must  get  them  any  how,  or  grieve). 

One  man  alone  at  first  her  heart  can  move ; 

Whereas,  if;  one  sole  lady  pleased  for  ever. 

She  then  prefers  him  in  the  plural  number, 

How  pleasant  for  the  hf^art,  as  well  as  hvcr ! 

Not  finding  that  the  additions  much  eneumber. 

CCXIV. 

IV. 

The  heart  is  like  (he  sky,  a  part  of  heaven. 

I  know  not  if  the  fault  be  men's  or  theirs ; 

But  changes  nifjhl  and  day  too,  like  the  sky; 

But  one  thing's  pretty  sure;  a  woman  planted 

Now  o'er  it  clouds  and  thunder  must  he  driven, 

And  darkneaa  ami  destruction  as  on  high; 
Siot  when  it  hath  \>een  seorcb'd,  and  pierced,  and  riven, 

(Unless  at  once  she  plunge  for  life  in  prayers), 
Ailer  a  decent  lime  must  be  gallanted  ■ 

Allhough,  no  doubt,  her  first  of  lova  affy'rs 

Its  sturms  eipire  in  watodrops ;  tlie  eye 

Is  that  to  which  her  heart  is  wholly  granted  ; 

Pours  forth  at  last  toe  heart's  blood  tum'd  to  tears, 

Yet  there  are  some,  they  say,  who  have  hail  nans, 

Which  make  the  English  climate  of  our  years. 

But  those  who  have  ne'er  end  with  only  one. 

ccxv. 

V. 

Thi  livor  is  the  lasaret  of  bile. 

'Tls  melancholy, and  a  fearful  sign 

But  very  rarely  eiecutes  its  function, 

Of  human  frailty,  folly,  also  crime. 

For  the  first  passbn  stays  there  such  a  while 

That  love  and  mairlago  rarely  can  combine. 

That  aQ  the  rest  creep  in  and  farm  a  junction. 

Although  they  both  are  bom  in  the  same  dime, 

I,ike  knji,  of  vipers  on  a  dunghill's  ioil. 

Marriage  from  kive,  like  vinegar  from  wine — 

Itagc,  foar,  hale,  jealousy,  revenge,  compunction, 

A  sad,  sour,  sober  beverage— by  ijme. 

So  Ihat  all  mischief,  spring  up  from  this  enlrail, 

U  sharpened  from  its  high  celestial  flavonr 

'-u.-,  ear^quakes  from  the  hidden  fire  call'd  "  central." 

Down  lo  a  icry  homely  liousehoU  savour. 
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VI. 

There's  someUiing  of  anlipalhy,  os 't >vere, 
UetwBEn  Iheir  present  anil  their  future  stat 

A  kind  of  flattery  that's  hardly  fair 
Is  iiBod,  until  the  truth  arrives  loo  late — 

Ya  what  can  people  do,  except  despair? 
The  same  things  change  their  nemes  ai  such  i 


VII. 

They  sometimes  also  got  a  little  tired 
(But  that,  of  course,  is  rare),  and  then  despond: 

The  same  things  cannot  always  he  admited, 
"  "  "  '  'nated  in  the  hond/' 


TTiat 


d  mi  o 


EhaU  b 


IX. 
All  tragedies  are  finish'd  hy  a  death. 

All  comedies  arc  ended  bj  a  niarnage; 
The  future  states  of  both  ere  left  to  faith, 

For  authors  fear  description  might  disparage 
The  worlds  to  come  of  both,  or  fall  beneath. 

And  then  both  worlds  would  punish  their  npscarriage, 
So  leaving  each  th^r  prieet  and  prayer-book  ready, 
They  say  no  more  of  Death  or  of  the  Lady. 

X. 
The  onfy  two  tliat  in  my  recollection 


Were  not  drawn  irom  their  spouses,  you  conceive. 

Some  persons  say  that  Dante  meant  theology 

By  Beatnce,  and  not  a  mistress— I, 
Although  my  opinion  may  require  apology, 

Deem  this  a  commentator's  phaolasj. 
Unless  indeed  it  mas  from  his  own  knowledge  hq 

1  think  that  Daii    '  '  '         ' 


■sonify  th 


The  6ull  waa  their 


t  her  piratical  papa  was  cruisiuf 

XIV. 
inugh  he  fleeced  the  flags  of  e\ 


Hia  title 
But  he,  mi 

Of  life,  and  in  an  honi 
'ursued  o'er  the  high  ei 
And  merely  practised  as 


0  humbler  rs 


>«■  d  1         ihey  all  had 

d     ach  from  ten  K 

XVl, 

d   p      d    f  off  Cape 

g  his  f      d    t)le  Mains 


'0  had  damped  his  rapi 
i  prizes;  he  had  chai 
e  chapters, 


The 


d  unsaleable  (being  old]  ; 
re  aod  there  some  richer  < 


Pieced  out  for  different  marts  in  the  Levant, 
Ixcept  some  certain  portions  of  the  prey. 

Light  classic  articles  of  female  want, 
'rench  stulK,  lace,  tweezers,  toothpicks,  teapot  tray, 

■Q  which  selected  fi^om  the  spoil  he  gathers, 
Kobh'd  for  his  daughter  Sy  the  best  of  fathers. 
XVIII. 


le  chose  fron 


a  Persia] 


e  huge  hamper  altogclh 
XIX. 

tiled  his  marine  affairs. 


Continued  etill  hw  hosp 
,  that  part  of  the  i 
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XX. 


And  there  he  went  ashoro  without  delay, 

About  the  time  and  place  where  he  had  b«i 

With  orders  to  the  people  to  oaieen ; 
In  getting  out  goods,  baUost,  guns,  and  treasure 

XXI. 
Arriving  at  the  summit  of  a  hill 

Which  OYoriook'd  the  while  waUs  of  hia  hoir 
He  stepped. — What  singular  emotions  fill 

Their  'bosoms  who  have  been  induced  to  roE 
With  flultering  doubts  if  all  bo  well  or  ill— 

With  lovo  for  many,  and  vrilh  fears  for  somi 
All  feelings  which  o'e-leap  Iho  years  long  lost. 


Re  heard  his  rivulet's  light  bubbling  run, 

The  umbrage  of  the  wood,  sg  cQol  and  dun. 

Of  arms  (in  the  East  all  arm),  and  various  dyes 
Of  colour'd  garbs,  as  bright  as  butterflies. 
XXVIH. 

He  bears— alas  I  no  music  of  the  spberesi 

But  an  unhallow'd,  earthly  sounil  of  fiddling  I 
A  melody  vi^bich  made  him  doubt  his  ears, 

A  pipe  too  and  a  drunif  and,  shortly  after. 

And  still  moro  nearly  to  the  place  advancing, 
Descending  ratlicr  quickly  the  declivity. 


Writ*  odes  on  the  inconstancy  of  ivoman. 

XXV. 
And  oh !  je  gentlemen  who  have  akeady 
Some  chaste  iiaiiim  of  the  kind — 1  mean 

The  only<  thing-  of  this  sort  ever  seen 
To  last— of  all  connexions  the  most  sleady. 

And  the  true  Hymen  (the  first  'e  but  a  s 
Yet  for  all  thai  keep  not  loo  long  away  ; 
I  'vs  known  the  absent  wrong'd  four  linlea 

xxvr. 

Much  less  experience  of  dry  land  than  oi 


Or  thai  of  any  other  strong  emotion ; 
la  loved  bis  child,  aJid  would  have  wept  the  loss  of  hei 
tut  anew  the  catuts  na  mora  than  a  philosophor. 


'Midst  other  indlc 

ations  of  fe 

ieeing  a.  troop  of  h 

Hun 

Like  dervises,  who 

'ercoived  it  was  the 

Pyrrhjo  dance 

To  which  the  Leva 

XXX. 

^ypa 

And  further  on  a  g 

OUD  of  Gr 

The  first  and  tallest  her  whi 

e  ker 

Vera  strung  together  like  a  re 

wol 

Link'd  hand  in  ha 

ng; 

And  flasks  of  Simian  and  of  C 

Above  Ihem  their  desert  grew  on 
The  orange  and  pomegranate,  nod 


There  wienlhe  hii 


XXXIl. 

round  a  snow-white  ram, 
veneralile  horns  widi  flowe 


XXXIlt. 

d  profiles,  an-'  glittering  dress 
black  eyes,  and  soil  seraphic  c 

e  whioh  happy  childhood  hies: 
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All  prelty  pBEtima  In  which  no  ofience  is ; 
But  Lambro  ssw  all  these  things  wilh  aversion, 

Dreading  thai  elimax  of  eJl  humBU  ilk, 
Tho  InHammation  of  his  weekly  bills. 

XXSVL 
Ah!  what  is  man?  what  perils  s^ll  environ 

The  happiest  mortals  even  after  dinner— 
A  day  of  gold  from  out  an  agn  of  iron 

la  alt  that  life  allows  the  luckiest  sinnor,- 
Pleasura  (whene'er  sha  stags,  at  leaal)  'a  a  sire 

Thai  lures  to  flay  alive  the  young  beginner; 
Limbro's  reception  at  his  people's  banquet 
Wsa  such  as  fire  accords  to  a  wet  blanket. 

SXXVll. 
He— being  a  man  who  seldom  used  a  word 

Too  mudi,  and  wishing  gladly  to  surprise 
(In  genetal  he  surprised   men  with  the  aword) 

His  dau^ler — had  not  sent  before  to  advise 
Of  his  arrival,  GO  that  no  one  stirr-d; 

In  fact  much  more  astonkh'd  than  delighted 

XXXVIII. 

He  did  not  know— [alas  '■  bow  men  will  lie)— 
That  a  report — (especially  the  Greeks) — 

But  now  their  eyes  and  also  lips  were  dry ; 

The  bloom  too  had  relum'd  to  Haidee's  cheel 
Her  tears  too  being  return'd  into  their  fount, 
She  now  kegj  house  upon  her  own  account. 

XXXIX. 
Hence  all  Ihia  rice,  meat,  dancing,  wine,  and  fiddling, 

Which  tutn'd  the  isle  into  a  plave  of  pleasui 
The  servants  all  were  getting  drunk  or  idling, 

A  Ufe  which  mads  them  happy  beyond  measu 
Her  father's  hospitality  seem'd  middling. 

Compared  with  what  Haidee  did  with  his  treaei 

WhLe  she  had  not  one  hour  to  spare  from  loi 
XL. 


Ferliape  you  prophesy  some  auddcrt  a 
Tbe  whip,  the  radt,  or  dungeon  at  the  li 


'  could,  and  scarcely  w 


He  aak'd  the  meaning  of  this  hohi(ay7  ' 
The  vinous  Greek  to  whom  ho  had  address 

Tho  questioner,  fill'd  up  a  glass  of  wine, 

XLIH. 
And,  without  turning  his  facetious  head. 


They  thus 

add 

ess'd— and  Lamhi 

ind 

a  mom«itary  gl^ 

strove  quite  court 

I'he 

ill 

esled  one  of  then 

The 

ality  of  his  new 

'Ikn 

seemM 

XLV. 

Ill  the  fellow,  "w 

■ho  or  what 
He  Is,  nor  whence  he  came— and  lilllecare; 

And  if  you  are  not  satisfied  with  that. 

Direct  your  questions  to  my  neighbour  there; 
Be  'II  answer  all  for  better  or  for  worse, 

none  likes  more  to  hear  hhnself  converse."  ^ 

XlrVl. 

id  that  Lambro  was  a  man  of  patlcnci, 
nd  certaiidy  he  showM  the  best  of  breeding. 
Which  scarce  oven  France,  the  paragon  of  naliol 


The  insults 

loo  of 

veryservi 

Who  all  th 

otmiew 

re  eating 

uphismutlo 

Now  in  ap 

erson  us. 

d  to  mue 

command— 

To  bid 

^d  come  ag 

To  see  his 

:  of  hand- 

Whether 

the  wor^ 

wafideati 

to  lind  1 

cannot  esp 

Though  do 

btlcas  h 

who  can 
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XLVUI. 
red  and  serious  n 


Wilh  him  it  ne 

His  angry™ 

Bui  In  his  Mien 


r,  ho  shed  no  Wood, 


0  Ihe  hQHse,  but  by  a  priv 


U. 

He  enler'd  in  the  house  no  more  hb  home, 

And  harder  for  the  heart  to  overcome 

Perhaps,  than  eren  the  mantal  pangs  of  djing ; 

To  find  our  hoarthstQi\B  lurn'd  into  a  toinb, 
And  round  its  once  mEjm  precincts  palely  lying 

The  ashes  of  our  hopes,  is  a  deep  grief, 

Beyond  a  single  genileman's  belief. 
LII. 

Hb  enter'd  in  Uie  house— his  home  no  more, 


His  only  shrine  of  feelings  undefiled. 
LIU. 

or  mild  demeanour  Ibough  of  savage  mood 
Moderate  in  all  his  habits.and  content 

With  lomperince  in  pleasure  as  m  food. 
Quick  to  perceive,  and  strong  to  bear,  and  m 
nething  better,  if  not  wholly  good  ; 


suing  r 


LIV. 


•,y  he  ha.d  granted  ofl  abused, 


oul  a  few  ht 


13  be   01 

predecessors  in  the  Colchi 
rue  he  had  no  ardent  love  for  pea 
'  1  his  country  showed  no  path  to  | 
o  the  world  and  war  wilh  every  na 
ged,  in  vongeanca  of  her  degradatii 


LVI. 
s  mmd  the  influeni 
Ionian  elegance,  wl 
inconsciouslj  <uU  in 
sen  in  the  choice 


Amidst 


JJVII. 

c'et  ha  had  of  love,  reposed 
beloved  daughter ;  she  had  beei 
lin^  which  ke^t  his  heart  undo 
re  deeds  he  had  don«  a 


iuely  pun 

There  u'anled  but  the  loss  of  this  to  wean 
His  feelings  Irom  aU  milk  of  human  kindness. 
And  turn  him,  like  the  Cyclops,  mad  wiili  blindne 

LVIir. 
The  ciibless  tigress  in  her  jungle  raging 

Is  dreadful  to  the  shepherd  and  the  flock  j 
The  ocean  when  its  yoasty  war  is  waging 
Is  awful  to  the  vessel  near  the  rock: 

Their  -       ■ 
Than  ll 


L  shock, 


LIX. 

fiqd  our  children  runninj 
im  OUT  brightest  days  vn 
liUle  selves  teform'd  in 
Ls  old  age  is  creeping  oj 


lindty  le. 


Vet  a 

bne  &mily 

s  a  fme  th 

(IVi 

ided  they  i 

m't  come 

n  afler  dinnir] 

-I'll  b 

eauliful  to  see  a  matr. 

Her 

children  up 

(if  nursing 

them  don't  thin 

^ike  0 

lerubs  roun 

d  an  altar- 

To  Ihe  fireside 

a  sight,  to 

ouch  a  sinner] 

Uadv 

with  her  d 

Shme 

n-shilbng  pieces 

LXI. 

)ldI.iiin1>rD  pass'i 

And 

stood  wilhi 

his  hall 

t  eventide  j 

An  ivory  inlaid  table  i 


lother-of-pearl  and  cr 
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Of  ci 


lemgB  T 


Squear&I  dirough  jha  rind,  which 
LXIIl. 

And  fruils  anJ  date-bread  loa 
And  Mocha's  berry,  fix>m  Arab! 

Goldoupa  of  filigree,  n 


Clovi 


d  safTraa  1»>,  were  boil'd 
vhieh  (I  think)  theyspoil'd. 
LXIV. 
The  hangings  of  the  room  were  tapestry,  made 

Of  velvet  panels,  each  of  dlfTcrenl  hue, 

And  ihiolt  with  damaslt  Unwers  of  silli  inl^d: 

And  round  them  tan  a  yellow  border  too  ; 

The  upper  border,  richly  wrought,  display'd, 

Eml»Mider>d  delicately  o'er  with  blue, 
Sod  Persian  eentences,  in  liisc  letter^ 
From  poets,  or  the  moraUste  iheir  bciteis. 


And  lu 


lH  kiogdom  from  him.— You  w: 


Imd, 


irolisl  than  picaaure. 
LXVI. 
A  beauty  at  the  season's  close  grown  hedio, 

A  rake  turn'd  melbodistic  or  eclectic— 

(For  that's  the  name  they  like  lo  pray  beneath) - 


Are  111 


And  st 
To  do  I 


p  that  really  take  a 


e  breath, 


9  able 


S3  damage  than  the  table. 
LXVII. 
HaiJee  and  Juan  carpeted  their  (bet 

On  crimson  satin,  border'd  with  pale  blue; 
Their  sofa  occupied  three  parts  complete 

The  velvet  cushions — (for  a  throne  more  meet) — 
Were  scarlet,  from  whose  glowing  cenire  grew 

Meridian-like, were  seen  all  hght-to  issue. 

LXVIII. 
Crystal  and  marble,  plate  and  porcelain. 

Had  {Tone  their  work  of  splendour,  Itidian  mats 
And  Persian  carpets,  which  the  heart  bled  to  stain. 

And  dwarfs  and  blacks,  and  such  like  things,  that  gain 
Their  bread  as  ministers  and  favourites— {that 's 
To  say,  by  di^rada^on}— mbigled  there 
As  plenuful^as 


LXIS. 

■  lof.y  m 

The  table 

With  moth. 

-of-pear 

f  tortoise-shell  or 

Fretted  will 

gold  or 

silver:  : 

The  grea 

■  these  , 

With  viand 

rbets  in 

Kept  for  al 

comers. 

Lt  ail  hou 
LXX. 

or  all  the  < 

elect  H 

She  wore 

IS— one 

Of  azure,  p 

,ite,  was 

'Nealh  w 

ich  her  1 

east  hea 

With  bulto 

sform-d 

of  pearls 

All  gold 

uid  ctims 

n  shone 

iklesB — BO  pliable  from  the  pure  gold 
That  the  hand  streteh'd  and  shut  it  without  h 

The  limb  wbicTi  it  adom'd  its  only  mould ; 
So  beaulilul— its  very  shape  would  charm, 


lai  e'er  by  precious  metal  was  I 

Lxxn. 

A  like  gold  bar,  above  her  inst« 


the  pretliest  ankle  in. the 

Lxxm. 

Her  hair's  long  auhurn  waves  do 
Ftow'd  like  an  Alpme  torrent  ^ 

Dyes  with  his  morning  light, — and 
Her  person  '  if  allow'd  at  larg 
nd  still  they  seem  tesentTiilly  to 
The  silken  fillel's  curb,  and  so 
heir  bonds  whene'er  some  wph 

To  ofler  his  foung  pinion  as  he 

Roimd  her  she  m 


LXXIV. 


nosphore 


im'd  lighter  fron 
They  were  so  aolt  and  beautiful,  and  rife' 
Wiih  all  we  can  imagine'  of  the  sklos. 
And  pure  as  Psyche  ere  she  grew  a  wife — 

It  would  not  ue  idolalry  to  kneel. 

LXXV. 
Her  eyelashes,  though  dark  as  night,  were  iwf 

i\'t  those  large  black  eyes  were  so  blackly  ti 
llie  ^OBRy  rebels  mock'd  the  jetty  stain, 

And  in  their  native  beauty  stood  avenged . 
Her  nails -were  louchMwith  henna;  but  ag! 


turn'd  U 


n  before 


by  Google 


598 


BYRON'S  WORKS. 


LXXVI. 

The  henna  should  he  deopl/  dyed  lo  malta 
The  Ekiu  relieved  ippear  mare  fairly  fair ; 

On  mountain  lopa  more  heavenly  while  than  her : 


o  like 


jn;  Imlghle, 


iivahe, 


ig  (0  n 


He  tum'd,  preferring  puddl 

For  soma  few  years  his  lot 

By  his  seiHning  independei 


With  truth  like  Soulhey,  and  with  vt 
LXXX. 


up  s. 


.owheuig  lifted 

re  thoughts  in  I 

without  any  danger 
Might  ibr  iang  lying  ni 


"To  gild  refined  gold,  or  paint  the  lily." 

Lxxvn. 

Juan  liad  on  a  shawl  of  black  and  gold. 

The  sparkling  gems  beneath  you  might  behold, 
Liite  small  stars  through  the  milky  way  appar^it ; 

His  lutban.furrd  in  many  a  graceful  fold. 
An  emerald  aigrette  with  Haidee^s  hair  inH 

Whose  rays  shone  ever  trembling,  but  incesBanl. 

LXSVIII. 
And  (low  they  were  diverted  by  their  suite. 

Dwarfs,  dancing  girls,  black  eunuchs,  and  a  pa 
Which  made  their  new  establishment  complete ; 

The  last  was  of  great  fame,  and  liked  lo  show 
His  verses  rarely  vianled  their  due  feet— 

And  for  his  theme — lie  seldom  sung  belovr  it. 
He  being  paid  to  satirize  or  flatter. 
As  the  ])sa!m  Bays,  "mditing  a  good  matter." 

LXXIX. 
He  praised  tho  present  and  abused  the  past, 

Rovcrainj  the  j!Ood  custom  of  old  dap. 


nnging  ai 


e  gave  the  different  nations  somethmg 

'IS  all  the  same  lo  him—"  God  save  1 

r  "  Co  iro,"  according  lo  Iho  fashion  i 

muse  made  increment  of  any  thing, 

rom  the  high  lyiical  lo  the  tow  ration 

If  Pindar  sang  hotse-raoe«,  what  should  h 

[  as  pliable  as  Pindar? 

LXXXVI. 


ould  writi 


In  France,  for  ins 
In  England,  a 
In  Spain,  he'd  make  a  ballad  a 
-The  last  war— much  ihe  same 

Would  be  dd  Goethe's- (see  v 


Italy,  he 


artugil  i 
says  do  Slaetj 


ice.he'dsingsQ 


And  not  the  fin'd- he  knew  the  way  lo  wheedle; 

So  vile  he  'scaped  the  doom  which  oft  avenges  ; 

And  bcmg  flu^t  (save  indeed  when  fee'd  ill), 


Where  Deloa  rose  and  Phiehui 
Eternal  Eumnier  gilds  Ihem  yet, 
But  all,  except  their  sun,  is  set. 


In 


LXXXII. 


e  of  full  many  s  mess 
Of  men,  and  made  them  speechos  when  half  mellow; 
And  Ihnugh  his  meaning  the;  coulrl  rarely  guess, 
Ynl  siiii  they  deign'd  to  hiccup  or  to  bellow 

'if  which  the  lirsl  ne'er  knows  Iha  second  cause. 
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And  where  are  they  7  and  whore  ait  Ihou, 
Ml  counu-y  /  On  thy  lOirele's  shore 

Thi  heroic  lay  is  tuneless  now — 
TliB  heroic  bosom  beaU  no  more! 

And  must  thy  lyre,  so  long  divine, 

Tis  something,  in  the  dearth  of  fame. 
Though  hnk'd  among  a  fetter'd  race. 

To  ftcl  at  least  a  patriot's  shame. 
Even  aslsing,  suffuse  my  face; 

For  what  Is  left  the  poet  hero? 

For  Greeks  a  blush-for  Greece  a  tear. 

Must  fwr  butweop  )'er  days  more  bless'dT 
Mu<(  we  but  blush?— Out  rathers  lied 

Earth'  tender  back  from  out  thy  breast 
A  remnant  of  our  Spartan  drad ' 

Of  the  three  hundred  grant  bit  three. 

What,  8  lent  still?  and  silent  all? 

Ah'  no,- Ihe  voices  ot  the  dead 
Sound  like  a  distant  torrents  fall. 

And  answer,  "Let  one  liimg  head, 

'Ti8  but  the  hvmgwho  are  dumb 

Invaui— uivain;  strike  other  chords ; 

Fill  high  the  cup  with  Samian  wino ! 
Leave  battles  to  (he  Turkish  hordes. 

And  shed  the  blood  of  Scio's  vine! 
Hark!  rising  to  Ihe  ignoblo  call- 
How  answers  each  bold  bacchanal  I 

You  have  the  Pyrrhic  dsnco  as  yet. 
Where  Is  the  Pyrrhic  pholans  gone? 

or  two  such  lessoiB,  why  forgot 
The  nobler  ahd  the  manlier  one? 

You  have  Ihe  letters  Cadmos  gav6— 

Think  ye  he  meant  Ihem  for  a  slave? 

fill  high  Ihe  bowl  wilh  Samian  wine ! 

We  will  not  think  of  themes  like  those! 
It  made  Anacreon's  song  divine: 

Wore  s^ll,  at  least,  out  counlrynisn. 

Was  freedom's  hest  and  bravest  friend; 
7^01  tyrant  was  Mikiades  I 

Oh  1  that  Uie  present  hour  would  lend 
Another  despot  of  the  kind ! 
Such  chains  as  his  were  sure  to  bind. 

Fill  high  the  bowl  with  Samian  wine! 
On  Suli's  rock,  and  Parga's  shore,' 

Such  as  the  Doric  niothcra  bore  ; 
And  there,  perhaps,  some  seed  is  sown. 
The  Heracleidan  blood  might  own. 

Trust  not  for  freedom  to  the  Franks — 
Tliev  have  a  king  who  buys  and  sells. 

In  nal'ive  swords,  and  native  ranks. 
The  only  hope  of  courage  dwells; 

But  Turkbh  force,  and  Latin  tlaud, 
Would  break  your  shield,  however  broaij. 

Fill  high  the  bowl  with  Samian  wine ! 

Our  virgins  dance  beneath  the  shade 
I  sec  thoir  glorious  black  eyes  shine) 

But,  gaung  on  each  gbwing  maid. 
My  own  the  burning  tear-drop  laves. 
To  think  such  breaala  muat  suckle  slaves. 

Place  me  on  Suniuin's  miLrbled  sleep- 
Where  nothing,  save  the  waves  and  I, 

May  hear  our  mutual  murmurs  sweep; 
There,  swan-like,  let  me  sing  and  dK\ 

Dash  down  yon  eup  of  Samian  wme! 

LXXXVIL 

Thus  sung,  or  wnuld,  or  could,  or  should  have  sun 

The  modern  Greek,  in  tolerable  verse; 
If  not  like  Orpheus  quite,  when  Greece  was  young. 

Yet  In  these  timos  he  might  have  dene  much  wori, 
HU  strain  displaj'd  some  feeling-right  or  wrong 

And  feeling,  in  a  poet.  Is  the  source 
Ofothei-s'  feeling;  but  they  ate  such  liars, 
And  lake  all  colours — like  ihe  hands  of  dyera. 

LXXXVIK. 
But  words  are  things,  and  a  small  drop  of  ink 

Falling  like  dow  upon  a  Ihought,  [iroduces 

'T  is  sirange,  ihe  shortest  letter  which  man  uses, 
Instead  of  speech,  may  form  a  lastuig  link 
Of  ages;  towhat  sttiuls  old, Tune  reduces 

h          -c         ag  Uk    r 

LXX     X 

bo                           gr             an 

B               th                       sa 
al              mor 
JS                     ng           an 
O    "ra                                      bar 

XC 

A                          as                          cs    m 

m    ung        b           rd 
D             g              po            us      an 

T                 to  H  m                             es  to  B 
T          OS                ry          gt        g 

M     bo                                   gkn^ 
LA                   C 
XC 
Millon  's  the  prUJee  of  poets — so  we  say ; 

A  Utile  heavy,  bul  no  less  divine ; 
An  independent  being  in  ins  day— 

Leam'd,  pious,  (emperiie  in  love  and  wine  , 
But  his  hfe  feUing  into  Johnson's  way, 

We're  told  this  great  high  priest  of  all  the  N, 
Was  whipl  at  college — a  harsh  sire — odd  spouse. 
For  the  first  Mrs.  Millon  hA  his  house. 
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Like  Burns  (whom  Doctor  Currie  weli  descrll 

Like  CtomwolPs  pranlcB  ^— 'but  although  truth  « 

These  amiable  descriptions  Troni  the  scribes. 


Could  he  not  beg  the  loan  of  Charles's  v 
Or  pray  Modoa  for  a  sisgLe  dragnn  7 
s  Or  if,  luo  cissslc  for  his  vulgar  brain, 


He  pralod  to  tho  world  of  "Paul 


OtWord 

"orth  unejdsed,  unhired,  who  then 

Season 

d  his  pedlar  poims  with  democracy; 

Or  Cdeiidge,  long  before  his  eighty  pen 

Let  to 

the  Morning  Posi  its  aristocracy ; 

When  he 

Kspousad 

two  partners  (milliners  of  Bath). 

XCIV. 

Such  nan 

«s  at  present  cul  a  convict  figure. 

Tngye 

y  Boianj  Bay  in  moraJ  geography ; 

Their  loyal  Iraason,  reiiegado  vigour. 

od  manure  for  thair  mors  bare  Wo^ 

Wordsw 

rth'a  last  quarto,  by  tha  way,  is  bigger 

Than 

ny  since  the  hirth-day  of  typography ; 

*  clums 

frcviy  poem,  call'd  Ihe  "  Excm-sion," 

Writ  in 

xcv. 

Ho  there 

builds  up  a  formidable  dyke 

n  his  own  and  others'  intellect ; 

Bui  Wordgworlb's  poem,  and  his  foUowera,  like 

Southcote'3  Shiloh  and  her  aeot, 

Arslhin 

j3  whicli  in  this  century  don't  strike 

Thep 

iiblic  Diind,  so  few  are  the  elect ; 

And  the 

new  births  of  both  their  stale  virgmltia 

Have  pr< 

XCVI. 

But  let 

ne  to  my  Btotyi  I  must  own, 

If  I  h 

Leaving 

my  people  to  proceed  alono. 

While 

I  soliloquiie  beyond  enpreasion ; 

Bui  thes 

e  aro  my  addresses  tram  the  throne. 

Of  Pope  and  Dryden,  are  we  cor 

"■    t  trash  of  such  sort  not  alono  . 

ontempt,  biit  from  the  bathos'  v 


■  tale The  feasi 


While  swung  the  deep  bell   n  the  disi= 
'^t  the  fa  nt  dyu  g  day  hymn  stole  al 


wthat 


XCVll. 

ir  neighbours 


(We've  not  St   _ 
In  that  complete  perfection  which  insu 

An  epic  from  Bob  Sonlhey  every  sp 
Form  iiot  the  true  temptation  which  ! 

The  reader;  but 'twould  not  be  hai 
jamples  of  Ihe  ^popde. 


lo  p,m 


s  grand 


My  attars 
Earth,  air,  bIg 
Who  bath  pi 


XCVUI. 


fl  by  Google 


And  vesper-Sell's  that 


ow  teaselesa  song, 

the  boughs  along ; 
■    line, 
id  the  fair 


tolly 


ig  bird  the  parent 
ime  stall  to  the  o 


Oh  Hospet 

To  the  yoi 
The  wele 
Whate'er  of  peace  aboul  our  hearthstone  clings. 

Are  gather'd  round  us  by  thy  look  of  rest ; 
Thou  bring'sl  the  chUd,  too,  lo  the  mother's  bre 
CVIII. 
'hicb  waliea  the  wish  and  mells  the  heart 
Orthosewho  sd!  the  saas.on  the  first  dg.^ 

friends  are  torn  apart; 
Or  nils  with  love  the  pilgrim  on  his 
s  the  fat  hell  of  vesper  makes  hini 
the  dying  day's  de 


Soft 


Whi 


Is  this 


Aich  01 


ns? 


'.   surely  nothmg  dii 

CIX. 
When  Nero  perisb'd  by  the  justeat  doom 
Which  ever  the  destroyer  yet  deslroy'd. 
Amidst  the  toat  of  liberated  Eomo, 


Some  hands  ut 


iw'd  flovtorj 
3  of  a  bea 


iTHiflo  SO  difficult  as  a  beginning 
(n  poesy, unless  perhaps  the  end; 
r  ollentimes  w)^en  Pegasus  seems  w 
rha  race,  he  sprains  a  wmg,  and  doi 
la  Lucifer  when  hutl'd  ftom  heaven  f 
9uT  sin  the  sajne,  and  hard  as  his  i 
log  pride,  which  leads  the  mind  lo  s 


Man, — and,  as  we  would  hope,^ — perhaps  thfl  devil, 

~'  ut  neither  of  th  '    '      Heels  ar 
Whiis  youth's  ho  wl  es         ur  red     m 


Tider  deeply 


ex. 

But  I'm  digressing!  what  on  earth  has  Nero, 

IV. 
And  if  I  laugh  at  any  mortal  thing, 
'Tis  that  I  may  not  weep;  and  if  I  weep. 

Or  any  such  like  sovereign  buffoons. 

'Tis  that  our  nature  cannot  always  bring 

To  do  with  the  Iransaotions  of  my  hero, 

Itself  to  apathy,  which  ne  must  sleep 

More  than  such  madmen's  fellow-man— the  moon's? 

Ftst  m  the  iey  depths  of  Lethe's  spring. 

Erei^halwe  least  wish  to  behold  wUl  sleep. 

And  I  grown  one  of  many  "wooden  spoons" 

Of  terse  (the  name  with  which  we  Caiilaba  please 

A  motlal  modier  would  on  Lethe  fu. 

To  dub  Uie  last  of  honours  in  degrees). 

V. 

CXI. 

Some  have  accused  me  of  a  strange  design 

I  feel  this  tediousness  will  never  do — 

Ag^nst  the  creed  and  morals  of  the  land. 

'Tis  behig  too  epic,  and  I  must  cut  down 

And  trace  it  in  this  poem  every  line : 

{In  copying)  ttiis  long  canto  into  two: 

I  don't  pretend  that  I  quite  underslanil 

They'll  never  find  it  out,  unless  I  own 

My  own  meaning  when  I  would  be  uo^  fine ; 

The  fad,  e^epUng  some  operienoed  few  ; 

But  the  fact  is  that  I  liave  nothing  plann'd, 
Unless  it  was  to  be  a  moment  mei^, 
A  novel  word  in  my  vocabulary. 
VI. 

1  '11  prove  that  such  the  opinion  of  Iba  critic  is. 

From  Aristotle  possfm.  — See  IIoiiithjk. 

To  the  kind  reader  of  our  sober  clime 

This  way  of  writing  will  appear  eiotic; 

Who  sung  when  chivalry  was  more  Qumodt,, 

***♦*# 

And  reveii'd  in  the  fancies  oC  Ihe  lime. 

True  knights,  chaste  damas,  huge  giants,  kingh 

But  all  these,  save  the  last,  being  obsolcie. 

3I.S              Bl 
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But  if  it  gives  them  pleasure,  be  it  ao, — 

This  19  a  liberal  age,  and  Ihoughls  are  free : 
Meanlime  Apollo  plucks  me  by  Ihe  ear, 

VII!, 
Young  Juon  and  bia  lady-love  were  loll 

To  (heu-  own  hoarls'  moat  sweet  aodety; 
Even  Time  the  pilllesa  Ln  sorrow  eletl 

With  his  rude  Ecythe  such  gentle  bosoms  ;  he 
Sil-h'd  to  behold  them  of  their  hours  bereft. 

Though  foe  to  love ;   and  yet  lliey  could  not  b 
Meant  to  grow  old,  but  die  in  happy  spring, 
flerore  one  charm  or  hope  had  taken  wing. 


rlnklcs,  their 


And  Fhiver  Ihem  to  ashes,  bul  to  ti 
A  long  and  snake<1ike  hfe  of  duU  dec: 
Was  not  for  them— they  had  too  hllle 


nother  Eden; 


;   the  I 


Cut  from  its  forest  root  of  years— the 
Oamni'd  from  its  fountain— the  child  from 

And  breast  maternal  wean'd  at  once  fc 
Would  wither  less  than  these  two  torn  a 


The  heavens,  und  earth,  and  air,  secm'd  mat 

ITwy  B8W  not  in  ihemeelvoa  aught  to  c. 

Joy  aparhhng  in  their  dark  eyes  like  a  , 
Anii  kn<^w  aueh  brighmesa  was  bul  the  rel 
4Ji^  iLnr  pjtehanging  flaneea  of  aOeclJon. 


nown  but  to  Ihem,  : 
veet  playful  phrases 


All  these  were  theirs,  for  they  were 

And  children  still  they  should  hav 

They  were  not  made  in  the  real  wi 


XVI. 

Moons  changing  had  roU'd  on,  and  changeless  fa 
Those  their  bright  riso  had  lighted  to  sucli 

As  rarely  they  heheU  ihronghoiit  their  round; 
And  these  were  not  of  Ihe  vun  kuid  which  eloyi 

For  theirs  were  buoyant  spirits,  never  bound 
By  the  mere  senses ;  and  that  which  destroys 

Most  love,  possession,  unto  Ihem  appear'd 

A  thing  which  each  endearment  more  endear'd. 


joys 


Oh  b. 


utifiil! 


h  the  n: 


To  lose  itself,  when 
And  WB  are  sick  of  its  hack  sounds  and  : 

Its  petty  passions,  maniages,  and  Rights, 
Where  Hymen's  torch  but  brands  ono  strump. 
Whose  husband  only  knows  her  nut  a  wh— i 
XVIII. 


The  heart— which  may  he  hnAen ;  happy  ihey  1 

Hard  words ;  harsh  truth ;  a  unlh  which  many  know. 

Enough,- The  faithful  and  the  fairy  pat. 

TTie  precious  porcelain  of  human  clay. 

Who  never  found  a  single  hour  too  slow. 

Break  Willi  the  first  fall:  they  can  ne'er  behold 

■the  long  year  link'd  with  heavy  day  on  day. 

Young  uinate  feeUngs  all  have  felt  below. 

And  all  which  must  bs  borne,  and  never  told; 

Which  perish  in  the  rest,  hut  in  Ihem  were 

White  life's  strange  prindple  will  often  lie 

Deepest  in  those  who  long  the  most  to  die. 

And  always  envy,  though  wo  deem  i!  frantic. 

XIX. 

"  Whom  the  gods  love  die  young,"  was  said  of  yore,' 

This  is  in  otheis  a  factitious  state. 

And  many  deaths  do  Ihey  escape  by  this;  ' 

All  opium  dream  of  too  much  youth  and  reading, 

llie  death  of  friends,  and,  that  which  slays  even  more— 

But  was  in.  thorn  their  nature  or  their  fate; 

No  novels  e'er  had  set  tbcar  young  hearts  bleeding. 

Hicepi  mere  breath  ;  and  since  the  silent  shore 

For  Haidee's  knowledge  was  by  no  means  great, 

AwaiU  at  last  even  those  whom  longest  miss 

And  Jtfan  was  a  boy  of  saintly  breeding, 

•n,e  old  archer's  shafls,  perhaps  the  early  grave 

Which  men  weep  over  may  ba  meant  to  save. 

More  than  for  those  of  nightingales  or  doves. 

SllL 

XX. 

ilo  all,  but  dearest  to  Ikeir  eyes, 
I  made  ihem  what  they  were;   the  p 
had  first  o'erwhelm'd  them  from  such  s 
ipiness  had  been  their  only  dower. 


by  Google 


CANTO  IV. 


DON  JUAN. 


ly  gaii 


EuJden  t 
USB  Ih«r 


olighl, 

I^ke  Uie  wjnd  o^er  a  har^  BIringf  ch'  a  flaniGf 
When  one  is  shoak  in  souD<1,and  one  in  sight; 

And  ihus  sama  boding  Raah'd  through  either  frame. 
And  call'd  from  Jutm's  breast  a  funt  low  sigh, 
Wiiite  one  new  tear  arose  in  Haidee'a  eye. 
XXII. 

And  fuilow  far  the  disappearing  HUn, 
Ah  if  their  last  daj  of  a  happy  dale 

brighl,  and  dropping  orb  were  gonoj 


and  haired  are: 


Juan 


aied  o 


grief,  but  1 


k  his  fate 


wing  ei 


XXIV. 

Juinwo 

uld  question  fur 

ir.r,  but  i 

in  pr- 

Hi>  1 

sUerroed  h 

mwii 

And  Ihe 

n  dismisa'd  the 

men  from 

her  1 

Defji 

ist  fond 

doubt  of  all  ma 

loJs  'lis 

hn  h 

Some 

people  prefer  w 

,e— 't  is 

[  have 

ocd  holh  ;  so  1 

Maych 

ose  between  the 

ead-ache 

Willie 

XXV. 

One  of 

Worn 

I  have  I. 

Boihn, 

on  our j 

Butw 

licii  >o  chuow 

really  ha 

And  if 

had  to  givD  a 

Fori 

oLh  sides  1  r»u 

And  th 

n  deeide,  wrthou 

ItwerB 

much  better  (o 

lavQ  both 

tlian 

XXVI. 

Juan  and  Baidee  gaMd 

upon  eae 

other 

xxvnL 

should  have  lived  together  deep  in  woods, 
ieen  as  sings  the  nightingale  ;  they  were 

Unfit  to  m\  in  lb.       '    ' 

lall'd  social,  wh 
Hi)"  lonely  every  freebom  crealuro  broods  I 

The  sweetest  song-birds  BCSflo  in  a  pair; 
The  ea^e  soars  alone;  the  guU  and  orow 


Haidee  and  Juan  their  s^sta  took, 
L  gentle  eluinber,  but  it  was  not  dee| 
For  ever  and  anon  a  something  sb 


XXX. 

Or  as  Ihe  stirring  of  a  deep  dear  stream 

Vi'ilhin  an  Alpine  hollow,  when  the  wind 

Walks  o>er  it,  was  she  ahlkwi  by  the  dream, 


lie  of  being!  (for  'tis  slill  to  be) 
0  feel,  and  wilh  seal'd  eyes  to  see. 
XXXI. 
one  on  the  sea-shore, 


When 


o  pure 


■e  pour' 


nother 


By  the  icunonal  wish  and  power  lo  Bless. 

XXVII, 
Miii'd  in  eaeh  other's  arms,  and  heart  m  heart. 
Why  did  ibey  not  then  die?— they  had  lived  too  long, 


Thov 


mgs  a 


ck;  she  I 


She  dreai 

Chain' 
She  eobkl  not  from  the  s\ 

Grew,  and  each  wave  rose  roughly,  lliveatening  hur ; 

Until  she  EobbM  iw  breath,  and  soon  they  were 


*nnn- 

-she  was 

rp 

eased,  and  the 

she  stray'd 

(IV 

the  sha 

lingles  with  he 

bleeding  fe 

ind 

:umbled 

St  every  step 

he  made; 

Ao 

somelhi 

oll'd  baforo  hi 

in  a  sheet. 

iVhlr 

she  mu> 

m  pursue  howe'er  afraid; 

■1' 

1  indistinct,  ni 

ler  glance  nor 

asp,  for  still  she 

gaieJ  and  g, 

an,  but  i 

^ 

*aped  her  as 
XXXIII. 

he  elaep'd. 

I'he, 

re  hung 

m 

marble  Icide 

;  the  work 

)ra-. 

er-frelled  halls 

«e  waves 

m 

ghl  wash,  anils 

als  might  \a& 

Her  hair  was  dripping,  and  the  vmy  balls 

Of  her  black  eyes  seem'd  turn'd  lo  tears,  and  muwi 
The  sharp  rocks  look'd  below  each  drop  ihay  caughl, 
Which  froie  to  marble  a^  il  fell,  she  Ihooght. 

XXXIV, 
And  wet,  and  cold,  and  Ufeless  at  her  feel, 

■      foam  (hat  frotl 


Whiel 


Lay  Juan,  nor  could  ai 


!ar,  (lio« 

jght  renew  the  bes 
rt;  and  the  sea-dii 
rs  like  a  mermaid's  i 
n  appcar'd  a  life  too 
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Like  to  her  faiiier'a  features,  dll  each  trace 

1V[lli  all  h»  keen  wont  look  and  OredaD  grace; 

And  atarUng,  she  awoke,  and  what  to  view ! 
Oh !  Powers  ofHeavan  >  whal  dark  eye  meels  she  there? 
Tis — 'tis  her  felher's — fii'd  upon  £he  pair! 

XXXVl. 
Then  shrieking,  she  arose,  and  shrieking  fell, 

With  joy  and  sorrow,  hope  and  fear,  to  see 
llimwhom  she  deem'd  a  habitant  where  dwell 

The  ocean-buried,  risen  (rom  death,  to  be 
Pffi^hance  the  dealli  of  one  she  loved  too  well 


1  have  seen  such— but  must  not  call  to  mbiil. 

xxxvn. 

Up  Juan  sprung  to  Haidee'a  bitter  shriek. 
And  caught  her  falling,  and  from  olF  the  wall 

Vengeance  on  him  who  was  the  cause  of  all: 
Then  Lambm,  who  till  now  forbore  to  speak, 

Smiled  scornfully,  and  said,  "Within  my  call 
A  thousand  saiaalais  await  the  word ; 
Put  up,  young  man,  put  up  your  silly  sword." 
SXXVUI. 


'TisL 


I  Juan, 


He  will  forgive  us— yi 

Oh  I  dearest  father,  in  this  agony 
Of  pleasure  and  of  p^n— oven  while  1  kiss 

I'hat  doubt  should  mingle  witJi  my  Glial  joy  ? 
Deal  with  me  as  thouwai,Uil  spare  this  l>oy." 

XXXIX. 
IIlRh  and  inscrutable  the  old  man  stood. 

Calm  in  his  voice,  and  calm  within  his  eye- 
Not  always  signs  with  him  of  calmest  mood : 

He  look'd  upon  her,  but  gave  no  reply ; 
llicn  lutnM  to  Juan,  in  whose  cheek  the  blood 

Oil  csiae  and  went,  as  there  resolved  to  die ; 
In  arms,  at  least,  he  stood,  in  act  to  spring 
On  the  first  foe  whom  Lambro's  call  miglit  bnng. 

XL. 
"Toui^g  man,  your  sword  j"  eo  Lambro  once  more  said; 

Juan  replied,  "Not while  this  arm  is  free." 
The  old  man's  cheek  grew  pale,  but  not  with  dread, 

And  drawing  from  his  belt  a  pistol,  he 
Kephed,  "Tour  blood  be  then  on  your  own  head. 

Ther.  look'd  close  at  the  flint,  is  if  to  see 
'Twas  fresh— for  ha  had  lately  used  the  lock— 
And  new  proceedcu  quietly  to  cock. 


XLI. 


■ange  qu« 


a  pistol,  when  yoJi  know 
A  moment  more  wdl  brmg  the  sight  to  bear 
Upon  vonr  person,  twelve  vards  off",  or  so  ^ 

■       ■  '  ■      d  for  foe; 


alia-  bi 


g  Gred  ai 


Till-  eir  becoinea  mor' 


h.  and  k 


When  Haidea  threw 

-n  as  her  sire: 

Descend— the  fault 

He  found— but  sou 


She  stood  as  one  who  champioti'd  human  fears — 
Pale,  statue-like,  and  stern,  she  woo'd  the  blow  ; 

And  tall  beyond  her  sex  and  their  compeers, 
She  drew  up  to  her  height,  as  if  to  show 

A  fairer  mark  ;  and  with  a  fii'd  eye  scann'd 

Her  father's  tace — but  never  stopp'd  his  hand. 
XLIV. 


Serenel 


avage,  h 


a  little  cl 


larted  fli 
s,  though  tai 


In  the  large  dark  eye's 
For  she  too  was  as  one  i 

If  cause  should  be— a 
Her  father's  blood  before 
Boil'd  up,  and  proved  her  truly  of  his  race. 
XLV. 

Thwr  stature  differing  but  in  sei  and  years; 
Even  to  the  delicacy  of  theu'  hands 

There  wan  rGsemblance,  such  as  true  blood  wears } 
Add  now  lo  see  tham,  thus  divided,  stand 

And  sweet  sensations,  should  have  welcomed  both, 

XLVI, 
The  father  paused  a  moment,  then  withdrew 

And  Iboking  on  her,  as  to  look  her  through, 

"Not/,"  he  said,  "have  sought  this  stranger's  ill  j 
Not  1  have  made  this  desoladcn :  few 

Would  bear  such  outra| 
But  I  must.do  my  duly— 1 
Done  thuie,  the  present  vouches  for  the  p 
XLVII, 
by  my  father's  head 


and  forbeai 


kill; 


He  n 


His  da 


roll  before 


it,hewilhdrei 


r  and  Juan  interposed  the  crew  ; 

is  arms  were  like  a  .'serpent's  coil ;  then  flew 
Upon  their  prey,  as  darts  an  angry  asp, 
The  file  of  pirates ;  save  the  foremost,  who 
Had  fallen,  with  his  right  shoi^der  half  cut  thr 
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Wiih  the  blood  running  like  a  Utile  brook 
From  two  smart  sabre  gashes,  deep  and  red — 
Oae  on  the  arm,  the  other  on  the  head. 


And  then  Ihejbo 
"    n  Ihe  . 


Old  L&mb 
Where  lay  some  ships  which  were  to  sail  at  nine. 

Until  theyreaoh'd  some  galliols,  placed  in  line; 
On  board  af  one  of  fhoae,  and  under  hatches. 
They  atow'd  hmi,  with  strict  orders  to  the  watches. 


Thev 


U. 
Irange  vicissitudes, 
Bioeedingly  unpleasant ! 
in  the  world^s  goods. 
Jig,  enjoying  all  the  pre; 
when  he  least  broods 
I  suddenly  to  sea  sent, 
I,  so  that  he  cannot  moi 


Her  hum= 

For  good  oi 

The  Moot 


Though  sleeping  like  a  lion  near  a  source. 
Her  daughter,  tcmper'd  with  a  milder  ray, 

Till  slowly  charged  with  thunder  they  display 
Terror  to  earth,  and  tempest  to  the  air. 

Had  held  till  now  her  soil  and  milky  way  y 
But,  overwrought  with  passion  and  despMr, 

The  lire  burst  forth  from  her  Numidian  veins, 

Even  as  the  simoom  sweeps  the  blasted  plains. 
LVllI, 

The  last  sight  which  she  saw  was  Juan's  gore, 
And  he  himself  o'ormaster'd  and  out  down ; 


ureliba 

ons  exceed  three 

so  sympathetic. 

I  have  r 

ecourse  to  black 

should 

.0  so  deleterious, 

olTee  lea 

ve  us  much  more 

Lin. 

ualified  with  thee.  Cognac! 

Ah  I   why  the  liver  wilt  thou  thus  attack, 

And  make,  like  other  nymphs,  thy  lovers  ill  ? 
1  would  take  rduge  in  weak  punch,  hut  mck 

My  mild  and  midnight  beakers  to  Ihe  brim, 
Wakes  me  next  morning  widi  ila  synonym. 

UV. 
I  leave  Dbn  Juan  for  the  present  safe— 

Not  sound,  poor  follow,  but  severely  wounded  i 
Yet  could  his  corporal'  pangs  amount  to  half 

Of  those  with  which  hia  Haidee's  liosom  bounded  T 
She  was  not  one  to  weep,  and  tave,  and  chafe. 

And  then  give  way. 


Where 


Gush  from  the  < 


lid,  fron 


When 


Thus  I 


Her  writhing,  fell  she  like  a  cedar  feU'd. 
LIS. 
Were  dabbled  with  the  deep  blood  which  ran  o'er ; 

O'ercharged  with  rain:  her  suninion'd  handmiud£bar« 
Thar  lady  to  her  couch  wiUi  gushing  oyes  ; 

>rdials  they  produced  thwr  store. 
But  she  defied  all  means  they  could  employ. 
Like  one  nfe  could  not  hold,  nor  death  destroy. 

LX. 
)ays  lay  she  in  that  slatn  unchanged,  though  chill, 

Ihe  had  no  pulse,  but  death  seem'd  absent  still  j 

All  hope ;  to  look  upon  her  sweet  faoo  bred 
New  thoughts  of  life,  for  it  seem'd  full  of  soul, 
She  had  so  much,  earth  could  not  claim  the  whole. 


LXl. 

The  ruling  passion,  such  as  marble  shows 

When  ejiquiritely  chlsell'd,  still  lay  there 

Gut  fii'd  as  marble's  unchanged  aspect  th 

the  Laoooon's  all  eternal  tliroee, 
td  ever-dying  Gladiator's  air, 
r  energy  like  life  forms  all  their  fame, 
looks  not  lifo,  for  they  are  still  the  sa 

LSII, 
woke  at  length,  but  not  as  sleepers  w 


d.forl 


which  she  i 


And  as  the  soil  is 
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I. Till. 

LXX. 

She  look'd  on  manjB  face  witii  vacant  eye, 

She  died,  but  not  alone;  she  held  within 

On  many  a  token  without  knowing  what ; 

A  second  principle  of  Ufe,  which  might 

She  saw  ihem  watch  her  without  asking  why. 

Have  dawn'd  a  feir  and  sinless  child  of  sin; 

And  reok'd  not  vho  around  her  pillow  sat; 

But  closed  its  lilUo  being  without  bghl. 

Not  speechless,  though  she  spoke  not :  not  a  agh 

And  went  down  to  tlie  grave  unborn,  wherein 

Reieal'd  her  thoughts ;  dull  silence  and  quick  chat 

Blossom  and  bough  lie  wither'd  with  one  blight; 

Were  tried  in  vain  by  those  who  served ;  she  gave 

In  Viun  the  dews  of  heaven  descend  above 

No  sign,  save  htealh,  of  havmg  left  tlie  grave. 

l^e  bleeding  fiower  and  blasted  fruit  of  tove. 

LXIV. 

LXXI. 

Thus  lived— thus  died  sho:  never  more  on  her. 

Her  father  wntch'd,  she  tum'd  her  eyes  away; 

Shall  sorrow  light  or  shame.     She  was  net  made 

She  recognised  lio  being,  and  no  spot, 

Through  years  or  moons  the  mner  weight  lo  bear. 

Howevadear  or  oherish'd  in  iheirday; 

Which  colder  hearts  endure  till  Ihey  are  laid 

Thsy  changed  from  room  to  room,  but  ail  forgot, 

By  age  in  earth;  her  days  and  pleasures  were 

Gentle,  hut  without  memory,  she  lay; 

Brief,  hut  delightful— such  as  had  not  sfaj'd 

Long  with  her  destiny;  but  she  sleeps  well 

By  the  sea-shore  whereon  she  loved  to  dwell. 

LXV, 

LXXII. 

At  last  a  stave  bethought  her  of  a  harp ; 

Tliat  isle  is  now  all  desolate  and  bare, 

The  harper  came,  aad  tuned  his  instrument; 

lis  dwellings  down,  its  tenants  pass'd  aivay, 

At  the  first  notes,  irregular  and  sharp, 

On  him  her  Sashing  eyes  a  moment  bent. 

And  nothing  outward  tells  of  homin  clay: 

Then  -lo  the  wall  she  tum'd,  as  if  to  wa.^ 

Ya  could  not  know  where  lies  a  thing  so  fair. 

Her  thoughts  from  sorrow  through  her  heart  re-senl. 

No  stone  is  there  to  show,  no  (ongue  lo  say 

And  he  tiegan  a  long  low  island  song 

What  was  i  no  dirge,  eioepl  Iho  hollow  sea's. 

Of  ancient  days,  ere  tyranny  grew  strong. 

Mourns  o'er  tho  beauty  of  the  Cyckdes. 

LXVI. 

LXXIII. 

Anon  her  thin  wan  fingers  boat  the  wall 

But  many  a  Greek  maid  in  a  loving  song 

In  time  to  his  old  tune ;  he  changed  iho  tiieme, 

Sighs  o'er  her  name,  and  many  an  islander 

And  sung  of  love— the  fierce  name  struck  ihroggh  all 

With  her  sire's  story  makes  the  night  less  long ; 

Her  racolleclion;  on  her  flash'd  the  dream 

Valour  was  his,  and  beauty  dwelt  with  her ; 

h!  what  she  was,  and  is,  if  ya  coiild  call 

If  she  loved  rashly,  her  life  paid  for  wrong— 

To  be  so  being  ;  in  a  gushing  slream 

A  heavy  price  must  all  pay  who  thus  err, 

The  tears  rush'd  forth  from  her  o'erclcuded  hrain. 

In  some  shape ;  let  none  think  to  fiy  the  danger, 

For  soon  or  lale  Love  is  his  own  avenger. 

LXVU. 

LXXIV. 

Short  solace,  vain  relief! — thought  came  too  quick. 

But  lei  me  change  this  theme,  which  grows  loo  sad. 

Andwhirl'd  her  brain  to  madness;  she  arose 

And  lay  this  sheet  of  sorrow  on  the  shelf; 

As  one  who  ne'er  had  dwell  among  the  sick. 

I  don't  much  like  describing  people  mad, 

And  Hew  at  all  she  met,  as  on  her  ibes ; 

For  fear  uf  seeming  father  louch'd  myselE— 

But  no  one  ever  beard  her  speak  or  shriek. 

Besides,  I  've  no  mo^e  on  this  head  lo  add : 

Although  her  paroxysm  drew  towards  its  close ; 

And  as  my  Muse  is  a  capriuous  elf. 

Hers  was  a  freni?  which  disdaln'd  to  rave. 

Even  when  dicy  smote  bet,  in  the  hope  to  save. 

kill'd  some  stanzas  back. 

LXVUI. 

LXXV. 

Vet  she  betray'd  at  times  B  gleam  of  sense; 

■d,  "cabin'd,cribb'd,  confined." 

Nothing  could  make  her  meet  her  father's  face, 

ights  elapsed  before  thai  he 

Though  on  all  other  things  with  looks  intense 

1  the  past  to  mind  ; 

She  gaxed,  but  none  she  ever  could  retrace  ; 

he  found  himself  at  sea, 

Food  she  refused,  and  raiment;  no  pretence 

hour  before  the  wind ; 

Avail'd  for  either  ;  neither  change  of  place. 

..n  laybenealh  their  lee- 

Nor  time,  nor  skill,  nor  remedy,  could  ^ve  her 

Anolher  lime  lie  might  have  liked  lo  sec  'em. 

Senses  to  sleep— the  power  seem'd'  gone  for  ever. 

But  now  was  not  much  pleased  with  Cape  SigEcum 

L.SIS. 

LXXVI. 

Twelve  days  and  nights  she  wiiher'd  Ihus;  at  last, 

There,  on  tiie  green  and  village-coltad  hill,  is 

Without  a  groan,  or  sigh,  or  glance,  to  show 

(Flank'd  by  the  Hellespont  and  by  the  sea) 

A  iianing  pang,  the  spirit  from  her  pass'd: 

Entomh'd  Ihe  bravest  of  the  brave,  AehiHes : 

And  they  who  watch'd  her  nearest  could  not  know 

Iliey  say  so — (Bryant  says  the  contrary): 

Ti.i  very  instant,  till  the  change  that  cast 

Her  sweet  face  into  shadow,  dull  and  slow. 

Thetumuhis— ofwhom?  Heaven  knows ; 't  may  0. 

GW'.a\  o'er  her  eyes— the  beautiful,  the  black— 

Patniclua,  Ajai,  or  Prolealaua,— 

Uh      t,  oojseas  such  lu>tre— and  then  lack  I 

Ah  heroes,  who  ifliving  still  would  slay  us. 
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A  VfLSl,  unlill'd,  and  in 

Anr]  Ua.  in  die  dislanci 

And  old  Scamandet  ( 


LXXVIII. 

TroD[i3  of  unlended  horses  ;  here. 

Some  lUlle  hamlets,  with  new  p^ 

Some  shepherds  (gnlike  Paris),  Ici 


Lxxxrv. 

"  And  then  there  are  the  dancers ;  there 's  the  N'lnv 

With  more  than  ons  proftssion,  gains  by  all ; 
Then  there's  that  iauglilng  siiit,  the  Pcllagrini, 

Diide  at  least  live  bu.idred  good  zocchini. 

And  then  there's  the  Grotesta-^uch  a  dancer' 

-Vhere  men  have  souls  or  bodies,  she  must  answer. 

LXXX\. 

As  for  the  Hguranti,  they  are  like 

The  rest  of  all  that  tribe  ;  with  here  aoJ  theti 

The  rest  aru  hardly  niLeJ  Tor  a  fair; 
There's  one,  though  tall,  and  stiffer  (liaii  s  pike, 

Fet  has  a  senlimenlal  kind  of  air, 
Which  might  goftr,] 


The  n 


Don  Juan,  here  pi 

F.t>m  his  dun  ca 

Forlorn,  and  gaiin 


About  his  past  or 


LXXX. 


To  be  RaliaJii 
fVom  them,  at  l« 

Which  was  ai 
In  Sicily— all  s 

But  Eold  by  thi 


The.  Muaico  is'bui'acrack'd  <. 
But,  being  quahned  in  one  way  yet. 
May  the  seraglio  da  to  set  his  faea  in, 
nd  as  a  servant  sOms  preTenneni  get; 
His  Bingirg  I  no^fiirther  trust  cati  place  in: 

To  find  three  perfect  pipes  of  the  third  sex. 
LXSXVII. 

bass,  the  beasl  can  only  bellow ; 
In  fact,  he 


ngors,  duly  n 
■had  no 


ighral 
LXXXf. 

ne  of  these,  the  buffo  of  the  parly, 

although  destined  to  the  Turkish  mai 
ill  kept  his  apirits  up^-at  least  his  fc 
little  fellow  really  look'd  qui 


win?  B  ni 


liety  and 
1  J  d  n; 


It  no  great  VMce, 
,ast  caralyal  she 
carrying  off  Cou. 


's  Ihs  pity,  wifli  her  face  and  figure. 
LXXXVI. 


men,  they 


middlinj 


Who  swore  his  voice  was  ' 
They  hired  him,  though  to  h. 


relatior 


s  fello" 


LXXXVIIL 

■  'T  would  not  become  myself  lo  dwell  upon 
My  own  meritf,  and  Ihough  young — 1  see,  sir — y»i 

rou><re  heard  of  Raucocanti 7— I 'm  the  man; 

The  time  may  come  whtn  you  may  bear  me  loo 
You  was  not  last  year  at  the  fair  of  Lugo, 
]nt  next,  when  Pm  engaged  to  sing  ther&.^.do  go. 

LXXXIX. 
'Our  barytone  I  almost  had  forgot, 

A  pretty  lad,  hut  bursling  with  conoeU ; 
Yilh  graceful  action,  science  not  n  jot, 
A  voice  of  no  great  compass,  and  not  Aweet, 

I]  lovers'  par^,  his  passion  mere  ia  breathe. 


The  captives  I 
A  meliil  glance 


cs  derived  a  dbuHe  blue, 
I  happy  in  the  sun), 
lie  hatchivay  one  by  un 
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They  heard,  neit  day,  Ihal  in  the  Dardanall 
Wailing  for  his  sublimity's  firman— 

The  most  impera^ve  of  sovereign  spElla, 
Which  every  body  does  without  who  ean,- 


XCIl. 

Il  seems  when  ihia  allotment  was  made  out. 
There  chanced  to  be  an  odd  mole  and  odd  femali 

Who  (after  some  dinrasslon  and  some  doubt 
ir  the  Eopraiia  might  be  doom'd  1o  be  male. 

They  placed  him  o'or  tba  women  as  a  scout) 
Were  Imk'd  together,  and  it  happen'd  the  male 


rair'd  off  with  a  Bacchan 


Wiih  Baucocaot;  lucklessly  vn 


The 


;  thee. 


Pound  only  on  the  stage,  and  each  more  pain'c 

With  this  his  tunefiil  neiehbour  than  hb  fate 

Sad  strire  arosst  for  (hey  were  so  cross-gtainM, 

That  earb  pnli'd  different  ways  with  many  an  oi 
*•  Arcades  ambo,"  kJ  es( — blackguards  both. 
XCIV, 


Hut 


e  March  of  old  A 


Kspecially  when  added  to  the  ] 

xcv. 


For  ( 


II  that 


e  held  s 


mi^t  flash  on  his,  hut  fbu  i  1dm 
And' though  thuBchain'd,  as  natural  her  hand 

rouch'd  his,  nor  thal—oor  any  handsome  bn  b 
(Aiid  she  had  some  not  easy  to  w  thstand) 

Could  stir  his  pulse,  or  make  h  s  fa  h  feel  b  ttl 

I'orbapB  his  recent  wounds  might  help  a  1  tile 
.     XCVI. 

No  matter;  we  should  ne'er  too  nu  h  nquire 
But  fads  are  facts,— no  knight  could  be  more  ti 

'    "      T  faith  no  ladye-lovs  desire  ; 


it  the 


n  band  " 


By  thought  of  frosty  Caucas 

s,"  but  few 

But  which      g                          g 

I  really  (hink;  yet  Juan's  the 

Records  Ravenna's  carnage  on  its  fac 

much  less  real. 

While  weeds  and  ordure  rankle  round 

XCVIL 

CiV. 

I  pass  each  day  where  Dajite'a  hones 

in  my  youth. 

But  near  that  several  people 

ake  eieeption 

Protects  bis  dust,  but  reverence  here  L 

Al  the  first  two  books  haiin 

g  too  much  truth; 

To  the  bard's  tomb,  and  not  the  wa 

Therefore  I '"  make  Don  Juan 

leave  the  ship  soon 

The  time  must  come  when  both,  alike 

BecBusa  the  publisher  decla 

es.in  Booth, 

The  chieftain's  (rophy  and  the  poet' 

rhroofih  needles'  eyes  it  easi 

r  for  the  camel  is 

Will  sink  where  lie  the  songs  and  war 

1 0  pan.  than  those  two  canto 

B  into  families. 

Before  Pelides'  death  or  Homer's  birtl 

XCVIII, 
'Ti-  all  the  some  to  me,  I'm  fond  of  yielding, 

AnJ  therefore  leave  them  to  the  purer  page 
01  Soil  liet,  Prior,  Arioslo,  FieUing, 

Who  say  strange  (hmgs  for  so  correct  an  age 
I  once  bad  great  alactily  in  wielding 

My  pen,  and  liked  poetic  war  to  wage. 
And  recollect  the  lime  when  all  this  cant 
Would  have  provoked  remarlis  which  now  it  sha 

xcrx. 

As  boys  love  rows,  my  boyhood  liked  a  squabbli 

But  at  this  hour  I  wish  to  pan  in  peace, 

easing  such  to  the  literary  rabble. 

Whether  my  verse's  feme  be  doom'd  to  cease 
While  the  right  hand  which  wrote  it  still  is  able 

Or  of  some  centuries  to  take  a  lease, 
""he  grass  upon  my  grave  will  grow  as  long, 
And  sigh  to  midnight  wuids,  hut  not  to  song. 


Of  poets,  who  c 


C. 


From  every  flake,  and  yet  rolls  on  the  same, 
lut  after  all  't  is  nothing  but  cold  snow. 


CI. 
nothln. 


re  than  i 


And  love  of  glory's  .         . 

Too  ollen  in  its  fury  overcoming  all 

Who  would,  as  't  were,  IdenUfy  their  dust 
From  out  the  wide  desttuetion,  which,  entombing  all 

And  heard  Troy  doubted ;  lime  will  doubt  of  Rome, 

CII. 
The  very  generations  of  the  dead 
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I  if  the  ■ 


a  filth  t) 


0  show  his  loathing  of  the  spot  he  spoil'd; 
Thus  is  the  troiihy  useJ,  and  thos  lamented 

Should  ever  be  those  blood-hounds,  from  whose  wi 

Those  EulferiDga  Dante  saw  in  hall  alone. 

CVI. 
Yet  there  will  slill  be  bards ;  though  fame  is  smoli 

Its  fumos  ate  jrankincease  to  human  thought] 
And  the  unquiet  fbelings,  which  first  woke 
Soag  m  the  world,  will  seek  what  then  they  sough 
beach  the  waves  at  last  ore  broke. 


To  aacertam  the 
/measuring  "the 
Oh,  Lady  Daphne ! 


Tims 


3  their  I 


;e  the  p 


CXIII. 

lit  to  the  narrative The  vessel  boond 

Willi  slaves  to  sell  off  in  the  capital. 
After  the  usual  process,  might  be  found 
At  anchor  under  the  seraglio  wall ; 
er  cargo,  fivni  the  plague  being  safe  and  a* 
Were  landed  in  the  miukM,  one  end  all, 
4nd  there,  with  Georgians,  Rus^ans,  and  Circa 
Bought  up  for  different  purposes  and  jjasaion 
CXIV. 
off  dearly :  fifteen  hnndred  dollar! 


And  in  such  colours  that  ihey  seem  to  live ; 
You  may  do  right  forbidding  them  to  show  'em. 
But  spffll  (1  think)  a  very  pretty  poem. 

Oh!  ye,  who  make  ^e  fortunes  of  aU  boots! 

Benign  ceruleana  of  the  second  Bei! 
Who  advertise  new  poecoB  by  your  looks. 

Your  "imprimatur"  wiU  ye  not  annex?— 
What,  must  I  go  lo  the  oblivious  looks^ 

Those  Cornish  plnnderers  of  Parnassian  wri 
Ah !  must  I  then  the  only  minstrel  be 
Proscribed  from  tasting  your  Castalian  lea? 

CIX. 
What,  ca 


ir  the  . 


1,"  like  Yoriok's  starling, 
ead  him,  always  snarling), 


Oh  1  »  darkly,  deeply,  beautifully  blue," 


And  I, 


d  ladic 


your  BtoclungB  c 

!  have'  examined  few  pair  of  that  hue) ; 

Blue  as  the  garters  which  serenely  lie 

Round  the  palridan  left-iegs,  which  adorn 

Tim  festal  midnight  and  tlie  levee  mom. 

CXI. 
Yii.  ijme  of  jou  are  most  seraphic  creatures- 
But  times  are  alter'd  since,  a  rhyming  lover. 
You  read  my  stanias,  and  I  read  your  features 


the  sublime  disct 
n  the  atmospheri 


For  01 


Wan 


rgm; 


deck'd  h. 

tier  sale  seiit  I 

Who  bade  oi 

But  when  the  . 

■T  was  for  tha  sultan,  a; 


It  beyond,  they  knew 


Which  the  We 

Though  waberfg 

What  'twas  e 


CSV. 

from  Nubia  brought  a  pric< 

5  abolition^  and  the  thing 
very  wonderflil,  for  vice 
ch  more  splendid  than  a  kin| 
n  the  m  ■    ■     ■     ■ 


>mg  for 
CXYI. 

liny  of  this  young  tto. 
ire  bought  by  pachas, 


o  the  . 


Also  I 


while  in  hapless  group. 


CXVII. 

:  reserved  for  further 


irthoi 


long). 


Must  be  postponed  ihscreetly  foi 
m  sensible  redundancy  is  wrong. 
But  could  not  for  the  muse  of  tue  put  less  '> 
nd  now  delaythe  progress  of  Don  Juan, 
Tin  what  is  call'd  in  Ossian  the  fifth  Duan. 
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CAXTO  V. 


I  Lhcrtfors  do  denoui 


Plain— aimple 

-short. 

and  hyno  mea 

3  in 

ilinK 

Bui  wiih  a 

moral  : 

ea<^h  error  U 

Focni'd  ralhe 

r  Tor  iiu 

hclv 

AndmUi 

hould  not  be  B 

lod 

1, 

lU  becon 

e  a  moral  mod 
HI. 

The  Europea 

n'vlth  rhe  A^an  shore 

H«re  and  th 

™  studded  ivUh  a  sevo 

ty-le 

Sophia's  ei 

1  golden  gleam 

ITiB  cypress 

The  Iwelv 

isle^a 

d  the  more  than  I  oo 

uldd 

Which  eharm'd  the  oharmipg  Mary  Montagu. 
IV. 

And  siill  it  half  calls  up  ihe  realms  of  fdry, 
Where  I  beheld  what  neyer  nas  to  bc,- 

A  il  feelings  changed,  but  tills  was  last  to  vary, 
A  spell  from  which  even  yet  I  am  not  quite  fi 


he  wind 

wept  dow 

n  the  Buibie  and  the 

Broke  fos 

ming  o'e 

the  bluo  SymplegadeB, 

■aagran 

sight,  fro 

m oft- "the Giant's  Gra 

TowaicI 

ress  of  those  lulling  se 

^iween  th 

Bospho 

IS,  as  they  iash  and  la 

Twad  a  raw  day  of  Autumn's  bleak  beginning, 
Wben  nights  are  equal,  but  not  so  the  days  ^ 
l\e  Parcse  then  cut  short  Ihe  further  spbming 


are,  of  hope,  juid  health  ; 

jk'd  a  little  dull, 

1  tear  etole  down  by  Bteshli 

i  of  hZood  might  puN 

1  then  the  loss  of  wealth, 

:omforlab]e  quarters. 


X. 


hlaelis,  in  groups  on  show  for  : 
Though  rather  mora  irtegulatly  spotted ; 

Some  bought  the  jet,  while  ofhera  chose  the  \ 
I,  amongst  the  other  people  lotted. 


of  th 


iray  eye. 


Of  a  high  sph-il  evidently. 

though 

At  present  weigh'd  down  by 

A  kmd  of  blunt  compassion 

or  the  sad 

in  the  wo 

Which  for  himself  he  aeem'd 

to  deem  n 

Than  any  other  scrape,  a  thi 

g  of  course 

"My  boy '"-said  he,"amid 

this  motl 

Of  Georgians,  RusBiana,  Nu 

nhue. 

With  whom  it  is  our  luck 

So  let  us  be  acquauited,  a 

wo  ought 

b,  Google 


When  Juan  answer'd  "Spanisli!"  he  replied, 
"Ilhoughl,  in  fuel,  yoa  could  nol  be  a  Greek; 

ThoBe  servile  dogs  are  not  £o  proudly  oyedj 
Forlune  has  play'd  you  here  a  pretty  froak. 

But  never  mind, — she  'II  turo,  perhaps,  next  vyeelt ; 
She  has  served  me  also  much  Ihe  same  as  you^ 
Except  [hat  1  have  Tound  it  nothing  new." 


rVftflihroughtyouhere?"— "Ohlnolhingveryrare- 
Sii  Tartars  and  a  drag-ohajn "— "  To  this  doom 

By  what  conducted,  if  the  ques^n  'a  fair, 
[s  that  which  I  would  learn."—"  I  served  for  some 

MonlJis  with  the  Russian  army  here  and  there, 
And  taking  lately,  by  Sitwarrow^s  biddings 
A.  town,  was  ta'en  myaelf  bijtead  of  Widin," 

XVI. 
"Have  you  no  friends!  "— ^'I  had— but,by  God's  bleasin) 

Have  not  been  Iroubled  with  ihem  lately.    Now 
t  have  answer'd  all  your  questions  without  pressing 

And  you  an  equal  courtesy  shouW  show." — 
"Alia!"  said  Juan,  •' 't  were  a  tale  distressing, 
.  And  long  .besides."—"  Oh !  if  't 


"Why," 
do? 

sets  high'i 


^  bright  skin  yearly^  ii 


I  the  I 


true,  it  gets  another  bright  and  fresh, 
inshet,  brighter ;  but,  Ihe  year  gone  liirou 
Idn  must  go  the  way  tco  of  all  flesh, 

i  the  first  net  which  spreads  its  deadly  m 
)ition,  avarice,  vengeance,  glory,  glue 
The  gliltcting  lime-twigs  of  our  latter  days. 
Where  siill  we  flutter  on  for  pence  or  praise." 

XXIII. 
"  All  this  is  very  fine,  and  may  be  true," 


It  h 


whh  a 


You' 


1  both  a< 


oubly  when 


hold  your 
is  long. 


XVII. 

Although  a  female  moderately  fickle, 
Will  hardly  leave  you  (as  she's  nol  your  wife) 
For  any  length  i 


"No!"  quoth  Ihe  otherj  "yel  you  will  allov 

By  selling  things  in  their  right  pwnt  of  view. 

Knowledge,  at  least,  is  gun'd ;  for  bslanee,  i 

.    We  know  what  slavery  is,  and  our  disasters 

May  teach  us  better  to  behave  when  masters.'' 

XXIV, 
"  Would  we  were  masters  now,  if  but  to  try 
Their  present  lessons  on  our  pagan  friends  her 


Said  Juan— swall 


p  the  scholar  w 


fa  Bi 


ivith  0 


:h  a  strife 
e  Ihe  sickle : 


As  if  Ihe  corn-aheaf  should  o 
The  drcumatanoes  seem  the  sporl  of  men." 

XVIII. 
"'Tis  nol,"  said  Joan,  "tor  my  present  doom 

I  nioum,  but  for  Iha  past;— I  loved  a  maid:" 
Ho  paused,  end  hie  dark  eye  grew  foil  of  gloom ; 

A  singl >■■■  -"'■''■'h  .,.\A 


dropp'd 


'T  is  not  my  present  kit. 
Which  I  deplore  so  much ;  fijr  I  hi 
Hardships  which  haie  the  hardiest  a 

XIS. 
"  On  Ihe  rough  deep.    But  this  last  h 

He  stopp'd  again,  and  turn'd  awa_ 
"Ay,"  quoih  his  fnend,  "I  thought  it  would  appear 

That  there  had  beeir  a.  lady  in  the  case  ; 

Su^h  as  I  Wo  would  "lied,  if  in  your  place: 
■"  'B  dying  day. 


id  alsow 


"  My  ihird" — "Your  third  I"  quolh  Juan,  lurning  round  ; 

"You  scarcely  can  be  Uwrtyi  have  you  three 3" 
"  No — only  two  at  present  ai>ove  ground : 

Surely 'tia  nothing  wonderful  to  see 
One  person  Ihrica  in  holy  wcdloclt  bound  I" 

"Well.then,  your  Ihird,"  said  Juan;  "whatdidshe? 

"Nu,fiutli." — «  What  then?" — "I  ran  awaj  from  her." 


Rejoin'd  the  other,  "  when  our  bad  luck  mends  here, 

I  wish  fo  G-d  that  eoniebody  would  buy  us ! 

XXV. 
"But  after  all,  what  ii  our  present  stale ? 
'Tis  had,  and  maybe  belter— aH  men's  kit. 

To  thek  own  whims  and  passions,  and  what  nut; 
Society  itself,  which  should  create 

Kindness,  destroys  what  little  wb  had  got: 
To  feel  for  none  is  the  aue  sodal  art 
Of  the  world's  stoics— men  without  a  heart  " 
XXVI, 

jst  now  tk  hlai^  old  neutral  personage 

Of  thr  third  ses  stepp'd  up,  and  peering  over 
The  captives,  seem'd  (o  marli  their  looks,  and  age. 

And  capahilities,  as  to  discover 
If  Ihcy  were  fitted  for  the  purposed  cage  j 

No  lady  e'er  is  ogled  by  a  lover, 

OFse  by  a  blackleg,  broaddoth  by  a  tailor, 
Fee  by  a  counsel,  felffii  by  a  jailor, 
XXVII. 

I  is  a  slave  by  his  intended  bidder. 

Their  passions,  and  are  dext'rous ;  some  by  fcaljr™ 

e  bought  up,  others  by  a  warlike  leader," 

Some  by  a  place— as  tend  their  years  or  natures  , 
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XXVII). 

The  eunuch  having  eyed  Ihem  o'er  with  care, 
TurnM  to  tho  merchant^  and  began  to  bid 

t'l rst  but  Cir  one,  and  after  for  the  pair ; 
They  haggled,  wrangled,  swore,  lao—Eo  they  did  I 

Cheapening  an  or,  an  ass,  a  Iamb,  or  iLidj 
So  that  their  bargain  Bounded  hke  a  battie 
For  this  superior  yoke  of  human  calila. 

XXIX. 
At  last  tliey  settled  into  simple  grumbling. 

Some  down,  and  weighing  others  in  their  hand. 
And  by  mistake  sequins  with  parss  jumbling. 

Until  the  sum  was  accurately  soann'd. 
And  then  the  merchant,  giving  chajtge  and  ^gning 
lUceipta  in  full,  began  to  think  of  dining. 

XXX. 
I  wonder  if  his  appetite  was  good  { 

Or,  if  it  were,  if  also  his  digestion. 
Uethinks  at  meals  soRie  odd  thoughts  might 


XXXV. 

gaied  upon  him,  for  I  knew  him  well ; 

av'  one,  whom  such  an  accident  hefetl,  ' 
So  calm;  though  pierced  through  stomach,  hearti 

[e  seem'd  to  sleep,  for  you  could  scarcelj  tell 
(As  ho  hlod  inwardly,  no  hideous  river 

if  gore  divulged  the  cause)  that  ha  was  dead; — 

o  as  I  gazed  on  him,  I  thought  _or  said—. 
XXXVI. 

Can  this  be  death?  then  what  is  life  or  death? 
Speak!"  buthespokenot:"wakoJ"hutBtJll  he  slept: 

lul  yesterday,  and  who  had  mightier  breath  1 
A  thousand  warriors  by  his  word  were  kept 

'Go.'and  he  goeth;  *  come,' and  forth  he  stepp'd. 
The  trump  and  bugle  till  he  spake  wore  dumb- 
now  n    g  hun  b        le  muffled  drum." 
XXXV  I 


And  CO 


About  the  right  divine  how  far  we  should 

Sell  flesh  and  blood.  When  dinner  baa  oppress'd  one 
I  think  it  is  perhaps  the  ^oonuest  hour 
Which  turns  up  out  of  the  sad  twenty-four, 

XXXI. 
Voltaire  says  "No;"  he  tells  you  that  Candida 

Found  hfe  most  tolerable  after  meals  ; 
He's  wrong — unless  man  was  a.  pig,  indeed, 

Reptetior.  rather  adds  to  what  he  Teels ; 
Tnless  he's  drunk,  and  then  no  doubt  he's  freed 

From  his  own  brain's  oppression  while  it  reels. 
Of  food  I  think  with  Philip's  son,  or  rather 
Ammon'a  [ill  pleased  with  one  worU  and  one  father) ; 

XXXII. 
I  think  with  Alexander,  that  the  act 

Of  eating,  with  another  act  or  two. 
Makes  us  feel  our  morlalil;  in  fad 

Redoubled ;  when  a  roast  and  a  ragout. 
And  fish  and  soup,  by  some  side  dishes  back'd. 

Can  give  tis  either  pain  or  pleasure,  who 
Would  pique  himself  on  intellects,  whoso  use 
Depends  so  much  upon  the  gastric  juice  ? 

XXXIIl. 
The  other  evening  ('twas  on  Friday  last)— 

This  is  a  fact,  and  no  poetic  fable- 
Just  as  my  great  coat  was  about  me  cast. 

My  hat  and  gloves  still  lying  on  the  table, 
1  heard  a  shot — 'twas  eight  o'clock  scarce  past — 


th 


t  thef 


To  ga« 

jid  such  an  end     th      h      h    many  a  day 
Had  faced  N  po     n  s   oa    untd  they  Bed,— 
The  foremost  m  the  charge  or  m  the  sally. 
Should  now  be  bulcher'd  in' a  Hvic  alley. 

XXXVIII. 
Tho  scars  of  his  o 


d  the  1 


XXXIV. 
Poor  fellow!  for  mme  reason,  surely  bad. 
They  had  slam  him  with  Ave  slugs;  and  lefl  him  there 

And  stripp'd,  and  look'd  to But  why  should  I  add 


Ihe  m 


n  quarr 


It  let  ni 


o  the  I 


>rought  hi 


im  me;  I  gazed  (as  ofll  have  gazed  the  same) 
To  try  if  I  could  wrench  aught  out  of  death. 
Which  should  confirm,  or  shake,  or  make  a  faith  ; 

XXXIX. 
Biit  it  was  all  a  mystery.     Hera  we  are. 

And  there  W8  go:— but  Tnhefe?  five  bits  of  lead, 
Or  three,  or  two,  or  one,  send  very  far ! 
And  is  this  blood,  then,  form'd  but  to  be  shed? 

And  ajr— sarth— water- fire  live— and  we  dead? 
If^f ,  whose  minds  comprehend  all  things  ?  No  more  , 
But  let  us  to  the  story  as  before. 

-XL. 
The  purchaser  of  Juan  and  acquiunlanoa 

Embark'd  himself  and  them,  and  off  they  went  thenco 

fast  as  oars  could  puU  and  water  float; 
They  look'd  hke  psrsoiiB  being  led  to  sentence, 
Wondering  whit  ne^it,  till  the  caique  was  brought 
p  in  a  little  creek  below  a  wall 
O'ertopp'd  with  eyptesscs  dark  green  and  tall. 

XU 
Here  their  conductor  tapping  at  tho  wicket 

e  led  them  onward,  first  throu^  a  law  thicket 
Flank'dbylargegroveswhichtower'd  on  either  hand' 
They  almost  lost  their  way,  and  had  to  pick  it — 

The  eunuch  made  a  sign  to  those  on  board. 
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Of  onenlal  plants,  " 
But  ihal  of  late  y 

Because  one  po«t  It 


Which  might  have 
'Methinfca,"— saidht 


:  hotbeds  in  tlaa  • 


Turkey  e 

And  Ji 

Ko  Chris 


!,  what  then ' 
.yed  our  skin 


Andw. 


ffthan 


hitherto  have  been; 


Like  Esau,  lor  my  birthright,  a  beef-sli 

XLV. 
"W«  must  be  near  some  placo  of  m; 


mih  h 


■0  raplivoi 


0  quoer 


»s  thai  he  thhiks  his  friends  ha 
gle  cry  would  bring  them  all  abroad : 
19  Iherelbre  better  looking  hefb™  loaping- 
here,  you  see,  this  turn  has  brought  us  through. 

)ye,  a  noUe  palace  ! — iig' 

XLVI. 


,  open'd  0. 


Iheir 


A  gaudy  t. 

The  arts  0 
Each  villa  oi 
Neiv  painted, 

And  nearer  i 

Things  which 
Made  Juai 


.us  hues,  as  is  the  Turkish  «■ 
te ;  for  they  are  lUlls  skill'd 
of  ivhich  these  lands  were  on 


in  hungry  n 


ortala' 


And  put  himself  upon  his  good  bohavici 

Said,  "In  Heaven's  nfme  let's  get  some  a 
And  then  I'm  with  you,  if  you 're  for 
XLVin, 

Some  talk  of  an  appeal  unto  some  passi 
Some  to  men's  feelings,  others  to  theii 

The  laat  of  these  was  never  much  the  t 


Some  speakers  whine,  and  < 
With  a^oments  according 


wnmgoi 
ithers  la 


11  appeals, — although 


u  parade. 


Lll 


,y  forte, 

1  spawns  his  quirlo,  anj  demands  your  ptai 
Death  to  hia  pubhsher,  to  him  Hts  sport; 

ipraell  with  eiemplary  patience 
To  guide  books,  rhymes,  touts,  sketches,  illuslrali 

Liir 

Along  this  hall,  and  up  anl  down,  somr,  squatl 
Upon  their  hams,  were  occupied  at  chess ; 
ihers  in  monosyllable  talk  chatted. 


Prepared  for  supper  i 


Of  purch 
But  thosi 


d  the  captiies  in  the  tkce. 


On  through  a  farther  range  o 

dly 

rooms. 

Splendid  but 

.h. 

A  marble 

buntain  echoes  thro 

i.h 

>hfl 

glooms 

or  night,  wh 

h  robe  the  chambe 

wli 

ere  pono 

Some  femi 

:!v 

To  thrust  its 

black  eyes  througl 

ih-. 

do 

As  wondering 

what  thft  devil  noise  : 

at 

IE. 
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Ia»e  light  enough  lo  hint  their  fatlhar  waj, 

n  nil  the  flashing  o!  their  Tull  eiray ; 
'ha.p3  there  ^  nothing — I  ^il  not  say  appak, 
lut  saddens  more  by  night  as  well  as  day. 


!r  fuU  grovflh  m 
Jms  for  evermore: 

lose  built  of  yore, 


LXIII. 

et  let  them  think  that  Horace 

Shortly  and  sweetly  the  niasoi 

Of  those,  forgetting  the  great  pli 

Who  give    ■  ■  ■ 


Of 


,  and  a 


Er'3  night, 
cr  a  glass 

Are  Uimgs  whicT^  make  an  English  evei 
Though  ceries  by  no  mean?  'so  grand  a  i 

I  pasa  my  evenings  in  long  galleries  solel 


Though  full  of  aU  things  whii:h  could 
i  ivonder'd  what  to  do  with  sue 

e  wealth  had  done  its  utmost  I 


LXT. 

■  suite  of  further  chambers. 
s  heaven  knows  where ;  bi 
rbles  were  prodigally  rich  ; 


Alas 


LIX. 

nakes  that  grea{  w 


can  tell 
lusca  fit  ill— 


LXII. 
should  there  be  (what  may  t 
ysl)  some  inflilels,  who  don 
'l  find  out  the  very  spot 


iThoogh  G.audius  Rich,  esquire, 

And  written  laJely  t«o  memoii 

Bffilieve  the  Jews,  these  unbelievf 


toral  {lik€ 


>rals)  mela 


ould  g 


a  golden 


LJtVI. 

te  blach,  however^  without  hardly  deigning 
A  glance  ot  that  which  wrapt  the  slaves  In  w( 
amptefl  what  they  scarce  trod  for  fear  of  sla 
As  if  the  milky  way  their  feet  was  under 
ith  all  its  stars :   and  with  a  stretiA  altdnin 


A  quin^ty  of  clothes  tit  for  the  bai 

k 

And  of  variety  there  was  no  laek- 

And  yet,  though  I  have  said  the 

re  was  no  dea 

le  chose  himself  to  point  oulwha 

he  thought 

Most  proper  for  ths  Christians  he 

had  bought. 

LXVIII. 

The  suit  he  thwight  most  suitable 

ICas,  for  the  elder  and  the  stou 

A  Candiole  cloak,  which  to  the  Hi 

ee  might  reach 

hey  would  bu 

But  such  as  til  an  Asiatic  breech 

A  shawl,  whose  folds  in  Cashmire  had  been  nu 

Slippers  of  saffron,  dagger  rich  an 

hi^ndy  ; 

n  short,  all  things  which  form  a  1 

urkish  dandy. 

LXIX. 

While  he  was  dressing,  Baba,  their 

black  friend. 

Hinted  the  vast  advantages  whic 

h  they 

Might  probably  attain  both  in  the 

end. 

If  they  would  hut  pursue  the  pr 

per  way 

Which  fortune  plainly  seom'd  to  t 

commend  ; 

And  then  he  added,  that  he  ne 

ds  must  say. 

"T  would  greatly  tend  to  better 

r  they  would  condescend  to  circu 

iicision. 

Ob,  Google 


"For  his  own  pirt,  he  really  should  rejoke 

WooM  ICHve  his  proposilbn  to  iheir  choice 

The  olhor,  thanking  him  for  this  eitocss 
or  goodness  in  thus  leaning  Ihem  a  voice 

■"  '";ienlly(hB  said)  his  approbation 


Of  al 


.  of  Uiis 
LSXl, 


"Wffl  it?"  said  Juan,  sharply;  "  Slrlk 


o  good 


with  great  pleasure  woul 

As  not  bung  in  a  masi^ucradiiig  mood, 

Gave  it  a  slight  kick  with  hb  Chtisiian  fa 
And  ivhen  the  old  negro  loM  him  lo  "GpI 
Deiilied,  "Old  gentleman,  I'm  not  a  lady." 

LXXIV. 
"  What  you  may  be,  I  neither  know  nor  car 


d  Juan 


is  odd  trayeslj?"— "Fori 


IjXXV. 

•■  Then  if  I  do,"  said  Juan,  "  1  'I 
■Rejoin'd  the  negro,  "pray he 
Thb  spirit  'a  well,  but  il  may  ws 

And  you  wiU  find  us  not  b» 
"  Whal,  Mf,"  said  Juan,  "  shal 

That  I  unsei'd  my  dress  1"  i 


Why  you  should  wear  them."- 

The  effe 
Sigh'd  Jua 


shall  I  do  with  all  this 


But,  lugging  on  his 

Which— as  we  saj 

(The  rhyme  obliges 


One  difficulty  slill 
Was  hardly  lunf 

So  many  false  loni 
That  soon  his  I 

After  the  manner 
And  this 


LXXIX, 

Eraaui'd,-~hia 
enough,  hot 


While  I 


d  the 


lok'd  in  aknosl  all  respects  a  maid, 
d  Baba  smilingly  exclaim'd,  )'You  si 


What  fear  you  1  think  you  this  a 


You  fooH  I  ten  you 

"  So  much  the  betl. 

Else  they  shall  feel  tli 

I  yield  thus  lar ;  hu( 
tf  any  lake  me  for 


lead  u 


LXXXIII. 

Don  Juan,  luming  to  his  oomra 
Though  Bomewhal  grieved,  could  sc 
)n  the  metamorphosis  in  vie' 


b,  Google 


616 


BYROW'S  WORKS. 


LXSXIV. 

"Farewell!"  ™d  Juanj  "sbouldwe  meet  no 
I  wish  you  a  good  sppeliw." — "  Farewell !" 

Replied  the  other;  "though  h  grieves  tne  &or 
When  we  next  meet  we  'II  have  a  tale  to  ti 

Wo  needs  niuat  Mow  when  Fate  puts  from  s 
Keep  your  good  nanio;  though  Eve  herself  onc^ 
■"     '■  uoth  the  maid,  "iheSulian'sself  shan't  car 


Unksa 


Throi 


is  highoei 


led  Jua; 


ring  gall 


nbyro 


Xai  a  pgantio  portal  through  Ihe  gloom. 
Haughty  and  huge,  along  the  distance  towers  ; 

And  Bflfted  far  arose  a  rich  perrume: 
It  seem'd  as  Ihough  they  oania  upon  a  shrine, 
For  all  was  vast,  5lill,  fiagranl,  and  divine, 

LXXXVI. 
The  ^anl  door  was  broad,  and  hright  and  high. 


Warri 


1  stalks  the  victor,  there  the  vanquiah'd  lies ; 
captives  led  in  triumph  droop  the  oyi!, 
in  perspective  many  a  squadron  Hies  J 


This  maasy  portal  stood  at  the  wide  dose 
or  a  huge  haJl,  and  on  its  »ther  side 

Two  lillle  dwarft,  the  least  you  could  Bupposfl, 
Were  sate,  like  ugly  mips,  as  if  allied 


The  gate  so  splendid 
You  never  Ihouf^t  a! 


it  pyrai 


it  Uies 


ts/.ol, 


Lxxxvm. 

Until  you  nearly  trod  on  them,  and  then 
You  started  back  in  horror  to  survey 

The  wuadrous  hideousness  of  th<se  small  men. 
Whose  colour  was  not  bhick,  nor  white,  nor  gi 

But  an  eitraneous  misture,  which  no  pen 
Cm  (race,  although  perhaps  Ihe  pencil  may ; 

Monsters,  who  cost  a  no  loss  tnonstrous  sum. 

LXXXIX. 
Their  duty  was— for  they  were  strong,  and  thong 

T^ty  iooli'd  BO  lil^a,  did  strong  things  at  time 
To  ope  this  door,  which  they  could  really  do. 

The  hinges  bong  as  smooth  as  Rogers'  rhymes 
And  now  and  then,  with  lough  strings  of  the  bo< 

For  mutes  are  generally  used  for  that 

xc. 

Chey  spoke  by  signs — that  is,  not  spoke  at  all : 


With  shiinking  serpent  optics  on  bim  stared ; 
It  watt  as  if  ih^  little  looks  eou!d  poison 
F)[  fascinate  whome'er  (hey  fifd  (heir  ejres  on. 


ofore  ihey  enter'd.  Bah; 


ould  b 


leedles,  wl 


e  thoai 


And  if  Ihey  should  dboover  your  diag    se, 

Ydu  know  how  near  us  the  deep  Bosphorus  floa  s 
And  you  and  1  may  chance,  ere  men  mg  r  se 

A  good  deal  practised  heta  upon  oceas  on 

xcin. 

With  this  encouragement,  ho  led  the  way 
Into  a  room  stUI  nobler  than  the  last ; 


In  such  sort,  Ihal  the  eye  along  it 

DSl 

!ould  hardly  carry  any  ihuig  away. 

Object  on  object  llash'd  so  bright  , 

nd  1 

L  daizlmg  mass  of  gems,  and  gold,  ai 

Magnificeoay  mingled  in  a  Mer. 

XCIV. 

Wealth  had  done  wonders-taste  not  mu 

n;si 

(Of  which  1  've  also  si 


Wherf 


e,  there 


IT  gold  o, 


Groups  of  bad  statues,  tables,  chj 
SCV. 
Under  a  canopy. 


lay 


queenly  waj, 
A  lady.     Baba  stopped,  and  kneeling,  SLgn'd 

To  Juan,  who,  though  not  much  used  to  pray. 
Knelt  down  by  instinct,  wondering  in  his  mind 

What  all  this  meant :  while  Baba  bow'd  and  bended 


His  1 


XCVI. 

The  lady,  rising  up  with  such  ai 


xcvir. 


Her  presence  was  as  lofly  a 
Her  beauty  of  that  overpoweruig  kind. 

Whose  lores  description  only  would  abate : 
I'd  rather  leave  it  much  to  your  own  mmd. 

Than  lessen  it  by  what  I  could  relate 
or  Ibrms  and  features ;  it  would  sliike  yoa  blind. 

Could  I  do  justice  to  the  liill  detul ; 

So,  luokily  for  both,  my  phrases  laiL 
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DON  JUAN. 


XCVUI. 

riiia  much  however  I  may  Bcld — her  yeats 
Were  tipe,  liiey  might  make  six  ond  twenty  springs 

Bwt  there  are  hnaa  which  Timo  to  touch  forbeata 
And  turns  aside  his  scythe  to  vnigar  thingSi 


Chan 


—yet  B. 


Ugly ;  for  inBlance — Ninon 

XCIX. 
She  ^ake  some  words  to  her  alt 

Composed  a  dimr  of  girls,  ton 
And  were  ^IclEid  alike;  lilie  Juai 


A  holf-way  house  of  dipiwnalic  rest. 
Where  they  might  meet  in  much  more  pei 

And  Joan  now  hia  willingness    xp 
To  use  aU  fit  and  proper  courtes    s, 

Adding,  that  this  was  commonee        d 

the  lady     h     d 
CVI. 
And  he  advanoed,  though  with 
Though  on  more  thorough-bred 


Tiie  genllen 


1  won't  be  bail  for  any  thing  beyond. 
C. 

But  not  by  tlie  same  door  through  which  ca 
Baba  and  Juan,  which  last  stood  admiring. 

This  strange  saloon,  mnch  fitted  for  biapiring 

ae :  for  both  or  nono  things  win ; 


ilmosl  twelve 
The  lady  eyed  hi 


d  I  m 


happmc 


r  could  s. 
^^  Nil  ^ml 


CI. 


I  ihevf 


"Not  to  adi 

(Plain  truth,  <Jear  Murray,  needs  few  flowem  of  speech ) 
To  make  men  happy,  or  to  keep  them  sc ;" 

(So  take  it  in  the  lery  words  of  Creech.) 
Thus  Horaoa  wrote,  we  all  linow,  long  ago; 

From  his  translation ;  hut  had  none  ad-mirfd. 
Would  Pope  have  sung,  or  Horace  been  inspired  ! 


CII. 


withdraw 


A  second  tune  desired  him  to  kneel  down 

Drew  himself  up  to  hts  full  height  again. 
And  said  "  It  grieved  him,  but  he  could  not  stoop 
To  any  shoe,  unless  it  shod  tho  Pope." 

cni. 

Baba,  indignant  at  this  ill-timed  pride, 

Ho  multer'd  (but  the  iastwi^  given  aside) 

Would  Juan  stoop,  though  'twero  to  Mahomet's  brid< 

There's  nothing  in  the  world  like  e^uetie. 
In  kingly  chambers  or  imperial  halls. 
As  also  at  the  race  and  county  balls. 
CIV. 

About  his  ears,  and  nalhiesa  would  not  bend  j 
The  blooa  of  all  his  line's  Castiliin  lorJs 

Boit'd  in  bis  veins,  and  rather  than  descend 
To  slain  his  pedigree,  a  thousand  swords 

A  thousand  limes  of  him  had  made  an  end) 
At  length  percMving  tho  "/oo! "  could  not  ^tind, 
Baba  proposed  that  be  should  kiss  the  hand. 

m 


b  d  E 


id  lor  0 


lea  their  transitory  trace . 
as  these  the  hp  too  loudly  lingers. 


pnlh's 


a  fab 


if  well  used 

He  whisper'd  Juan  not  to 
And,  looking  on  him  wit 
Dok  leave  with  such  a  fa 
sgood 


cvn. 

'er  and  o'er,  and  bade 
be  ohey'd  in  style, 

the  while. 


have  done  a  virluous  sclio 
CVIII. 

en  he  was  gone,  there  was  a  sudden  change ; 
imow  not  what  might  be  the  lady's  thought, 
o'er  her  bright  brow  flash'd  a  tumult  strange, 
ud  into  her  clear  cheek  the  bloo ' 


The' 


;eofheav 


I'hich  range 
largo  eyes  wroi 


Her  form  had  all  ihe  soHness  of  her  aei. 
Her  features  all  the  sweetness  of  the  devil, 
nea  he  put  on  the  cherub  to  perplex 
Eve,  and  paved  (God  knoivs  how)  the  road  to  f 
'he  sun  himself  >vas  scarce  more  free  from  speck 
Tlian  site  from  aught  at  which  the  eye  could  cai 
.olsomehow  there  was  something  somewhere  wanli 
As  if  she  rather  ardtr'd  than  was  grantij^, — 


er  all  she  did ;  that  is,  i 


And  rapture's  self  will  see 
With  aught  which  looks  like  . 


[er  very  smile  was  haughty,  though  s 

'here  was  a  self-will  oven  in  her  sn 

As  though  thoy  were  quite  conscious 

Thoy  trod  as  upon  necks ;  and  to  coi 

r  state  (it  is  tho  custom  of  her 

niard  deck'd  her  girdle,  as  tho  i 

She  was  a  sultan's  bride  (ihauk  Heare 


H.,rodl,,GOOj^k 


BYRON'S  WORKS. 


CX!1. 

"To  he 

r  and  'o  obey"  had 

The 

aw  of  clII  Biound  her ; 

All  phs 

Jisleg  which  yielded  j 

lUd 

Her  bl<M 

d  was  high,  her  beui 

Judge 

ihen,  i(  her  ^prices 

We  shuuld  ha»e  found  out  Ihe  "  perpetual  molion." 

Whate'er  she  saw  and  coveted  was  hmught; 

Whale'er  she  did  not  see,  if  she  supposed 
II  might  be  seen,  wllh  diligence  was  soughl, 

Andwhon'twaafoundslraightwaylhebargain  closed; 

Nor  10  Ibe  trouble  which  her  fancies  caused  \ 
Yel  even  her  Ijrimny  had  such  a  grace. 
The  ivomen  pEirdoa'd  all  eicept  her  face. 

cxm 

Juan,  Ihe  latest  of  her  whims,  hail  raught 
Her  eye  in  passing  on  bis  way  to  salo; 
Rbe  uriler'd  him  directly  to  bo  bougbt. 

In  any  liind  of  miacWcf  to  be  wroughi, 
.     Had  his  instructions  wheie  and  bow  lo  deal : 
Sh«  bad  no  prudence, but  lie  had;  and  Ihis 
Riplains  the  garb  wbieh  Juan  took  amiss. 

cxv. 

'  His  youth  and  features  favoured  Ihe  disguise, 
Aud  'fhould  you  ask  ho^Vahe,  a  sidron^?  bride. 


..a.mg  im   «|uaia,  nuiuuig  wnH:n  nau  e  «r 
Infected  her  with  syinpatby  till  now, 

ighl  of  a  serious  so.towing  kind,  although 
There  might  arise  some  pouting  petty  care 

ir  eyes  another's  eye  could  shed  a  tear. 

cxx. 


us  Gulbeyai,  though  she  kne 
J  odd  glistening  moisture  in 


This 


only  husbt 


When  being  made  her  property  at  last. 
Without  more  preface,  in  her  blue  eyes  blending 

And  merely  saying,  "'christian,  canst  thou  love?" 
Conceived  that  phrase  was  quite  enough  to  move. 

CXVII. 
And  so  it  was,  iii  proper  time  and  plare; 

But  Juan,  ^ho  had  stiH  his  mind  overflowing 
Witn  Haidoe'a  istc  and  soR  Ionian  face. 

Fell  the  warm  blood,  which  in  his  face  was  glowing, 

And  leA  Iris  checks  as  pale  ss  snow-drops  blowing : 

cxTin 

>il,e  was  a  good  dPTl 


use  them 


For  having  had  hun  lo  the  palace  led. 
Began  to  blush  up  lo  the  eyes,  and  then 

GXXV. 

At  length,  in  an  imperial  way,  she  laid 
Her  hand  on  his,  and  bonding  on  his  eyes, 

Look'd  into  his  fbt  love,  where  none  replies : 
Her  brow  gtew  black,  but  she  would  not  upbraid, 

That  being  the  last  thing  a  proud  vvoTnan  Iriea 
She  lose,  and,  pausing  one  chaste  inoTnent,  threw 
Herself  upon  his  breast,  and  there  elie  grew. 


fl  by  Google 


xxvr. 

CXXXUI. 

This  was  an  awliwani  tost,  as  Jiian  found. 

The  love 

of 

offsp 

ring's  nature's 

general  law. 

Ijut  lie  was  stGcPd  by  sorrow,  wrath,  and  pride 

From 

igre 

and  cubs  to  d 

eksandduclilin£S, 

There's 

ng 

whets  the  beak 

or  arms  the  claw 

And  seated  her  all  drvoping  by  his  sida. 

J.ike  a 

s  and  sucklings , 

Then  rising  haughtily  he  glanced  around, 

And  all 

who 

e  seen  a  huma 

And  looking  eoldjy  in  her  face,  he  cried. 

Howni 

othe 

rslo 

c  their  children 

f^ualls  and  ehucli 

"  The  prison'd  eagle  will  not  pair,  nor  I 

lings; 

Serve  a  Eultana's  sensual  phantasy. 

This  sUt 

nio  effect  (to  li 

re  no  longer 

cxxvn. 

Your  pa 

)s), 

«ws  ll,e_eausen. 

uat  still  be  stton^e' 

"Thou  osk'at  if  lean  lovoV  bo  this  the  proof 

OXXXIV. 

How  miieh  I  )imc  loved— Ihat  I  love  not  Uiee 

/ 

If  I  said 

fire 

Has 

h'd  from  Guibeyai'  eyes. 

(n  this  vde  garb,  the  distaff's  web  and  woof 
Wers  tkler  for  me:  lore  is  for  the  froe! 

'Twe 

flash'd  always  iire 

Or  said  her 

chef 

hs  assumed  the 

deepest  dyes, 

I  BUI  n«  dallied  by  tjiis  splendid  tegf. 

I  shou 

d  b 

t  b> 

ing  dissraoc  up(«i  the  dyer. 

Whate'er  ihy  power,  and  great  it  seems  to 
Heads  bow,  knees  bend,  eyes  walch  around  a  th 

e- 

Sosu,™ 
For  n 

natu 

rt 

as  her  passion 

ehcck'd  desire; 

And  hands  obey— o 

Even  yo 

ck'd  woman  :s. 

(E 

ch                    of  ihj. 

cxx  a 

This  was  a  troth  to                m 

XXX 

Not  so  to  her  wh 
She  deem'd  her  lea            m           is 

I       rag 

ha 

whits 

Earth  being  only  in                            an     ki 

If  hearts  lay  on  the         si           th 

T 

She  hardly  knew,                      ec 

Legitimacy  i(s  born       ta 
Aware  of  llidr  due 

tks 

ug           f™ 

CXXX 

XXX 

Bnsides,  as  has  bee    sa               as 

A 

As  even  in  a  much  huniWer  lot  had  made 

A  kingdom  or  conrusion  any  nhere ; 

ch                n. 

Some  stress  upon  ihose  charms  which  seldom 

sre 

B 

H«sp 

age; 

By  the  possessors  thrown  into  the  shade  ; — 

T..., 

She  thought  hers  gave  a  double  "tight  divine,' 

And  half  of  that  opiraon's  also  mino.    ■ 

A 

cxxx. 

XXX  u 

Remember,  or  (if  you  cannot)  imapne. 

A 

rm           sa'd. 

Ye!  who  have  kept  your  ehoslily  when  youn 

. 

ds- 

•peak, 

While  some  more  desperate  dowager  hns  been  waging 

An 

Love  with  you,  and  been  in  the  dog-days  stu 

ng 

By  vour  refusal,  recoiled  her  raging ! 

B      no 

an 

Or  recollucl  all  that  was  said  or  sung 

an        vpe 

ak 

On  such  B.  subject;  then  suppose  Iho  face 

Of  a  young  downright  beauty  in  Ihb  case. 

CXXSI. 

n 

Suppose,  but  you  already  have  supposed. 

i. 

The  spouse  of  Potiiihar,  the  Lady  Booby, 

also 

them  th 

Phedra,  and  all  which  story  hRS  disclosed 

Al 

Of  good  eiamples;  pity  that  so  few  by 

PP 

rag      br  hcra. 

Poets  and  private  lulers  are  oiposcd. 

And  wo 

kso 

f  the  eame  nollery, 

bad  or  good, 

To  enueiUe — ye  youth  of  Europe- yor^  by ! 

Thoug 

h  not  aU 

born  of  the  sam 

But  when  you  have  supposed  the  few  we  know, 

s-Hcav 

en  Inows  only 

what  it  teaches. 

You  can'l  suppose  Glilbeyai'  angry  brow. 

Bulsom 

may  mend,  and  often  reaches. 

CXXXII. 

OXXXIS. 

\  tigress  rohb'd  of  young,  a  lioness. 

Her  first 

Iho 

ght 

was  to  cut  otF,  Juan's  heao; 

Or  any  interesting  beast  of  prey. 

Her  seton 

,lo 

cut  only  his-a 

quainiance ; 

Her  thir 

,to 

ask  him  where  he 

had  been  oial, 

Of  ladies  who  eannot  have  Iheir  own  wny; 

rally  him  into 

But  though  my  turn  will  not  be  served  with  lea 

Her  fifih 

eal 

her  maids  and 

go  to  bed ; 

These  don't  eiiiresa  one  half  what  I  should 

ay: 

Her  si 

lb. 

«  stab  hersalf;  her 

For  what  is  stealing  young  ones,  few  or  many. 

The  lash 

taba; — but  her  grand  res^mrco 

To  culi;>.g  sliort  their  hopes  of  having  any?    ' 

Was  to 

sit 

own 

again,  and  cry 

ofoourao 

b,  Google 
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WORKS.                          CANTO  y 

CXL. 

CXLVII. 

tihe  thought  U>  slab  hersclC,  hut  then  she  hod 

Ka 

ighness  was  a  man  of  solemn  port. 

The  dagger  close  at  hajid,  which  made  it  awkward ; 

Sh 

wl'd  to  the  nose,  and  bearded  to  tha  eyes. 

For  easleni  stays  are  litllo  made  lo  pad. 

Snatch'd  from  a  prison  lo  preside  at  court, 

So  that  a  popiard  piercea  if  'tis  Etuck  hard; 

Hi 

lately  bowstruna  brother  caused  his  rise : 

She  lho«Khl  of  kiilbig  Juan-but,  poor  lad! 

He  was  as  good  a  sovereign  of  the  sort 

Though  he  deserved  it  well  for  beiog  so  backward, 

The  cutting  otf  his  head  was  not  the  art 

Of  C 

antemir,  or  Enolles,  where  few  shme 

Most  likely  to  attain  her  aim-hia  heart. 

Save 

Solyman,  the  glory  of  tlicir  Imc.' 

CXLI. 

CXLviir. 

Juan  was  o>ovedi  he  had  msde  up  hb  mind 

To  ba  impaled,  or  quaner'd  as  a  dish 
For  dogs,  or  to  be  slaui  with  pangs  refined. 

He  went  to  mosque  in  slate,  and  said  his  prayers 

He  left  to  hiB  vizier  all  state  affairs, 

Or  Ibrowo  1o  huns,  or  made  baits  for  tish, 

And  aliow'd  but  little  royal  curioMty : 

And  thus  horoicaUy  stood  resign'd, 

I  kn 

w  not  if  he  had  domestic  cares- 

Eather  than  shi— eicepl  to  hia  own  wish : 

process  proved  connubial  anunosity , 

But  all  luB  great  preparatives  ibr  dying 

Four 

wives  and  twice  five  hundred  maida,  unoeeq. 

DisBjlved  like  enow  before  a  woman  crying. 

Wer. 

ruled  as  calmly  as  a  Christian  queen. 

CXLII. 

CXLIX. 

As  thtough  his  palms  Bob  Akbs'  valour  oozed, 

If  no 

w  and  t!,en  there  hippen'd  a  sl.ght  sl.p. 

So  Juan's  virtue  ebb'J,  I  know  not  bow; 

Li 

le  ivas  heard  of  cruiiuiaJ  or  cnine; 

And  first  he  wonder'd  why  he  had  refused ; 

The 

story  scarcely  pass'd  a  single  lip — 

And  then,  if  matters  could  be  made  up  now[ 

And  neit  Ids  savage  virtue  he  Bccused, 

Just  as  a  friar  may  aesusa  his  vqw, 

Or  as  a  dame  repents  her  of  her.oilh. 

N 

'Mhkb  mosdy  ends  in  some  smaU  breach  of  both. 

CXUII. 

So  he  began  to  stammer  some  escusea ; 

Bui  words  are  not  enough  in  such  a  matter. 

Although  jou  borrow'd  all  that  e'er  the  muses 

B 

Have  sung,  or  oven  a  dandy's  dandiest  chatter. 

Of  all  the  figures  Castlereagh  abuses  ; 

H 

JuBt  as  a  languid  smile  began  to  flatter 

Mis  peace  was  nmking,  but  before  ho  ventured 

B 

Vurlher,  old  Baha  rather  briskly  enter'd. 

CXLIV. 

-Bride  of  the  Sun!  and  Sister  of  the  MiKin!" 

('T  was  thus  he  spake)  "and  Empress  of  the  Earth! 

Whose  frown  would  put  the  spheres  all  out  of  tune. 

T 

Whose  smile  makes  all  the  planets  dance  with  mirth, 

Th 

Your  slave  brings  tidings— ho  hopes  not  loo  soon— 

T 

Which  your  sublime  attention  may  be  worth ; 

The  Sun  hunself  has  sent  me  like  a  ray 

T 

To  hhit  that  he  is  comuig  up  this  way." 

T 

CXLV. 

"  Js  it,"  eiilaun'd  Gulbeyaz,  "  as  you  say  T 

H 

Of 

B.t  Irid  ray  women  form  the  milky  way. 

T 

Hence,  my  dd  comot !  give  the  stars  due  warning — 

And,  Christian!  mmgle  with  them  as  you  may; 

W 

And,  as  you'd  have  ma  pardon  your  past  scorning — " 

.^omolinies  at  six  years  old — though  this  seems  odd. 

rtere  thoy  were  interrupted  by  a  humming 

Tis 

rue;  the  reason  Is, that  the  bashaw 

Sound,  and  men  by  a  cry,  "the  Sultan's  coming!" 

Must 

make  a  present  to  his  sire  in  law. 

CXLVI. 

CLlll. 

*u^  came  her  damsels,  a  decoroas  file, 

fliss 

ona  were  kepi  in  prison  till  they  grew 

ftnd  then  Ins  highness'  eunuchs,  black  and  whilB  , 

Of 

years  to  fill  a  bowstring  or  the  throne. 

(-ne  train  might  roach  a  quarter  of  a  mile: 

One 

r  the  other,  but  which  of  the  two 

His  majesty  was  always  so  polite 

Id  yet  be  known  unto  the  fates  atone  ; 

«a  lo  aimonnea  his  visits  a  long  while 

Mean 

time  the  education  they  went  through 

Befcro  he  came,  espeoial'y  at  night ; 

W 

IS  princely,  as  the  proofs  have  always  sliown 

(''"r  tt-img  the  last  wife  of  tho  emperor, 

She  i-(u  of  course  the  Ctuourilo  of  the  four. 

No  1 

sa  deservmg  to  be  bana'd  than  crownU 
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DON  JUAN. 


Who  oil 


'd  her  sparkling  eyes  an 


3  play'd 


"Hiese  must  seem  doubly  mindful  of  theb-  vows. 
To  save  iho  aei'X  of  their  breakiog  liank ; 

To  no  mon  are  such  cordial  greolings  ^ven 

Aa  thoso  whose  wives  have  mode  them  fit  for  heave 
CLV. 

His  highness  cast  around  his  great  hiaok  eyes, 
Aod  looking,  as  he  always  look'd,  perceived 

At  which  ho  seem'd  no  whit  surprised,  nor  grieved 

While  sUU  a  fluttering  sigh  Gulbeyaz  heaved, 
"I  seo  you've  bought  another  girl;  'tis  pily 
That  a  mere  Christian  should  be  half  so  preltj." 

CLVL 
This  compliment,  which  drew  all  eyes  upon 

The  new-boughl  virgin,  made  het  blush  and  shak 

Oh,  Mahomet !  that  his  majesty  should  take 
buch  notice  of  a  giaour,  while  scarce  to  one 

Of  them  his  lips  imperial  ever  spake! 
There  was  a  general  whisper,  toss,  and  wriggle. 
But  eiiquettB  forbade  them  all  to  giggle, 

CLVII. 
The  Turks  do  well  to  shut— at  least,  aometunes — 

The  women  up — because,  in  sad  reality, 
Their  chastity  hi  these  unhappy  climes     , 

Is  not  a  thing  of  that  astringent  quality. 

And  makes  our  snow  less  pure  than  our  moralll 
The  aun,  which  yearly  melts  tho  polar  ice, 
Has  quite  the  contrary  effect  on  rice. 

CLVHL 
Thus  far  onr  cl 

Though  not  ! 

To  slacken  sail,  and  anchor  with  our  rhyme. 
Let  this  fifth  canto  meet  with  due  applau 


milhons,  looked  ui 


iia  or  two  will  be  found  relative  to  the 
of  Londonderry,  but  written  some  time 
:eafffi.    Had  that  person's  oligarchy  died 


eNorm 


1  country.    It  is  the  first  ti 
■    England  has" 


:  indec 


;t)  who  could  not  speak  English,  and  the 
.lermined  itself  to  b«  dictated  to  in  the  Ian 
gQago  of  Mrs.  Maiaprop.  - 
Of  the  manner  of  his  death  lildeneed  be  said,  ei 
!pt  [hat  if  a  poor  radical,  such  as  Waddinglon  ( 
Watson,  had  cut  his  Ihroat,  he  would  have  been  burie 
I  a  cross-road,  with  the  usual  s 


>f  the 


a  seniimenial    suicide — he    merely  c 


dokiur  yelled  forth"  by  t! 


elegant 


tho 


<vant  of  mi 


The  si 


PREFACE 

CANTOS  vr.  VII.  vm. 


The  detallB  of  the  siege  of  Ismail  in  two  of  the  ( 
towing  cantos  (i.e.  the  Tth  and  eighth)  are  taken  fron 
French  work.enlitled  "  Histolre  de  la  Nouvelle  Russia 
Some  of  the  incidents  attributed  to  Don  Juan  res 
occurred,  particularly  the  circumstance  of  his  aav: 
the  infant,  which  was  the  actual  case  of  the  late  D 
de  Richelieu,  then  a  young  volunteer  in  the  Ruasi 
d  allerwards  the  founder  and  benefactor 


Odes; 


je  regarded  with  re 


In  thee 


iranguo  of  tho  cor 

ner  in 

over  the  Weed. 

^  body  of  the  dece 

Borthy  of  such 

CiBsar) — and  the 

s  and  alro. 

iouscantof  a 

egradedcrewofoon 

that  is  sincere 

death 

^ssalily  one  of 

vo  tlungB  by  the  lau 

)-ale 

™of  am 

idman-and  m 

10  great  Bubjecl  for  panegyric 


idhalfofitwillfeej 
ItmayatleasI 


-eland  remove  the  ashes  uf  her  Grattan  ir 
lary  of  Westminster.    Shall  the  Patriot 
3pose  by  [lie  Watber  of  Politics ! ! ! 
With  regard  to  the  objecUons  which  hai 


fiiim  Voltaire 

_ 

'■Pluslosm 

mdepravf 

esipluslesrerp 

deviennent  m 

oncroit 

egagnctenlangagece 

qu'on  a  perdi 

This  ia  the 

iailac 

ilelothadegi 

dedanJ 

hypocritical  m 

Engl.Jl 

hackneyed  ai 

d  lavi 

bed  title 

f  blasphemer-which 

1  J  Bay  bj  (he 

f™of 

Kl™l-lh 

elawsofhoms, 

itljad™ 

their  mouUn.  let  them  here  make  ll 

aFramlhisn 

mbecm 

edCiDnine.C 

CaDnieicm; 

MaiU 
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n  the  ' 

ears  of  Ummw  who  vrill  Usten — should  be  weleome  lo 
aJl  who  recollect  on  luftom  il:  maa  originally  heatowed.  ■ 

as  Mojpfeinerj,  and  so  have  heen  and  may  be  many 
who  dare  to  oppose  the  most  notorious  abuses  of  Ihe 
name  of  God  and  the  mind  of  man.  But  perseoudon 
is  not  reflitalion,  not  even  triumph  :  the  wretched  infi- 
del, as  he  is  called,  is  probably  happier  ui  his  prison 
than  the  proudest  of  hia  assailants.  With  his  opinions 
I  hive  nothing  lo  do— they  may  he  light  or  wrong— 
but  he  has  sulfered  for  them,  and  that  very  suffering 
for  consMenee  sake  will  make  more  proselytes  lo  Dasm 
IhinlheeiampleofheloroiioiiprelatesloChristi 


lo  oppres 


suits  the  wi 


Outbalance  all  Iha  Offiaars' 
fifty  for  a  quee 


■«  what  I  bad— 


if  the  adherents  to  the  classes  from  whence  those  per- 
sons sprung  shoold  abate  a  Utile  of  the  ean(  which 
crringanoflhis  double-dealing  and  false-speakinglmiB 
of  selfish  spoilers,  and— but  enough  for  tho  prese 


Ijfe  has  nought  like  i' 

And  Love's  a  god. 
Of  Earth  was  wrinklec 
Of-^iut  chronology  be 


CANTO  TI. 


■  There  is  a,  tide  in  the  affaire  of  men 
Which,  talien  at  Ihe  flood"— you  know  the  test, 

And  most  of  us  have  found  it,  now  and  then  ; 
At  least  we  think  so,  though  but  few  have  guess' 


Whose  charts  lay  i 

Net  all  Ihe  reveries  i 

With  its  strange  w 


For  that  sad  tempi 

Sultans  loo  much  abb 

r  this  sort  of  sin. 

all  with  the  wise  Roman, 

Fleroic,  stoic  Calo,  the 

senlentioua. 

Who  lent  his  lady  to 

VIII. 

I  know  Gulbeyaz  was 

eilremely  wrong ; 

I  own  -.t,  I  deplore 

i,  I  condemn  it ; 

And  so  must  tell  t 

0  Iruth,  howe'er  you  blame 

Her  reason  being  we. 

,  her  passions  strong. 

She  thought  that  her 

ord'Eheart[cvencould  she  clan 

the  fifieeo-hundredth  part 


"?.: 

Upon  all  legal  objects  of  possession. 

And  net  the  least  so  when  they  are  reli 

ed  m  her  own  way,  and  rallicr  whisk 

Which  doubles  whal  they  think  of  Ihe  tr 

IS  fi^m  out  Iho  sky,  than  not  be  fi^ie 

With  suits  and  proseculion  Ihey  hesiegc 

■o  tho  billows  when  the  breeze  is  hrisk— 

As  Ihe  tribunals  show  through  many  a 

such  a  she's  a  devil  (if  that  there  be  one), 

When  they  suspect  that  any  one  gees  sh 

would  make  full  many  a  Manichean. 
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XI. 
Now,  if  Ihls  holds  gopd  ia  a  Christian  land. 

The  heathens  also,  ihuughwiih  lesser  latitude, 
Are  apt  to  carry  lhin|;s  wilh  s  high  hand. 

And  take  what  kings  call  "  an  imposing  attitude  i 
And  tot  theu-  rights  connulual  make  a  ot^uf. 

When  their  Uege  husbands  treat  tJiem  with  ingratituitc 

The  Hgris  has  its  jealouaieH  like  Thames, 

xri. 

GulbeyM  was  Uie  Fourlh,  and  (aa  1  i 

The  favourite ;  hul  ivhal  's  favour 
Polygamy  may  well  be  held  in  dread. 

Not  only  as  a  «ii,  but  as  a  bm  .- 

WiU  BcarcBly  find  philosophy  for  u 
And  all  (except  Mahomotana)  forbca 


>id} 


s,  Uie  1 


Xlll. 


iliind,— 


Of  every  monarch,  till  they  are  consigned 
To  those  sad  hungry  jacobins,  the  wornH, 

Who  on  the  very  lofUesl  kings  have  dined,— 
His  highness  gazed  upon  Oulheya^^  eharnia, 

Eipecling  all  the  welcome  of  a  lover, 

(A  "Highland  welcome"  all  the  wide  world  over). 


Now  here  we  should  distuiguls 

;    for 

May  bok  like  what  is-neithe 

here 

They  are  put  on  as  easily 

Or  rather  bonnet,  which  the  f 

Trimm'd  either  heads  or  he 

Which  form  an  ornament,  bu 

or  heads,  Ihan  iheu  caresses 

of  the 

XV. 

A  slight  hluah,  a  soft  tremor, 

aeal 

Of  gentle  feminine  delight, 

More  i..  the  eyelids  than  the 

,Rather  to  hide  what  please 

And  apt  to  be  transferr'd  Id  the  first  huyer 
/  At  a  sad  discount ;  while  your  over  chilly 
(    Women,  on  I'  othei  hand,  seem  somewhat  silly,  - 


For  ! 


taste. 


Who  fain  wouU  have  a  mutual  flame  confess'd. 

And  see  a  sentimental  passion  glow, 
Even  were  St.  Francis'  paramour  their  guest. 

In  his  Monastic  Concubine  of  Snow;— 
In  ihort,  Iba  maiim  for  Ihe  amorous  tribe  is 
HoraUan,  "  Medio  tu  tutisBimus  ibis." 


If  fair  Gulbeyai  overdid  her  part, 

I  know  nol-it  aunceeded,  and  success 
Is  much  in  most  things,  not  Ies3  la  the  he 
,  TTinn  other  articles  of  female  dress. 
Self-love  in  man  loo  heals  all  female  art ; 
They  lie,  ivc  lie,  all  Ue,  but  love  no  loss  : 
,nd  no  one  virtue  yot,  except  starvation, 
lould  atop  that  worst  of  vices — propogatioi 


le  fallen 


Ailder 


10  just 


making  a 
I  are  paltry  thing 
XXII. 


1  doubi  i 

ant 

now 

could  make 

itwora 

'er  his  v>, 

when  at  h 

'Tis  so  s 

poaillve,  a 

lonPra 

just  clearin 
XXIV. 

gair. 

ulbeyaz  and  h 

r  W 

were  slee 

Al  least 

m— Oh  the 

inh, 

Then  wick 

liv 

lo  love  soil 

1  had- 

udge 

on  to  sigh 

or  the 

>eht 

fihegraj 

lyfor 

Its  twink 

the  lattice 

iiskf  -; 

est  their  V 

M   1 

wful 

bcd-feliow  s 

llOUl'l  » 

ak»- 
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CANTO  VI. 


y  Ihelr 


XXV. 

Tliesit  are  beneath  tlie  canopy  of  he 

Also  beneath  the  canopy  of  beds, 
K«lir-posled  and  sLIk-cur[ain'd,  whic! 

For  rich  men  and  tlieir  brides  lo 

Sno».<'    Well!  'tis  all  hap-hasard  whon  one  wed 
Oiilbeyai  was  an  empress,  but  had  been 
Perhaps  as  wretched  if  a  peasani^s  quean, 

XXVI. 
Don  Juan,  m  his  fcmmins  diagui^. 

With  all  the  damsels  In  Ihelr  long  array. 
Hod  bow'd  themselves  before  the  imperial  eyea. 

And,  at  the  usual  signal,  ta'en  thur  way 
Bach  lo  thrar  chambers,  those  long  galleries 

In  the  seta^io,  where  the  ladies  lay 
Their  delicate  limbs;   a  thousand  bosoms  there 
Beating  for  love,  as  the  caged  bird's  for  aif. 

XXVII. 
I  love  the  SCI,  and  sometimes  would  reverse 

The  tyrant's  wish  "  that  mankind  only  had 
One  neck,  whicli  he  with  one  fell  stroke  might  pierce ; 

Mf  wish  is  quite  as  wide,  hut  not  so  bad. 


Their 


iLnd  though  he  certainly  ran  many  risks. 
Vet  he  could  not  at  limes  keep  by  the  wa 

[Allhough  the  consequences  of  such  frisks 
Are  worse  than  the  worst  damages  men  pi 


S^ill  h«  tbrgot  not  his  disguise: — along 

,The  galleries'  from  room  to  room  Ihey  nalk'd, 
A  virgin-like  and  edifying  throng, 


"the  Mother  of  the  Maids.' 
XXXI. 


Go  Caiitemu'  can  toU  you,  or  De  Tolt: 

Her  office  was  lo  keep  aloof  or  smother 
All  bad  propensities  in  tiflfen  hitndred 
IToung  ifomen,  and  vorred  them  when  they  blun 


SXXII. 

I  goodly  sinecure,  nn  doubt  I  but  made 
More  easy  by  Che  absence  of  dl  men 

Ijcept  his  JMajesly,  who,  with  her  aid. 
And  guards,  and  bolts,  and  walls,  aj^d  now  axtA  then 

L  slight  example,  just  to  cast  a  shade 
Along  the  rest,  contrived  to  keep  this  den 


Where 


an  Itali 


.ve,  alas 


Could  you  ask  s 

rh    r, 

question  ?-bi 

Continue.    As  I  sa 
Of  ladies  of  all  e 

d,  ih 

B  goodly  row 

Like  water-lLies 

ith 

lately  march  a 

Or  rather  lake— for 

TiUa 

da  not  tun  all 

great  us 


When  freed 
After  aU),  or  like  Iris 

Their  guimls  being  gone,  and,  as  it  were,  a 
Eslablish'd  between  them  and  bondage,  they 
Began  to  sing,  dance,  chatter,  smLe,  and  play. 
XXXV. 


n  the  I 
air,  her  eve 


■y  thing: 


d  that 


XXXVI. 

But  no  one  doubted,  on  the  whole,  thai  she 

And  fresh,  and  "beautiful  esceedingly," 
Who  vrilh  the  brightest  Georgians  might  compars. 

They  wondet'd  how  Gulbeyai  tflo  eould  be 
So  silly  as  to  buy  slaves  who  might  share 

(If  that  his  Highness  wearied  of  his  bride) 

Her  throne  and  power,  and  every  thing  beside. 
XXXVII. 

Although  her  beauty  was  enough  to  vex. 
After  iho  first  mvestigaling  view,       ^ 

ITiey  all  found  out  as  few,  or  fewer,  specks. 

I  the  fair  form  of  thtir  companion  new, 

tlian  is  the  custom  of  the  genlls  set, 
When  ihey  survey,  with  ChriBtiaii  eyes  or  Heathen, 

XXXVIII. 

knd  yet  they  had  Ihcir  Uttje  jealousies. 
Like  all  the  rost;  but  upon  this  occasion, 

Whether  there  are  st(eh  things  as  sympathies 
Without  our  knowledge  or  our  approbation, 

Although  they  could  not  see  Ihraogh  his  disguiso, 
AU  felt  a  soft  kind  of  concatenatioo. 


by  Google 
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CANTO  VI. 

XXXIX. 

Bui  certain  'lis,  they  all  fell  for  their nev 

Cempanion  fiomething  newer  eiiEi,  as  ^t  w 
A  Een^mcntal  rtiendship  through  and  thn 

EKtremely  pure,  which  laade  them  ^ 
Id  wishing  her  tliur  sister,  save  a  lew 

Who  wish'd  Ihey  had  a  brother  just  like  her, 
Whom,  if  They  were  at  homo  in  sweet  Circassia, 
They  would  prefer  to  Padisha  or  Pacha. 

XL. 
Of  those  who  had  most  genius  for  this  son 

Of  sentimental  ftiendship,  there  were  tlirce, 
Lolah,  Katinlia,  and  Dudh;— in  short, 

(To  save  descti|iUon),  fau'  as  fair  can  t>e 
Were  they,  according  to  Iho  best  report. 

Though  differing  in  stature  and  degree. 
And  clime  and  fane,  and  country  and  complexion ; 
They  all  aiilie  adnured  iheir  new  connexion. 

XU. 
Lolahwas  dusk  as  India,  and  as  warm; 

Kalinka  was  a  Georgian,  white  and  red, 
Wiiii  great  blue  eyes,  a  lovely  band  and  arm. 

But  rather  skim  the  earth  ;  while  Daih's  form 

LookM  more  adapted  to  be  put  to  bed. 
Being  somewhat  large  and  languishing  and  lazy, 
Tat  of  a  beauty  thai  would  drive  you  crazy. 

XLII. 
A  kind  of  sleepy  Venus  seem'd  Dudii, 

Who  gazed  upon  her  cheek's  trunacendenl  hue. 
Her  Attic  forehead,  and  her  Fhidian  nose: 

Few  angles  were  there  m  her  form,  'tis  ttue. 
Thinner  she  might  have  been,  and  yet  scarce  losi 

7et,  afler  all,  't'would  puzzle  to  say  where 

It  would  not  spoil  some  separate  charm  to  pars. 
XLIII. 

She  was  not  violently  lively,  but 

Stole  on  your  spirit  like  a  May-day  breaking ; 

They  put  beholders  m  a  tender  taking; 
She  look'd  (this  simile's  quite  new)  just  cut 

From  mariile,  like  Pygmalion's  statue  waking. 
The  mfirta.1  and  the  marble  stilt  at  strife. 
And  timidly  expanding  into  iif 
XLIV. 
Lolah  demanded  the  new  dsju  me — ■ 


rery  couch  is  occupied;  you'bn 
ParlaHe  of  mine ;  but  by  to-morrow  earl 
We  will  have  all  things  settled  fbr  you 

XL  VII. 
fjere  Lolah  interposed — "Manuua,  you 

That  any  body  should  disturb  you ; 


Th;o  you  would  make  the  half  of;— don't  say  no. 
And  1  of  your  young  charge  will  take  due  eare." 
ut  here  Kaimka  interfered  and  ssjd, 
«  She  also  had  compassion  and  a'  bed." 

XLVm. 
Besides,  I  bate  to  sleep  alone,"  quoth  she. 

-    !  "Whyao7"— "For  fear  o 


KatinI 


-"Butwl 


Hhbelwijrt  Egypt  and  T 

XLV, 
amd  nothing,  but  sat  down  beside 


And,  loolung  at  her  stedfas 

Aa  if  she  pitied  her  for 
A  pretty  St 


XLVI. 

!ut  here  Ilie  Mother  of  the  Maids  drew  near, 
Whh  "Ladies,  it  is  liuie  to  go  to  rest. 


Your  1 


mug  h; 


e  Juani 


ilenderi 


Replied 


ghosl 


atinka;  " 


orr. 

Liebres,G 

iaours. 

ndGlnns,andGoul9 

in  host!,' 

rh-ris 

d,  "  Kp 

Ibar, 

dreams 

would  be  but  few. 

XT.TV, 

'You, 

,0lRb,  , 

inue  still  to  lie 

Alon 

,  for  re 

leh  don't  mslter; 

I'he  aa 

me,Katmka,un 

11  by  and  by; 

inna  with  Dudi3, 

-Vho's 

quiet,  m 

olteosiv 

,  «lent,  shy. 

And 

-ill  not 

[  chatter  the  night 

through. 

— Dudti  said  nothi 

Met  tal 

eot  the 

L. 

Int  sh 

p  and  kiss'd  the  matron's 

Hetw 

een  the 

nd  Lolah  on  both 

hecks, 

{•.nnk 

dwith 

B  gentle  bow 

oRifher 

used  by  Turks  nor 

Jreeks), 

^he  to 

k  Juan 

1  hyi 

e  hand  to  show 

Their  place 

frest. 

nd  leA  (o  both  the 

r  piques. 

dii,though  they  held  theit  tongues  from  defore 


a  spac] 


ir  (Oda  . 


The  Turkish  title),  end  ranged  round  (he  wall 
Vere  couches,  toilets — and  mucil  more  than  this 
[  might  describe,  as  I  have  seen  it  all, 

'Twas  on  the  whole  a  nobly  fumish'd  hell, 
"'ith  all  things  ladies 


And  e' 


1  thosi 


Dudii,  a 


has  been  siud.waii  a  sweet  create 
7  dashing,  but  exliemely  winning. 
With  the  most  regulated  charms  of  feature. 
Which  pamters  cannot  eateh  like  faecB  s 


Which 


n  the  bi 
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Lnr. 

LX. 

But  shetvaen  son  kndsc^  of  mild  e^rA, 

In  petfecl  innocence  she  then  unmade 

Where  nil  was  barmnnj  and  calm  aud  quiet. 

Her  toilet,  which  cost  tit[!e,rar  she  was 

LuiuriauL,  budding;  cheerful  without  mirtli, 

A  child  of  nature,  carelessly  array'd ; 

Which,  ir  not  happiness,  is  much  more  nigh  It 

If  fond  of  a  chance  ogle  «  her  glass. 

Than  are  your  mighty  pnssions  and  so  forth, 

Twas  like  the  fawn  which  in  Ihe  lake  disphy'^l 

Whidi  some  call "  the  8uhU«io :"  I  ivish  they 'd  try  il: 

Beholds  her  0         hy  h  d                        ss 

I  've  seen  your  slorniy  seas  and  stormy  wamen, 

When  first  she    tarts  and    1       n-    ras        p    p 

And  piiy  lovers  taihet  more  ihan  Eeanicn. 

Admiring  this  ne     na    a    f  th    d    p 

LIV. 

hxi 

Bin  she  was  pensivo  mora  than  melancholy. 

And  one  by  one  h             les    f  d  ess 

And  eerious  more  than  pensi™,  and  serene. 

Were  laid  asid      bu           b  f        h      ff    d 

It  may  be,  more  than  eithor-not  unholy 

Hei  aid  to  fair  J  an        wh               ss 

Her  thoughts,  al  least  till  novf,  appear  to  have  hcen. 

Of  modcEty  deh         hasisan      plTd— 

ITio  strangeal  Ihing  was,  beauteous,  sho  was  wholly 

Which  pass'd  well    If-        h          Id  d          i 

Unconscious,  albeil  lum'd  of  quick  seventeen, 

Though  by  Ibi    p      ess      h         h         ff 

That  she  was  fair,  or  dark,  or  short,  or  tail ; 

Pricking  her  fing            h   !           ur    d  p 

She  never  Ihoflght  about  herself  at  all. 

Which  surely  we                 d  f       ur  sm  — 

LV. 

LXil 

And  therefore  was  she  kind  and  gentle  as 

Making  a  woma    b          pore  pm 

The  Age  of  Gold  (^vhen  gold  was  yet  unknown. 

Not  to  be  rashly        hd      B          Urn        d      d. 

Oh  ye!  whose  f           is,                   w      m 

In  early  youth                    lad       majd  — 

"  Lucua  a  nm  Lucendo,"  no(  vvbal  was. 

I  did  my  very  boyish  best         b 

But  what™*  ml;  a  sort  of  style  Ihal's  grown 

In  tricking  he           f                q        d 

EJiremely  common  in  this  age,  whose  melal 

The  pins  were  p       d      3i        lb        ot 

Thedevil  may  decompose  bui  never  senle: 

Stuck  all  eiactly  m    h     p    p       p 

LVf. 

Lxni. 

But  these  are  foolish  things  to  all  the  wiso- 

Which  was  a  mblurc  of  all  tnelals,  but 

And  I  bve  Wisdom  more  than  she  loves  me; 

My  tendency  is  la  philosophize 

On  most  things,  from  a  tyrant  to  a  tree ; 

It  sooner  for  the  soul  of  me,  and  class 

My  faults  even  wilh  your  own !  which  meanetli,  put 

A  kind  construction  upon  thorn  and  me ; 

Our  vhimale  existence?  what's  our  present? 

But  Ihal  you  won't— then  don'l— I  am  not  less  free. 

Are  questions  answerless,  and  yot  incessant. 

LVIl. 

LXIV. 

'TIS  time  WB  should  return  to  plain  narration. 

There  was  deep  silence  in  the  chamber;  dim 

And  thus  my  narrative  proceeds  :—Dudil 

And  distant  from  each  other  burn'd  the  lights. 

Ami  Slumber  hovar'd  o'er  each  lovely  hmh 

Show'd  Juan,  or  Joanna,  through  and  through 

or  the  fair  occupants:  if  there  be  sprites. 

This  labyrinth  of  femalea,  and  each  station 

■    By  way  of  change  from  their  sepulchral  sites, 

r  have  b.it  one  simile,  and  that's  a  blunder, 

Fur  wordless  women,  which  b  silent  thunder. 

LVIII. 

LXV. 

And  next  she  gave  her  (I  say  W,  because 

Many  and  beau^ful  lay  those  around. 

The  gender  still  was  epicene,  al  least 

Like  flowers  of  different  hue  and  clime  and  rw 

In  outward  show,  which  ia  a  saving  clause) 

In  soma  eiolic  garden  sometimes  found. 

An  outline  of  the  customs  of  the  East, 

With  cost  and  care  and  warmth  mduced  to  shoot 

Wilh  all  their  chaste  integritj  of  laws. 

One,  wilh  her  auburn  tresses  lightly  bound. 

By  which  the  mor^  a  haram  is  increased. 

And  fair  brows  gently  drooping,  as  the  fruit 

The  stricler  doubtless  grow  Ihe  vestal  duties 

Nods  from  the  tree,  was  stunVbcring  with  soil  brea 

And  lips  apart,  which  show'd  Ihe  pearls  benealli. 

LIX. 

LXVI. 

AliJ  then  she  gave  Jnanna  a  chaste  kiss: 

One,  with  her  llush'd  eheek  laid  on  her  white  am 

DuJiS  was  fond  of  kisshig-whieh  I'm  sure  , 

And  raven  ringlets  gathor'd  in  dark  crowd 

That  nobody  car.  ever  take  amiss. 

Above  hor  brow,  lay  dreaming  sod  and  warm  ; 

Beci.<uie  'lis  pleasant,  so  that  it  be  pure, 

And,  smiluig  through  ,her  dream,  ta  (brough  a  clou 

And  between  fpinales  means  nc  more  than  ihis— 

The  moon  breaks,  half  unveil'd  each  further  charn 

TliOt  the)  hp™  nothing  belter  near.or  nowar. 

As,  sliahtly  slirrinj;  In  lier  snowy  shroud. 

»  Kiss  "  rnymes  to  "  bliss  "  in  fact  as  well  as  verse- 

Her  beauties  seized  the  unconscious  hour  of  n^in 

*<sh  it  never  led  to  somethmg  worse. 

All  bashfully  tu  struggle  into  lighu 
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LXVIL 

LXXIV. 

fhia  is  no  bull,  although  it  sooai^  eo  ;  Gir 

'T  WDs  liighl, but  there  were  lamps,  as  hath  faeon  Eaid. 

Which,  as  ail  spoke  at  once,  and  more  than  one* 

A  third's  all-pallid  aspect  oBer'd  mora 

The  traits  of  sleeping  Sorrow,  and  belny'd 

Alike  mi^t  puzzle  either  wit  or  dunce 

Through  the  heaved  breast  Ihe  dream  of  some  fer  shore 

To  answer  in  a  very  clear  oration. 

Beloved  snd  deplored:  while  riowly  straj'd 

Dudh  had  never  pass'd  for  wanting  sense. 

(As  night  dew,  on  a  cypress  g1  it  toting,  tnnges 

But,  being  "no  oralor,aB  Brutus  is,'* 

The  black  bough)  tear-drops  Ih™'  her  eyes'  dark  fringes. 

Lxviir. 

LXXV. 

A  fourth,  as  marble,  atitge-liko  and  stiU, 

At  length  she  s^,  that,  in  a  slumber  sound. 

She  dream'd  a  dream  of  walking  in  a  wood— 

W}iile,  eold,  and  pure,  as  looks  a  frozen  rill. 

A  "wood  obscure,"  hke  thai  where  Dante  found' 

Himself  in  at  the  age  when  all  grow  good ; 

Or  Lot's  wife  done  m  salty-or  what  you  nil!;— 

Life's  half- vray  house,  where  dames  with  virtue  crown'd 

My  aimlles  are  gather'd  ui  a  heofi. 

Run  much  less  risk  of  lovers  turning  rude;— 

So  pick  and  choose — perhaps  you  '11  he  content 

And  that  Ibis  wood  was  full  of  pleasant  fruits. 

With  a  carved  lady  on  a  monument 

And  trees  of  goodly  growth  and  spreading  mots ; 

Lxrx 

LXXVI. 

And  lo!   a  fifth  appears,— and  what  »  she? 

And  in  the  midst  a  golden  apple  grew, — 

A  lady  of  "  a  certain  age,"  which  means 

A  most  prodigious  pippm-but  il  hung 

Certainly  aged — what  her  years  might  be 

Rather  loo  high  and  distant!   ihal  she  Ihrev) 

I  know  not,  never  counting  past  their  leetlB ; 

Her  glances  on  it,  and  then,  longing.  Hung 

Bui  there  she  slept,  not  quite  so  fair  lo  see 

Stones,  and  whatever  she  could  pick  up,  to 

As  ere  that  awful  penod  intervenes, 

Bring  down  the  fruit,  which  slitl  perversely  clung 

Which  lays  both  men  and  women  on  the  shelf, 

To  its  own  bough,  and  dangled  yd  ui  sight. 

To  meditate  upon  their  sma  and  self. 

But  always  at  a  most  provokmg  height;— 

LSX. 

LXXVII. 

But  all  this  lime  how  slept  or  dretmi'd  Dudft, 

Thai  on  a  sudden,  when  she  least  had  hope. 

With  strict  inquiry  I  could  ne'er  discover. 

It  fell  down  of  its  own  accord,  before 

And  scorn  to  add  a  sellable  untrue;    ' 

Her  feet ;   that  ber  first  movement  was  to  stoop 

But  ete  Ihe  middle  walch  was  hardly  over,     . 

And  pick  it  up,  and  bite  it  to  the  core ; 

Just  when  Ihe  fading  lamps  waned  dim  and  blue. 

That  just  as  her  joimg  lip  began  to  ope 

Upon  the  golden  fruit  the  vision  bore, 

To  those  who  like  their  company,  about 

■Hie  apartment,  on  a  sudden  she  scream'd  out: 

And  so — she  awoke  with  a  great  scream  and  start. 

LXX[. 

LXKVIll. 

And  that  so  loudly,  that  upstarted  all 

All  this  she  told  with  some  confusion  and 

The  Oda,  in  a  general  commotion : 

Dismay,  the  usual  consequence  of  dreams 

Matron  and  maids,  and  those  whom  you  may  call 

Of  the  unpleasant  kind,  with  none  at  hand 

Neither,  oamo  crowding  hke  the  waves  of  ocean, 

To  expound  th<»r  vdn  azid  visionary  gleams. 

One  on  the  other,  throughout  the  whole  hall. 

I've  known  some  odd  ones  which  seem'd  really  plann'c 

AH  trembling,  wondering,  without  the  least  notion, 

Prophetically,  or  thai  which  one  deems 

More  Iban  I  have  myself,  of  what  could  make 

"  A  strange  coincidence,"  to  uso  a  phrase 

By  which  such  things  are  settled  nov.'-a-days. 

LXXII. 

LXXIX. 

But  wide  a^rake  she  was,  and  round  her  bed. 

The  damsels,  who  had  thoughts  of  some  great  harm. 

With  floating  draperies  and  with  flying  hair. 

With  eager  eyes,  and  light  but  hurtied  tread. 

To  scold  a  little  at  the  false  alarm 

And  bosoms,  arms,  and  ancles  glancing  bare. 

That  broke  for  nothing  on  Iheir  sleeping  ear. 

And  blight  as  any  meteor  ever  bred 

The  matron  too  was  wrolh  to  leave  her  warm 

By  Ihe  North  Pole,-they  sought  her  cause  of  care, 

Bed  for  the  dream  she  had  been  obliged  to  he-u. 

For  she  seem'd  agitated,  flush'd,  and  frighten'd. 

And  chafed  at  poor  Dudi,  who  only  sigh'd. 

Her  eye  dilated  and. her  colour  heighten'd. 

And  said  thai  she  was  sorry  she  had  cried. 

LXXUI. 

LXXX. 

But  what  la  strange — and  a  strong  proof  how  great 

"I've  heard  of  sloriea  of  a  cock  and  bull; 

A  blessing  is  sound  sleep,  Juanna  \iy 

But  visions  of  an  apple  and  a  bee. 

To  lake  us  from  our  natural  rest,  and  pull 

The  whole  Oda  from  Iheir  beds  at  half-pasl  tbrs-. 

Hot  all  the  elammir  broke  her  happy  slate 

Would  make  us  Ibink  the  moon  Is  at  its  full. 

Of  slumber,  ere  they  shook  her, — so  they  say. 

You  surely  are  unwell,  chiU !   we  must  sec- 

At  least, — and  then  she  loo  unclosed  her  eyes. 

To-morrow,  what  his  hlghness's  physjcwn 

And  yawn'd  a  good  deal  wilii  discreet  surpnse. 

Will  say  lo  this  hysteric  of  a  visum. 
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CANTO  VI 


LXXSI. 

Lxxxvm. 

'And  poor  Juanna,  (oo!  the  child's  lirst  night 

Wilhiil  these  walls,  to  be  bwke  in  upon 

If  people  would  but  see  its  real  drift;— 

With  eueh  aclamour-I  had  thought  it  right 

But  that  they  will  not  do  without  suspicion. 

Thai  Ihe  jQung  stranger  should  not  lie  alone. 

Because  all  gentle  readers  have  the  gift 

And,  ae  the  quietest  of  all,  she  might 

Of  closing  'gainst  the  light  their  orbs  of  viaon; 

With  yoi,  Dudii,  a  good  night's  rest  have  knownj 

While  gentle  writers  also  love  to  hfl 

But  now  1  must  transfer  her  to  the  charge 

Thtjr  vfflcas  'gunsl  each  otjier,  which  is  natural— 

The  numbers  are  too  great  fot  them  to  flatter  aQ. 

Lxxxn. 

LXXXIX. 

BosB  Ihe  sultana  from  a  bed  of  splendour, — 

But  poor  Dudii,  with  large  drops  in  her  onn, 

Softer  than  the  soft  Sybarite's,  who  cried 

ftesulling  from  the  scolding  or  the  tIhoh, 

Aloud  because  his  feelings  were  too  tender 

Implored  that  present  pardon  might  bo  shown 

To  brook  a  ruffled  rose-leaf  by  bis  side,— 

Pot  this  first  fault,  and  that  on  no  condition 

So  beautiful  that  art  couU  little  mend  her. 

(She  [uliled  in  a  sofi:  and  piteous  lone), 

Though  pale  with  conflicts  between  love  and  pride:- 

Juanna  should  be  taken  from  her,  and 

So  agitated  was  she  with  her  error. 

Her  future  drsams  should  all  be  kept  in  hand. 

She  did  not  even  look  into  the  mirror. 

LSXXIII. 

xc. 

She  promised  novor  more  to  have  a  dream. 

Also  arose  about  the  self-same  time, 

At  leo.^  to  dream  so  loudly  as  just  now  ; 

Perhaps  a  little  later,  her  great  lord. 

She  wonder'd  at  herself  how  she  could  scream— 

'T  was  ibolsb,  nervous,  as  she  must  allow. 

And  of  a  wife  by  whom  he  was  abhorr-di 

A  fond  hallucination,  and  a  theme 

A  thing  of  much  less  import  m  that  clime— 

At  least  to  those  of  incomes  which  afford 

And  begg'd  ihey  woidd  excuse  her ;  she  'd  get  over 

The  filling  up  their  whole  connubial  cargo— 

This  wealinesB  in  a  few  hours,  and  recover. 

Than  where  two  wives  are  under  an  embargo. 

LXKXIV. 

SCI. 

He  did  not  thuik  much  on  the  matter,  nor 

And  B^d  the  fait  herself  ejlremely  well 

Indeed  on  any  other:   as  a  man, 

Where  she  then  was,  as  her  sound  sleep  disclosed 

Ho  liked  to  have  a  handsome  paramour 

When  all  around  rang  like  a  tocsin-bell: 

At  hand,  as  one  may  like  to  have  a  fan. 

She  did  not  find  herself  the  least  disposed 

And  therefore  of  Circassians  had  good  store. 

To  quit  her  gentle  partner,  and  to  dwell 

Apart  from  one  who  had  no  sin  to  show. 

Though  an  unusual  fit  of  love,  or  duty. 

Had  made  him  lately  bask  in  bis  bride's  beauty. 

LXXXV. 

XCII, 

As  thus  Juanna  spohe,  Dudli  turn'd  romid; 

And  hid  her  face  witUn  Juanna's  breast; 

Exacted  by  the  customs  of  Ibe  East, 

Her  neck  alone  was  seen,  but  that  was  found 

And  prayers,  and  other  pious  evolutions. 

The  colour  of  a  budding  rose's  crest. 

He  drank  six  cups  of  coffee  at  the  least. 

I  can't  leU  why  she  blush'd,  nor  can  expound 

The  mystery  nf  this  rupture  of  their  rest ; 

In  Catherine's  reign,  whom  glory  still  adores 

Are  true  as  truth  has  ever  been  of  late. 

As  greatest  of  all  sovereigns  and  w s. 

LXXXVI. 

XCUI. 

And  BO  good  night  to  them.-or.  if  you  wiU, 

Good  morrow— for  the  cock  had  crown,  and  light 

Her  son's  son,  let  not  this  last  phrase  offend 

Befan  to  clothe  Bach  Asiatic  hill. 

Thine  ear.lf  it  should  reach,— sad.  now  rhymes  wand 

And  the  mosque  orescent  struggled  into  sight 

Of  the  long  caravan,  which  in  (he  chilt 

Of  dewy  dawn  wound  slowly  round  each  height 

Of  murmuring  Liberty's  wide  waves,  which  hlei 

That  stretches  to  the  alonybeh  which  girds 

■nieir  roar  even  with  the  Baltic's,— so  you  be 

Alia,  where  Kaff  looks  down  upon  the  Kurds, 

Your  father's  eon,  't  is  quite  enough  for  me. 

LXXXYII. 

XCIV. 

With  me  first  ray,  or  rather  gray  of  morn. 

Their  mothers  as  the  antipodes  of  Timon, 

As  Passion  rises,  with  its  bosom  worn. 

That  hater  of  mankmd,  would  he  a  shame, 

Array'd  herself  with  mantle,  gem,  and  veil ; 

A  libel,  or  whate'er  you  please  to  rhyme  on  ■ 

UhvJi  Pablo  places  In  her  breast  of  wail. 

And  if  one  lady's  sUp  could  leave  a  crime  on 

Is  lighter  fe  of  heart  and  voice  than  those 

All  generations,  I  should  like  to  know 

Whosa  beadloni!  passions  lorm  their  proper  woes. 

What  pedigree  the  best  w'ould  have  to  show? 
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CXUI. 

"The  Georgian  and  her  paramour,"  roplied 

The  imperi&l  bride—and  added,  "I^t  the  boat 
Be  ready  by  the  secret  portal's  side : 

You  know  the  rest."  The  words  stuck  m  her  throat, 
Despite  her  injured  love  and  fiery  pride; 

And  of  this  Baba  willingly  took  note. 
And  hegf'd,  hy  every  hair  of  Mahomet's  beard, 
She  would  reioke  the  order  he  had  heard. 

CXIV. 
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II. 

X 

A-^a  fiiirh  xs  Ih^  are,  such  my  present  Isle  M, 

The      rtress                   sm                         ed 

A  noii-descript  and  oier-iarjing  rhyme, 

Up            D                                    nd 

With             ga 

Which  (iBflhes  o'er  a  waste  and  Ley  clime. 

Bu                                              mo 

When  «e  kno.v  what  all  are,  we  mual  bew^l  us. 

But  nc'ertheless,  I  hope  it  is  no  crimo 

To  l-ngh  at  oH  things;  for  I  wish  to  luiow 

fri«l,  after  M,  «-e  ull  things-but  a  >ka-l 

And  m        res                                    sa 

III. 

X. 

They  accuse  me~nie-tho  present  writer  of 

With              It 

The  present  poem,  of-I  know  not  what,— 

Ab. 

A  lendency  to  underrate  and  booIT 

Upon                                                              n. 

At  human  power  and  virtue,  and  all  that ; 

Commands  the  city,  and     pan 

And  this  Ihey  say  in  language  rather  rough. 

A  Greek  had  raised  around       a  eo  aton 

Good  God  1  I  wonder  nhal  they  would  be  at  1 

A  quantity  of  paHsadea  up  gh 

1  say  no  more  than  has  been  said  in  Dante's 

Sa  placed  as  to  impsdt  the  li  e        ih    e 

Verse,  and  by  Solomon,  and  by  Cervantes  j 

Who  held  the  place,  and  to  OK      Ih    foes 

IV. 

XI. 

By  Swin,  by  Mttchiavel,  by  Rnehcroticauli, 

By  Fonelon,  by  I.uthor,  and  by  Plato ; 

Uf  llie  high  talents  of  this  ne>v  Vauban; 

By  Tillotaon,  and  Wesley,  and  RoiiBseau, 

But  the  town  ditch  below  was  deep  as  ocean. 

Who  knew  liiis  life  was  not  worth  a  potato. 

The  rampart  higher  than  you  'd  wish  to  hang ! 

Tls  not  their  feuli.iKir  mine,  if  this  be  sc- 

But  then  there  was  a  great  want  of  precaution. 

For  my  part,  I  pretend  not  to  be  Cato, 

(Prithee,  e:<euse  this  engineering  .lang). 

Sor  even  Diogenes.— We  live  and  die. 

Sot  work  advanced,  nor  covor'd  way  was  there, 

But  which  is  best,  you  know  no  more  tbm  I. 

V. 

xn. 

Socrates  eaid,  our  only  knowledge  was. 

But  a  atone  bastion,  wiih  a  narrow  gorge. 

"To  know  that  nothing  could  be  known ;"  a  pleasant 

And  walla  aa  thick  aa  most  skulls  born  as  yet ; 

Science  enough,  which  1      1   lo 

Case-mated  one,and  't  other  a  "barbette," 

Newton  (thai  proverb  ohm 

Of  Danube's  bank  took  forniiddilB  charge; 

Declared,  with  »U  bis  gra                    es       cnf. 

That  he  himself  felt  on 

Rose  o'er  the  town's  right  side,  in  bristling  tier, 

Picking  up  shells  by  the  gr       ocea           ih 

Forty  feet  high,  upon  a  cavalier. 

V 

XIII. 

E:cclesiastes  said,  that  a 

But  from  the  river  the  town's  open  ^nile, 

Moat  modern  preachers  eay  the  same,  or  show  it 

Because  the  Turks  could  never  be  persuaded 

By  their  eiampW  of  true  Christianity ; 

A  Russian  vessel  o'er  would  heave  in  sight ; 

In  short,  all  know,  or  very  soon  may  know  it  i 

And  such  their  creed  waa,  till  iliey  were  invadeu. 

And  in  this  seeoe  of  all-confessM  inanity. 

When  it  grew  rather  lata  to  set  things  right. 

By  saint,  by  sage,  by  preacher,  and  by  poet. 

But  as  the  Danube  could  not  well  ha  waded. 

Must  I  restrain  me,  through  the  fear  of  strife, 

They  look'd  upon  the  Muscovite  flotdla. 

And  only  shouted,  "Alia!"  and  "BiaMLlah!" 

VII. 

XIT. 

Dogs,  or  men  !  (for  I  flatter  you  in  saying 

The  Russians  now  were  ready  lo  attack  i 

Tuat  ye  are  doga-your  belters  far)  ye  may 

But  oh,  ye  goddesses  of  war  and  glory  ! 

Read,  or  read  not,  what  !  am  now  essaying 

How  shall  1  spell  the  name  of  each  Cossack 

To  show  ys  what  ye  are  in  every  way. 

Who  were  immnrlttl,  could  one  tell  their  story? 

As  little  as  the  moon  slops  for  the  baying 

Alas!  what  to  their  memory  can  lack? 

Of  wolves,  will  the  bright  Muse  withdraw  one  ray 

Achilles  self  was  not  mote  grim  and  gory 

Troni  out  her  skies;— then  ho«-l  ym»  idle  wrath  I 

Than  thousands  pf  this  new  and  poHsh'd  nation, 

Whdo  she  still  silvers  o'er  your  gloomy  path. 

vin. 

XV. 

"  Fierce  loves  and  faithless  wars"— 1  am  not  sure 

Still  I'n  record  a  few,  if  bul  W  bierease 

If  t^ia  be  the  right  roading-'tia  no  matter; 

The  fact's  about  the  same  j  I  am  secure  ;- 

Meknop,  Serge  Lwdw,  Arsoniew  of  modem  Greece, 

I  sing  them  both,  and  am  about  t.,  batter 

A  town  wbidi  did  a  fumous  siege  endure. 

And  miire  might  he  found  out,  if  1  could  p.ike  enough 

By  Suvaroir.or  angiice  Suwarrow, 

Into  gazettes;  but  Fame  (capric^jus  il'umpet!) 

Who  -uived  blood  as  an  alilerman  loves  marrow. 

Il  seems,  baa  got  in  iar  as  well  as  ttumuet. 
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And  csnnol  tunc  Uiosa  discords  of  narralio 

Which  majba  names  at.  Moscow,  inl3  rl 

Yel  IheiB  were  several  worth  eomnicmorad 

Soft  words  too,  fiUed  for  iho  peroralioo 

or  Londondony,  drawling  agamst  limCi 
Ending  in  "iH:hsl£ifl,".'^oiisd(inj*^^iftslfchy," 
or  whom  we  can  inserl  but  Rousaoiouski, 


The  Rivsians,  havi 


Out  of  Iji< 
And  no  n 


roper  men  of  weapons,  as  e'er  scoff' 
linU  a  foe,  or  ran  a  saijre  tliroiigh  : 
[liey  for  Mahomet  or  Mufti, 


^dy>. 


■e  been  i 


d  grown 


XVIII. 

Then  there  were  foreigners  of  much  reno 
or  various  nations,  and  aU  volnnleers  ,' 

Not  fi(^ling  for  their  country  or  ils  Mown 
But  wishing  to  be  one  day  bi^godzcrs ; 

Also  la  hive  the  saokiri^  of  "  town — 
A  pleasant  thing  lo  young  men  at  their 

'JMongst  them  were  several  Englishmen  oi 

Sixteen  csU'd  Thompson,  and  nineteon  nan 


Had  he 

tn  catrd 

Jemmy,' 

nft^r 

ho  greal  bard 

1  don't  kn 

ow  whelhe 

r  they  had  arm 

Bui  BUC 

1  a  godfather's  as 

«ood 

card. 

Tli«B  of  the  Smiths 

were  Pe 

ut  the  best 

them  al 

harJ  bio 

Was  he.s 

mvo'd  " 

At  Haliliu 

,"  but  no 

XX. 

ed  the 

Tartars. 

The  rest  were  Jacks 

and  Wins  and  Bilk; 

Bui  whe 

n  I've  ac 

cd  Lbat 

le  ri. 

er  Jack  Smith 

Was  bom 

in  Cumberland  am 

hills, 

And  til 

iiisfath 

honest  bladtsmUh, 

i\8  said  all  /know 

nlha 

fiUs    . 

Throe  lii 

lesoflhed 

r  Moldav 

a's  waste 

He  foil,  in 

unortal  in 

a  bulleti 
XXI. 

although  Mars  no  ■ 

onbt's 

amdl 

Maymakr 

up  for  a 

buOcl  m 

his  bo 

yi 

Kccanse,  thou^i  T  am  but  a  simple  noddy, 

I  Ihink  ona  Shakspearo  puts  the  same  thought  i 
The  moulh  of  some  one  in  his  plays  so  doatmg, 
Which  many  people  pass  for  wils  by  quoting. 

XXII. 
ITiol  tliere  were  Frenchmen,  gallant,  young,  and  gaj 

fhwr  gallic  names  upon  a  glonous  day ; 

Uf  trnlh; — s»ch  tiulhs  are  treason;  they  betray 

Thar  country,  and,  as  traitors  are  abhorr'd, 

VV'no  ntune  tlu!  FVench  and  Engtish,  savo  lo  show 

■low  poBce  should  make  JohnBuUthe  Frenciiman's  Ibi 


'  souls  nught  he  undone. 


To  allack  the  Turk's  flotilla,  which  lay  nigh, 
EiUrcmely  tranquil,  anchoc'd  ut  its  slaliun : 

Bui  a  third  nxolivo  was  as  probably 
To  frighten  them  into  capitulation  ; 

A  phaniasy  which  BoraelJmes  seiiea  warriors. 

Unless  they  are  game  as  UuII-dogs  and  foi-terric 
XXV. 
Tli^t  of  despising  those  we  combat  with, 

The  cause  of  killing  Tchilchitzkoa'  and  Smith ; 
One  of  the  valorous  "Smiths"  whomweabUI  mia 

Out  of  those  nineteen  who  late  rhymed  to  '•  pill 
But 'lis  a  name  so  spread  o'er  "Sir"  and  "Madai 
That  one  would  Ihink  the  fibst  who  bore  ii  "Ada] 


xxvn. 

Whether  it  was  ihelr  engineers'  stupidity. 
Their  haste,  or  waste,  I  neither  know  nor  c 


Throi 


Tho  match  w 

Could  remedy  this  lubberly  defect , 
Tbey  hlew  up  in  the  middle  of  the  river. 
While, Ihough  't  was  dawn,  the  Turks  slept  fast  a: 
XXIX. 


At  seven  t 
Tho  Rusi 


a  gelling  under 
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XXX. 

XXXVII. 

This  was  Potemkm— a  great  thmg  m  days 

The  Turkish  fire ;  and,  aided  by  Iheir  own 

When  hmnicide  and  harlotry  made  great, 

l.a.nd  hatlerit!,  worli'd  [heir  guna  with  great  predaion : 

If  stars  and  ^tles  could  entail  long  praise. 

At  length  they  found  mere  eannonade  alone 

His  glory  might  half  equal  bis  estate. 

B               an          Id        d        th            '        bm-  si 

Th-    fU        b  ■  g    ■    f       b-  b    could      ■ 

go                  at 

H         e                                        ""     T 

V             sued  m 

XXX 

XXX 

W          ungs       re         be             Th 

A 

T                       mi        so                                        am 

A                       R       ans                           & 

I       m                           m     hi               ead 

fiu                               aliE 

B                       ffec                        tb 

I                ai      m                                   ed 

D  maa                                   to 

u                     cann            Ih    Den           be 

P      m                   Ui                  "a«                ug 

W                             an 

XXX 

XXXIX 

Bu                                             ol             art 

R              di 

0                                 mar                                 lae. 

es                          rt, 

A                     th        ur                             an 

ul      UU            man           gs  to 

Lto                                        pe 

A                  p       n,   e-               his     urt 

T                         us                            th 

T       P                    gi,                                       D  mas 

n                           po   Im            th 

"J                     as  an             th                 »i      as 

Ba                            man      F        Mar    al  &         IT. 

sxx 

XL 

Th                                 m                us 

F                 Ito                       eci 

\                              &      tan    ha    th        use 

M             com.                      g           B  es 

Be                                 g          ear    eo              ar  aJ,- 

T                  «le         an    Ih 

»                      edm       un 

F                       kn            B                                 mss 

Bu               as      er                                         ar      all 

T                                         an                       al 

Wth   ts                               er«s      g            ame, 

th    Mm                    P                L 

tssl                     ai      aJ 

H                   Ihdr             ni  Ai;r.                     b 

Y                      lama. 

XXXIV 

XL 

B                                                             an 

L    ih            ig         an  God            th  re            ht!" 

>  Lei  [here  be  blood !    says  man,  and  there  'a  a  sea  • 

B        un           th                            tnm        «is 

he  fiai  of  this  spoil'd  child  of  the  nigbt 

(For  day  ne'er  aaw  his  merits)  could  decree 

T                 good      me  m          ff     ga 

ore  evil  in  an  hour,  than  thirty  bright 

A                  g            sooerth 

Summers  could  renotate,  though  they  should  be 

0    a!           mode.                             be 

Lovely  as  those  which  ripen'd  Eden's  fruit— 

For  war  cuts  up  not  only  branch  but  root. 

XXXV 

XLn. 

^^  Ul                   ck           g        h  m       ry 

0  ir  friends  the  Turks,  who  with  loud  "Alias"  m» 

S                     ™>^        „     * 

Began  to  sign^im  the  Rass  retreat. 

A                     R   as          wn       R      lan       ry 

Were  damnably  mistaken ;,  few  are  slow 

ng       eoomm           an  as 

In  Ininking  that  then'  enemy  is  beat 

as        osed                             oar 

Which  made  a  long  debate :-bm  I  must  halt; 

I  never  think  about  it  in  a  heal) ; 

For  if  I  wrote  down  every  warrior's  speech, 

I  doubt  few  readers  e'er  would  mount  the  breach. 

Who,  haling  hogs,  yet  wish'd  to  save  their  bacon. 

XXXVT. 

XLiir. 

ITiere  was  a  mm,  if  th  t  h                m 

For,  on  [he  sixteenth,  at  full  gaUop  drew 

Not  that  his  manhood             be    a]      m 

In  sight  two  horsemen,  who  were  deem'd  Cossacir 

For,  had  ha  not  been  Her     es.             an 

For.  some  Ume,  till  they  came  in  otarer  view. 

Had  been  a<  short                  as 

They  had  but  little  baggage  at  their  backs. 

>Iiide  his  last  illness,                U       m  an       an. 

For  there  were  but  Ihree  shirts  between  the  tmi. 

He  died  beneath  a 

But  on  they  ™de  upon  two  Ukrune  hacks. 

The  soil  of  the  green             ce 

Til,  in  approaching,  were  at  length  di^scrled 

this  plain  p^r,  Suwarjow  and  his  Bu;d 

3G 
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CANTO   Vlh 


Is  of  all  dr^ama  ihe  fcl  hallu 

naUon; 

a.  ihat  the  s 

reels  of  colonr'd  U 

mps  are  full. 

That  saga 

said  John)  surnuiders  at  diBcre 

soul,  his  sense,  an< 

even  his  non£ 

■U  gratify,  iik 

B  a  huge  raolh,  Ih 
XLV. 

omr  sense. 

'TisEltangetl 

at  he  should  further 

For  Ihey  cm 

damn'd:  that  one 

e  all.&moLB 

la  M  Ihe  d«vi 

now  no  further  p 

Since  John 

.as  lately  lost  the 

use  of  both. 

Debt  he  calla 

wealth,  and  laies, 

And  (amine 

with  her  gannt  an 

Which  Blares 

lini  in  the  face,  h 

Or  swears  Iha 

Ceres  hatJi  bego 
XLVI. 

tan  Faraine. 

Mut  to  the  la 

e.    Great  joy  unto 

To  RuBsian 

Tartar,  English,  French,  Coss 

O'er  whom  S 

wsrrow  shone  like 

Preaaging  = 

most  luminous  att 

Or,  lilie  a  wis 

p  along  the  marsh 

so  da-np, 

m         cop 
J       d  b      k 


The  fleet  and  camp  s^ted  w  h  g 
And  bH  presaged  good  ib  Li 

Within  a  cannoa<shot  length  h 
They  drew,  constructed  ladders,  n 


a  of  Uiemselves 

LV. 
chiefly  was  on  the  alert. 


ring,  jesting,  pondering  i 


,.^..^ 

That  they  were  go 

<TTiis  met^hor,  1  Sl 

Bk,  holds  good  as  au 

Smce  there  is  disc 

:d  after  both  at  leaE 

Tlieri.  was  not  now 

Danger  and  spoil  i 

th  ardour  much  inci 

And  why?  because  a 

htlle,  odd,  old  man, 

fitriptto  his  shirt,  wa 

come  to  lead  the  V 

L. 

liiilso  it  was;  and 

•very  preparation 

alacrity;  the  first 

r'elarhment  of  three 

Milumns  toot  its  atat 

And  wailed  but  the 

I'j™  th«foe:  the  b& 

ond'a  ordination 

Whs  also  in  three 

Kilumns,  »ith  a  thirs 

fm  gl<*v  gaping  o'e 

a  sea  of  slaughier  ; 

'I1»<  ihird,  in  column 

two,  attack'd  by  <va 

A  fortress,  Harlequin  in  uniform. 

vn. 

Lt  The  day  befo 


great  conijueror  play'd  the  corjioral— 
lacks,  hoyerbig  like  hawks  round  a  bill 
a  party,  towards  the  twihght^a  fall, 

LVir. 

Whereon,  immediately  at  his  request. 
They  brought  him  and  his  comradai  to  head-quarter 


Their 


s  Moslem 


but  yoi 


might  ha 


That  fl 

tliat  btncath  each  Turkisb-fashion'd  ve 
rk'd  Christianity;  who  somelimea  barlf 
nward  grace  for  outward  show,  and  m 
It  diflkult  to  shun  some  strange'  mistakes. 


b,  Guugh: 
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Lvni 

LXV. 

Johnson,  who  knew  by  this  long  ct> 

oquy 

Before  a  company  of  Call    cks  dt  U  ng 

iddress 

Exclaiming,  finding,  Bweanng  at  tl  a    ne  1 

Suwarrow,  though  engaged  wilb  aei 

en,,  high 

Add  leciuring  on  ^kt  ncbb  art  ofkll    g- 

My  debt,  in  being  Ihus  olloiy'd  lo 

io 

ThiB  greiU  phikBQpher  was  thus    nst  II  ng 

Among  Ilia  fcremoat;   hut  if  yoi 

Hi8  mimnis,  which,  to  martial  conp  chenson 

Eiiplidtly  our  seieral  posts,  my  fn 

■  brow  and  p  ere  ng  eye  — 
1?"—   Fron  Conslan  nople  lasf, 
acaped      vas  the  reply 
-"Whalyouieo   e      B  eEy 


' — "Mine  'gJohnaon,iindmyMini] 
ra  are  vranien,  and  the  Uiird 


"YouserTadatWUinT"  '^es."  "You  led  the  atlook?' 
"  I  did."—"  Who  t  neit !"— "  I  really  hardly  know.' 

"  You  ui-ere  iSe  first  i'  the  btaach  ?"— "  I  was  not  slaok 
At  least,  to  follow  those  who  might  be  bo,"— 


Will  join  you 


LXVI. 

md  forgot.    Why,  you 
&t  regiment,  which  should  bfl 
I !   KatskolF,  lake  hun  to- 
ft Pohsh  orderly)- 
His  post,  1  mean  the  regiment  Nikolaiew, 

:lranger  siripling  may  remain  with  mo; 
fine  boy.     The  women  may  be  aenl 

LXVir. 
e  a  sort  of  scene  began  to  ensue ! 


.It  doubtless  would  hi 


Aflcr  the  hardships  you've  already 
And  this  young  fellow?  say  what  can 

Ha  with  tho  beardk 
"Why,  general,  if  he  hath  no  grei 
In  war  than  love,  he  had  belt     ' 
LXIH. 
e  date."    Here  Ji 


Doubtl 


e  obedienci 


e  head. 


ith  flashing  ayes  and  starting  tears,  and  flung 
leit  amis,  as  hens  their  wings  about  tliinr  youn);, 
LXVIII. 


Who> 


e  thus 


dbylh 


peopled  hell  vi 
Or  plunged  a  province  or  a  realm  in  grief. 
Oh, foolish  mortals!   always  taoght  invainl 
Oh,  glorious  lautol!  ■since  for  one  sole  leaf 
f  ihiaa  iniag'uiary  deathless  tree, 
Of  blood  and  tears  must  flow  the  unebUng  sea. 
LXIX. 
rarrow,  who  had  small  regard  for  teaia, 
Ind  not  much  sympathy  for  blood,  surveyed 

Lnd  natural  agonies,  with  a  slight  shade 


r  (au 
thai 


Contin 


a  the  I 


r  it  may  be  to-night,  tho 

assault:   I'v 

To  several  sainls,  that  s 

only  plough 

lall  pass  o'er  what  was  1 

est  moaquo. 

LXIV. 

So  now,  my  lads,  for  glo 

y!"-Here  1 

Ard  driird  away  m  the 

most  classic 

ntil  each  high,  heroic  bos 

om  biirn'd 

s  if  fVom  a 

preacher  had  held  farlh 

(who  nobly 

All  earthly  goods  save  till 

0  slaylho  Pagans  who. 

ii5ted,baitei 

■ho  Brmiaa  of  tho  Chrislia 

n  Empress  C 

LXX. 

said— and  in  the  kindest  Calmuck  lone- 
Why,  Johnson,  what  the  devil  do  yon  moan 
By  bridging  women  here?  They  shall  be  shown 
\\\  Ihe  attention  possible,  and  seen 
safely  to  the  wagons,  where  alone 
r.  fact  they  can  be  safe.     You  should  ham  &«■ 
'are  this  kind  of  baggage  never  thrives : 


LXXI. 

May  it  please  your  ejceilency,"  thus  replied 
Our  British  (Hend,  "these  are  Ihe  wivesof  othB» 


rvice  with  my  military  brothers. 
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A  thoui 


npanied  us  through 


is  duhic 


e  this  kind  of  I 
To  thorn,  poor  things  I  il  is  an  awknEinl  step ; 
I  tlierefore,  if  you  ^ish  me  to  Eght  ftoel^i 
Rajuest  thai  they  may  bolli  be  used  genteelly." 
LXXIII. 

Look'd  on  as  if  in  doubt  if  they  could  trust 
Their  own  protectors ;   nor  was  their  surprise 

Less  than  their  grief  (and  truly  not  less  just) 
To  see  an  old  man,  rather  wild  than  wise 

Stripl  to  his  ivaistcoat,  and  lAat  not  too  clean, 
More  fear'd  .than  all  the  sultans  eier  seen. 

LXXIV. 
For  every  thing  seeni'd  resUng  on  his  nod, 

Aa  they  could  read  in  all  eyes.     Now,  to  Ihem, 
Who  were  accustom'd,  as  a  sort  of  god, 

To  see  the  sultan,  rich  in  many  a  gem. 
Like  an  imperial  peacock  stalk  abroad 

(That  royal  bird,  whose  taU'a  a  diadem). 
With  all  the  pomp  of  power,  it  was  a  doubt 
Bnwpoiver  could  condescend  to  do  without. 

LXXV. 
J(Aii  Johnson,  seeing  their  eilreme  dismay. 

Though  little  lersed  in  feelings  oriental, 
Sfcggested  some  slight  comfort  in  hla  w"y. 

Don  Juan,  who  was  much  more  seotimenlal. 
Swore  they  should  see  him  by  Ihs  dawn  of  day, 

Or  that  the  Russian  army  should  repent  all: 
And,  strange  to  say,  they  found  some  consolation 
In  thiE-.-for  female?  like  exaggeration. 

LXXVI. 
And  then,  with  tears,  and  sighs,  and  some  slight  kisses, 

They  parted  for  the 


LXXIX. 

Oh,  thou  eternal  Homer  1  who  couldst  charm 

1,  though  long— all  ages,  though  so  si 
By  merely  wielding  with  poetic  arm 

Much  less  than  is  the  hope  of  every  court, 
rhioh  now  is  leagued  young  Freedom  to  anni 
ut  they  will  not  find  Liberty  a  Troy: 
LXXX. 
Oh,  thou  ctemid  Homer !  I  have  now 


What 


0  the 


rtlller) 
eall  Chan 


any  bliss 


'ro»iden. 


(UncertMnly  is 

A  mortgage  on  numaniiys  esiate) — 
While  tlieir  beloved  friends  began  to  arm, 
To  bum  a  town  which  never  did  them  harm. 

LXXVII. 
Suwarrow,  who  hut  saw  things  in  the  gross — 

Being  much  too  gross  to  see  them  in  detail; 
Who  calculated  life  as  so  much  dross, 

And  as  the  wind  a  widuw'd  nailon's  wail. 
And  cared  as  littlo  for  his  army's  loss 

{So  that  their  cSbrls  should  at  length  prevail) 
As  wife  and  friends  did  for  the  boils  of  Job  ;— 
Vfbn'.  Wds't  to  him  to  hear  two  women  sob7 


*  blow 


To  vie  with  thee  i 


If  not 


oetry,  ( 


And  fact  is  truth,  the  grand  desideratum  1 
Of  which,  howe'er  the  Muse  describes  each  act, 

There  should  he,  ne'ertheless,  a  slight  substratmn. 
But  now  the  town  is  going  lo  be  attock'd  ; 

Groat  deads  are  doingh-how  shall  I  relate  'cm  7 
Snuls  of  immortal  generals !  Ph<Bbus  watches 
To  colour  up  his  rays  from  your  despatches. 

Lxxxn. 

Oh,  ye  great  bulletins  oi^  Bonaparte ! 

Oh,  ye  less  grand  tong  lists  of  kiU'd  and  wounded 
Shade  of  Leonidas  I  who  fought  so  hearty, 

rcece  was  once,  as  now,  surroKuded 
Oh,C£9arVCommentatiea!  now  impart  ye. 

Shadows  of  glory!  (lest  I  be  confounded) 

portion  of  your  fading  twilight  hues, 

.  beautiful,  so  fleeting  lo  the  Muse. 


mean,  that  every  ago  and  every  yeat 
ahnosl  every  day,  m  sad  reaJiiy, 
ima  sucking  hero  is  compell'd  to  rea 
Who,  when  we  come  to  sun 


Ofde 


Lality 


0  be  a  butcher  in  great  business, 
licting  yeung  folks  with  a  sort  of  dizziness* 
LXXXIV. 
Medals,  ranks,  ribbons,  lace,  embroidery,  scarlet, 

Are  things  Immortal  [o  immortal  man. 
As  purple  to  the  Babylonian  harlot: 
An  uniform  to  boys  is  lllie  a  fan 

himself  the  first  in  glory's  van. 
But  glory's  glory;  and  if  you  would  find 


What  that  is— ask  tl 


Wothmg.    The  work  of  glory  still  went  on. 

In  preparations  for  a  cannonade 
As  terrible  as  that  of  liion. 

If  Homer  haa  Ibund  mortars  ready  made ; 
Rut  now,  mstead  of  slaying  Priam's  son, 

We  only  can  but  talk  of  escalade, 
Komes,  drums,  guns,  bastions,  batteries,  bayonet: 

Hard  words  which  itirk  in  the  soft  Musee'  guUeli 


LXXSV. 


Say  that  he  scuds  before  it  Uke  a  brig, 

This  canto,  ere  my  Muse  perceives  fatigue. 
le  next  shall  ring  a  peal  to  shake  all  people, 
Idke  a  bob-major  from  a  village-Eteeple. 


b,  Google 


CATfTO   VIli. 


Lo!  dusky  mas: 

Along  the  lea 

or  the  atm'd  ri 


galheri 


That 
Suuck  for 


id  bristling 
nver^  while  with  straggling  hght 
peep  through  the  vapours  dim  and  dank, 
a  curious  wreaths-^llow  soon  the  ^nokc 
pall  Ihem  in  a  deeper  doaJi ! 

LXXXVII. 
'6  for  the  present— as  even  then 
I  pause,  dividing  life  from  de:itli, 


n  the  . 


isands  of  whom>vf 
A  moment— and  alt  will  be  hfe  again  1 
The  march !  the  charge  I  the  shouts  of 

The  death-cry  drowning  in  the  battle's  i 


:hor  faith ! 


CANTO  VIII. 


I. 

Oh  blood  and  thunder!  and  oh  blood 
These  are  but  vulgar  oaths,  as  you 

Too  gentle  reader !  and  most  shocking 
And  so  they  are  ;  yet  thus  is  Glory's 

Unriddled,  and  as  my  true  Muse  eipoui 


At  pi 


It  you  w 


IL 


An  was  prepared— the  fae,  the  sword,  the  men 

To  wield  them  in  their  terrible  array. 
The  army,  hke  a  lion  from  his  den, 

March'd  forth  with  nerre  and  anews  bent  to  alay- 
A  human  Hydra,  issuing  from  its  fen 

To  breathe  destniclion  on  its  wmding  way, 
Whose  heads  were  heroes,  which,  cut  otT  in  vun. 
Immediately  in  oihers  grew  again. 

HI. 
HisiDry  can  only  take  things  hi  the  gross ; 

But  could  we  know  them  in  detail,  perchance 
In  b.iJancing  the  pToht  and  the  loss. 

War's  merit  il  by  no  means  might  enhance, 


h  they  are — and  such  they  will  t 
Every  batile-Keld  is  holy  gtuimd. 


No 

ght  ,0  he 

seen  save  the 

artillery's  flant 

;Vhich  arch'd  I 

fl  hnn 

zon  like 

.fiery  cloud, 

Ar 

m  the  Danube 

hone  the  san 

ror'd  hell! 

The 

-olleymi- 

roar,  and  Uiud 

U 

g  booming 

olea 

ch  peal 

^  peaJ,  o'erca 

I'he 

ar  far  m< 

.Iha 

thunder 

for  Heaven's 

Bp.r 

,  or  smile 

arely 

-Man's 
VII. 

make  millions 

I'he 

r'd  0 

Be 

ond  the  I 

batteries 

Moslem 

rose  at  last. 

An 

wering  Ih 

Christian  thun 

ers  with  like  V 

re  beneath  the  mighty  nois 


In  the  sam 

moment,  loud  as  even  ti 

e  roar 

lies 

Hnrlmg  de 

ance:  cily,  stream,  and  s 

Jlah!"  and  the  clouds,  v 

lich  A 

With  thick 

'er. 

ibrate  to  Ih 

irougt-. 

U  sounds  it 

pierccth,  "Allah!  AOahl 
IX. 

Hul" 

But,  of  the 

hicker  than 

leaves  the  lives  began  to 

M\, 

Though  lef 

jyArseniew.lhat  great  so 

ofslai 

s  brave  as 

^er  faced  hoih  boom  an 

hall. 

"  Carnage 

so  Wordsworth  tells  yoi 

1   is 

The  Prince  de  Ligne  w 
unt  ChapeaU'liraE 
;sp  and  head,  wh 


■s  of 


gore. 


IV. 


Is  glare, 


And  why  T  b 
Whereas  the  other,  after'  all  il 

WhiiA  (Li  maybe)  has  not  much  left  to 
A  higher  title,  or  a  bitier  station. 

Though  they  may  make  corruption  gape 
Fet,  in  Ihe  end,  except  in  freedom's  batlle: 
Are  nothing  but  a  child  of  murder's  rattles. 


I  wounded  in  the  knei 


•A  the  ball  -iould  n 


oval  of  (fte  prm«! 

ling  thousands  dying  m 


The  General  Markow,  who  couM  thus  evince 
Etis  sympathy  for  rank,  by  ih^  same  token. 
To  teach  iiim  greater,  had  his  own  h'g  broken. 
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CANTO  Fin. 


XII. 


Three  hundred  eennon  tlirew  up  Iheir  emalic, 
And  Ihlrly  Ihousand  muskels  flung  their  pills 

Like  hsil,  to  make  a  bloody  diuretic. 
Morlalily  1  thou  hast  thy  monthly  bills  J 

Thy  plagues,  thy  fajninas,  thy  physieiana,  yet  tiiA, 
Ijke  the  desth-watch,  within  oar  ears  the  ills 

Past,  present,  and  to  come ;— but  all  may  yield 

To  the  true  portrait  of  one  battle-field. 

xni. 

There  Ihs  SIJU  Taryuig  pangs,  which  midljply 

Until  Iheir  very  number  mates  man  hard 
By  the  mflnities  of  agony, 

Which  meet  the  gaio,  wbale'er  it  may  regaril— 
The  gman.the  roll  in  dusi,  the  all-white  eye  ( 

Tum'd  badi  wiihla  its  socket,— those  rewaiil 
Tour  rank  and  lile  by  thousands,  while  the  ie«t 
May  wui,  perhaps,  a  ribbon  at  the  breast  I 

XIV. 
Tel  I  lore  glory  ;  glory 's  a  great  thing ; 

Think  what  it  is  to  be  in  your  old  age 
Maintain'd  at  the  eipense  of  your  good  king : 


The  troops  aheady  diaembark'd  push'd  on 

To  take  a  battery  on  the  right ;  the  others, 
Wlio  landed  lower  doivn,  their  landing  done, 

Had  sot  to  work  as  briskly  as  their  brothers 
Being  grenadiers,  they  mounted,  one  by  one, 

CheuTuI  as  children  ulimb  the  breasts  of  mothers,— 
O'er  the  entrenchment  and  the  palisade. 
Quite  orderly,  as  if  upon  parade. 

XVI. 
And  this  was  admirable;  for  so  hot 

The  fire  was,  that  were  red  Vesuvius  loaded, 

And  shells  or  hells,  it  could  not  mare  ha^e  gi 
Of  officers  a  third  lei]  on  the  spot, 


Fu'ing,  and  thrusting,  slashing,  sweating,  glowing 
But  fighting  thoughtlessly  enough  to  win. 
To  their  two  solves,  one  whole  bright  bulletin. 
XX. 
a  they  wallow'd  in  the  bloody  mire 
sad  and  dying  thousands,— sometimes  gaining 
A  yard  or  two  of  ground,  which  brought  Lhem  nigher 
~  '  angle  fiir  which  all  were  str^ning ; 

repulsed  by  the  i 


Though  'twas  Don  Juan's  first  of  fields,  and  though 
The  nightly  muster  and  the  silent  march 
I  the  chill  dark,  when  courage  does  not  glow 

erhaps  might  nrnke  him  shiver,  yawn,  or  throw 

A  glance  in  the  dull  clouds  (as  thick  as  starch, 

Wbii-h  Btiflen'd  heaven)  as  if  ha  wish'd  for  day;- 

Yet  for  all  this  he  did  not  run  away. 

XXII. 


Though  ad  deserving  equally  to 


famoui 


Bv  the  deceased,  -wl; 

In  ditches,  fields,  o 
I^eir  ciay  for  the  last  lime  tbi 

Thnce  happy  he  whose  name 
In  the  despatch ;  I  knew  a  man 
n  AS  onnted  Grovi,  although  his 


ly  lexicon  of  glory, 

XVHI. 

ist  giie  the  greater  mimber 
Ji  Houbtless  fairly  dealt 


'ar  they  felt 


Which  real 
istoad  of  he; 
.wounded  c< 


i  if  aU  heU  were  ra 
n,  they  stumbled  backwards 


Tnrfw 

d  he  CO 

Ir)  nf 

But  wh 

t  ifh" 

bud? 

■I 

era  hare 

ftmi 

and  ore  he 

oes  wh 

Witl 

much  bett 

Frederic  the  Gireal  from  Mol 

vilJ   de 

For 

,e  first 

and  la 

t  time;  To 

like  a 

H, 

(Ir 

hawk,  0 

rbrid 

nis,  Rfi 

Incks 

And 

fight  Uk 

fiend 

s  for  pay  o 

poLtic 

Old  El 


day  be  Piinii 
1  settle 


Which  selHes  aU  things,  Boman,  Greek,  or  Bun 
iguage  sprung  from  the  same  chi 
nd  wears  the  Tyrian  tunic 
Of  Dido's  alphabet ;  and  Ibis  is  rational 
As  any  other  notion,  and  not  national); — * 

XXIV. 
Bui  Juan  was  quite  "  a  broth  of  a  hoy," 

A  .thing  of  impulse  and  a  child  .of  song: 
Non  swilHrtlitlg^n~tBe  sentiment-oC  joy, . 

Cr  the  emsatiim  (if  that  phrase  seem  wrong]. 
And  aflerwan^,  il^  h^  musC  needs  destroy, 
ich  "good  company  aa 


To  battles, 
Hoi 


I  of  pleai 


elighted  to  employ  hi 

xxi\ 

^ul  always  without  malice.  ^Ilf  he  warr'd 
Of  loved,  it  was  voth  what  me  call  "the  best 

Intentions,"  which  form  all  mankind's  trump-con^ 
To  ba  produced  when  brought  np  to  the  lest. 

The  Btatesma     -         '     ■  ■  ■ 
Off  eE 


Of  their 


isigns,  hy  saying  tt 
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iTlIial 


IB  groato 


of  heU 
o  Pnll  MaJ]. 


XXVIL 

Juan,  bj  soniB  slrange  chance,  which  od  divides 
Warrior  from  warrior  in  Ihcir  grim  career, 

Just  at  the  clo^e  uf  the  liist  bridal  year. 
By  one  of  those  odd  turns  of  fortune's  tides, 

Was  on  a  Eudifen  rather  puziled  here. 
When,  after  a  good  deal  of  heai;  tiring, 
He  IbuAd  himaeif  alone,  and  frienda  retiring. 
SXVIII. 

Be  Ihal  the  grealer  part  were  kili'd  or  wouncied, 
And  that  the  rest  had  faced  unto  the  right 

About ;  a  circumetanco  which  has  confounded 
Cfesar  himself  who,  in  Uie  very  sight 

Of  his  whole  amiy,  whidi  so  much  abounded 
In  courage,  was  obLi^ed  to  snal^h  a  shield 
And  rallj  bacli  his  Bonians  lo  the  lield. 

XXiX, 
Juan,  iiha  had  no  shield  to  snatch,  and  was 

So  Csesar,  but  a  fine  joung  lad,  wlio  fought 

Slopp'd  for  a  minute,  as  perhaps  he  ought 
Pot  *  much  longer  time  j  then,  like  an  asa— 

(Start  not,  kind  reader ;  since  great  Homer  thought 
l^is  nmile  enough  Tor  Ajax,  Juan 
Perhaps  may  find  it  heller  than  a  new  one:)— 

XXX. 
Tlien,  like  an  ass,  he  wenl  upon  his  way. 

And,  what  was  stranger,  never  iook'd  behind ; 

Over  the  hills,  a  fire  enough  to  blind 
Those  who  diabke  lo  look  upon  a  fray, 

Ho  stumbled  on,  to  try  if  he  could  find 
A  path,  (0  add  his  own  slight  arm  and  forces 
To  corps,  Ihe  greater  part  of  which  were  corses. 

xxxr. 

Perceiving  then  no  more  the  commandant 

""    "    '      '  now  howl'  (I  « 


uia  as  wun  ugl.tning— for  his  spirit  snar 
The  hoktr,  as  is  the  case  with  lively  brai 
.nd,  where  the  hottest  fire  was  seen  and  ■ 

[e  rush'd,  while  earth  and  air  were  sndly 
ly  thy  humane  discovery,  friar  Bacon  !' 


Under  the  orders  of  the  general  Lascy, 
Birt  now  reduced,  aa  is  a  bulky  volur|ie. 


xxxv. 


V^BS  nothing  but  a  valorous  kind  of  cunning. 

XXXVI. 
,nd  BO,  ^-hen  all  his  corps  were  dead  or  dying, 
Eioept  Don  Juan— a  more  novice,  whose 


Qiute  disappear'd- 


iiay  gtai 


marvellous  that 
h  of  glory,  should  look  on  before, 
1  a  pinch  of  snulf  about  his  corps;)— 
XSXII. 


Jin  ^^ignis  fatuus,''  or  as  sailors  stranded 
Unto  the  nearest  hut  thomselsea  betake, 

Rush'd  where  the  thickest  fire  announced  mo 


XXXIII, 


ir  greatly  ca 


From 


Thosi 


9,  like  innocence  relying 
vnstrenglh.with  careless  nervesand  thews 
eiired  a  liltie,  just  to  rally 
>  catch  cold  in  "  shadowE  of  death's  valle; 
SXXVII. 
And  there,  a  little  sheher'd  from  the  shot. 
Which  rdn'd  from  bastion, 'battery,  parapet, 

Which  did  not  combat  bke  the  devil  as  yet, 

By  the  resistance  of  the  cliase  they  batter'd. 
XXXVIII. 

Unto  his  call,  unlike  "the  spiriU  from 

Says  Hotspur,  long  ore  they 


Their 


rinking  fron 


ertamty,  c 


caltle,  fc 


xxxix. 

ty  Jove  f  he  was  a  noble  fellow,  John 
And  though  his  name  than  Aja*  or 

lounds  less  harmonious,  unda'nealh'  ll 
We  shall  not  see  his  hkeness :  he 

Ian  quite  as  quietly  as  blows  the  mi 


h;) 
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CAIvro  VIII. 


And  Ihercfore,  when  hs  ran  awa. 
Up™  reBectioa,  knowiog  that  i 

Ha  would  find  olbers  »ho  would 
Of  idle  appreheimgns,  whLdi,  1 

TtouiAe  hennc  etoniachs  Thoug 
Oil  are  aood  closed,  all  heroes 

BuL  when  they  light  upon  immodi 

Retire  a  Utile,  merely 

But  Johnson  only  ran 


At  least  to  all  those  who  were  ]e!i  alivo, 
Who  thus  could  form  t>  line  and  fight  again ; 

Ihal  ihey  could  kick  down  the  palisades, 
Which  Hoaroelj  rose  much  higher  than  grass  bladei. 


rather  . 


<t  tells  I 
)  Jack,  howe'er,  this  , 
His  soul  (lika  gaban 
lied  upon  the  hving  i 


Egad  I   they  found  the  second  time  what  th( 
The  first  time  thought  nuita  terrible  enouj 

To  By  from,  ma1gr6  all  which  people  eay 
Of  glory,  and  all  that  immortal  stuff 

Which  fills  a  regiment  (besides  their  pay. 
That  daily  shilling  which  makes  warriors  I. 

They  found  on  their  return  the  self-same  we 

Which  made  some  think,  and  others  fen™,  a  lie 
XLIIl. 


They  fell  as  thick  a; 


h  hail. 


Proving  that  trite  old  tnilb,  that  life  'a  as  fi 

As  any  other  boon  for  nhieh  man  sliefcle. 

The  Turkish  batteriea  thrash'd  Ihem  Uke  a 


XLIV. 
:t  bastion,  fired  away  like  dev 


th5  rMiparL 
XLV, 
First  one  or  two,  then  Hve,  ax,  and  a  dozei 

All  neck  or  nothing,  as,  hke  pilch  or  rosin. 
Flame  was  showerM  forth  above  as  well^ 

So  that  you  scarce  could  say  who  best  had  cl 
The  gentlemen  that  were  the  first  to  aho' 

rbeir  martial  faces  on  the  parapet, 

Or  those  who  thought  it  brace  to  wail  as  y 
XLVI. 

BtiI  those  who  scaled  found  out  that  Ihar  adrajice 

e  Greek 


Amo 

gthe  firs 

,— I  will  not  say  the  jfrai, 

cedence  upon  such  occasio 

make  deadly  quarrels  bur: 

Oi 

between 

fHends  as  w^l  as  allied  n 

The 

jrlton  m 

St  be  bold  who  really  durs 

P. 

rial  John  Bull's  partial  pa 

As  s 

ylbal  V 

eliuigton  at  Waterloo 

Was 

beaten,- 

though  the  Frusaiana  say  s 
XUX 

Vnd  that  if  Blucbet,  Bulow,  Gneisenau, 

Had 

up  in  ^ma  to  casl  an  aw 

In 

.  the  hei 

Is  .of  those  who  fought  till 

AbI 

e  Duke  o 

f  Wdluigton  had  ceased  lo 

ut  nevflr  mind ;— ^^  God  sa^e  the  king !''  and  kuigs  f 
For  if  Ae  dnn'i,  I  doubt  if  mm  will  longer.— 
I  thmk  1  hear  a  little  bird,  who  sings, 

'ha  people  by  and  by  will  be  ihe  stronger : 
1  veriest  jade  will  wince  whose  harness  wrings 
o  much  into  the  raw  as  qoite  to  wrong  her 
fond  the  rules  of  posting,— and  the  mob 
last  fall  sick  of  imitating  Job. 
LI. 


(  ralher  doubt ;  and  1  would  fain  say  "  fie  on  '1 
If  I  hadnptjerceived  Ihatjiejsihition 
Alone  can  iaVB  Hie  eaiili  from  hcllla,  pollution. 

Ln. 

But  lo  continue  :~I  say  nol  the  first. 

But  of  the  first,  our  hltle  friend  Don  J»an 
Walk'd  o'er  (he  walls  of  TsmaJl,  as  if  nursed 

To  him,  and  I  should  hope  to  mosL     The  thirst 
Of  glory,  which  so  pierces  Ibtough  and  through  oi 


Pervadi 


a  generc 
n  heart  safeminbie  In  feature. 


Had 


f^ 


nay  you 


France— 

(Thmgh  these  to  our  Gmrallar  must  knock  under)— 
ight  in  the  tniildlc  of  the  parapet 
1^  fiameo,  these  palisades  were  primly  set ; 


Even  from  a  child,  felt  like  a  chUd  ;  howe'er 
rhe  man  in  all  the  rest  might  be  eonfoss'd ; 

To  him  it  was  Elysium  to  be  there; 
And  he  could  even  withstand  that  awkward  tent 

Which  Rousseau  points  out  lo  the  dubious  fair, 
"Observe  your  lover  when  he  leaiiea  yoiu'  arms;" 
But  Juan  never  left  them  while  they  'd  charms. 


ob,L,oogle 


CANTO  VIII. 


And  Iw 

body  was 

fl™, 

here  bj  fate 

The  lol 

est.-humed 

ly  Iha  ti 

Dash'd 

on  like  a  spurr'd  blood- 

80  was 

lis  blood  ^<i 

As» 

Ihe  hunter's 

Or  doubJe  post  Bad 

OfB 

Iain's  voull 

Tha  UghtMt  heing  t 

I6d  cruelly,  as        m 

LVI. 

Die  Ueneral  Lascj,  who  had  been  hard  pi 
SetonK  arrive  an  aid  so  opporluno 

ed  joungsterB  all  abret 


Who  CI 


Iropp'd 


[n  D 


His  tbajiks,  and  hopes  to  take  the  dty  so 
Not  reckoning  lum  to  be  a  "base  Beionian' 
(As  Pistol  calls  it),  but  a  young  Livonian. 

LVII, 
Juan,  to  whom  he  spoke  in  German,  knew 
of  German  as  of  SanBorit,  and 

The  genera]  who  behl  him  in  command  j 
■    ;  one  with  ribbons  black  and  blue, 
edds,  and  a  bloody  sword  in  hant 

s&d  an  officer  of  rank. 

Lvni. 

ihea  pass  between  two  men  who  1 
ion  language;  and  besides,  in  ilmi 
1  taking  towns,  when  many  a  shri 
^  the  dialogue,  sjid  many  e  crimi 
ed  ere  a  word  can  break 
:  eer,  and  sounds  of  horror  chime 


Contrived  10  get  itself  comprised  within  it 
The  very  cannon,  deafen'd  by  the  din, 
Grew  dumb,  for  you  might  almost  hear  a 


The  town  was  enter'd.     Oh  eternity  1— 
"  God  made  the  country,  and  man  made  the  to 

Bo  Cowper  says— and  1  begin  to  be 
01  his  opinion,  when  I  see  cast  down 

Rome,  Babylon,  Tyre,  Carthage,  Nineveh- 
AU  walla  men  know,  and  many  never  known 

To  deem  the  woods  shall  bo  our  home  at  last. 


Wh 

0  passes 

or  in  life  and  death  most  lucky. 

nes,  which  in  our  faces  stare. 

The  General 

applest  amongst  mortals  any  whero; 

Ibing  but  a  bear  or  buck,  he 

■:n,oy 

elj,  vigorous,  harmless  days, 

old  age 

m  wilds  of  deepest  maze. 
LXIi 

near  him-she  is  not  (he  child 

oltude 

dfir  1 

.he  rare)] -trodden  wild, 

Wl 

ere  if  me 

■■^k  her  not,  and  death  be  nwr. 

Their 

choice  t 

Bv 

labit  to 

nhat  their  own  hearts  abhor— 

es  ca^d 

The  present  case  m  pomt  I 

Without  whic 
imple,  serene. 

Which  hate  n 
n  active  herm 
f  nature,  or  th 

glorv's  but  a  lav 
Jie  antipodes  of  sht 
or  envy  e'er  could  t 
,  oven  in  age  the 

Man  of  Ross  run 

m  song- 
child 

ris  true  he  sh 
When  they  b 

Where  there  v 

LXIV. 
ank  from  men,  evei 
ll  up  unto  his  dar 
hundred  miles  off, 
ere  fewer  houses 

of  his  nation, 

for  a  station 
nd  more  easc- 

Is,  that  you 

either  can  be  pleas 

ed  nor  please;- 

The  free-born 

forest  found  and 

kept  them  free, 

And  fresh  as 

LXVI. 

trcB. 

^nd  tall  and 

trong  and  swiil 

of  fool  were  the3 

Beyond  the 

ale  abortions. 

Jeeause  iheir 

houghls  had  ne 

Ofcarecrga 

fo  sinking  sp 

riU  told  Ihem  th 

No  fashion 

of  her  dislonions 

Simple  they  w 

re,  not  savage; 

and  their  rifles. 

Though  very 

LSVII. 

t  used  for  trifles 

Uiotion  was  in 

in  their  slumbe, 

And  eheerfu 

ness  the  handm 

id  of  their  toil; 

(or  yet  too  m 

any  nor  loo  (few 

their  numbers; 

Corruption  c 

lings,  Ihe  spleoc 

ur  which  encum! 

With  the  fr 

0  foresters  divid 

.. .,,« 

e  of  the  woods 
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LXVIII. 

LXXV. 

So  mnch  for  nature :— by  way  of  yariely, 

Their  column,  though  the  Turkish  batteries  thunder' 

Now  back  to  thy  great  joys,  cililiiauon ! 

Upon  them,  ne'ertheless  had  reach'd  the  rampart. 

And  naturally  thought  they  could  have  plmider'd 
Tho  city,  without  being  further  hampcr'd ; 

War,  peslilence,  Ibo  despot's  desolation, 

The  kingly  scourge,  the  lust  of  notoriety, 

But,  as  it  happens  to  brave  men,  they  blm.der'd— 

The  niillionB  elah  by  Boldiets  Ibr  Oi^t  ration. 

The  Turks  at  ^t  pretended  lo  have  seampei'd 

The  scenes  Uke  Catherine's  boudoir  at  IhrecEcore, 

Only  to  draw  them  'twiit  two  bastion  corners. 

With  Ismail's  «orm  lo  soften  it  Ihe  nuire. 

From  whence  they  salhed  on  those  Chnstian  scorncrs 

LSIX. 

Lxxvr 

The  town  was  enter'd:  first  one  column  made 

Then         g                   th    ta                  g 

lis  sanguinary  way  good— then  another ; 

Ftal                     as  to 

The  reeking  bayonet  and  the  flashing  blade 

C                        al             ffas                              g 

Clash'd  'gainst  the  scimilar,  and  babe  and  mother 

A         und                                                         ase- 

Wllh  distant  shrieks  were  heard  heaven  to  upbraid  ;- 

B             hd      th              engor             g 

Slill  closet  sulphury  clouds  began  to  smother 

L             as    ad    rs  th       h           ca    as  es 

The  brealh  of  morn  and  man,  wliere,  foot  by  foot. 

0                  L          an   C 

The  madden'd  Turks  their  city  still  dispute. 

ft  ar             th  th                                    P     uiki 

LXX. 

Lxxvn 

Eoutousow,  he  who  anerwards  beat  back 

T                   man                         T               m 

(With  some  assistance  from  the  frost  and  snow) 

B                             th        be    g                jm 

Napoleon  on  his  bold  and  bloody  track. 

M  ss        an 

It  happen'd  was  himself  beat  back  just  now. 

Wth              IS 

He  was  a  jolly  fellow,  and  could  crack 

T                                                as                  be 

His  Jest  alike  in  face  of  friend  or  foe. 

Wh                   ar         w                   ca                urn 

T-ongh  life,  and  death,  and  victory,  wore  at  stako— 

1 

But  here  it  seem'd  his  jokes  had  ceased  to  take; 

For  one  would  not  retreat,  nor  I'  other  flinch. 

LXXI. 

LXXVIII. 

For,  haling  thrown  himself  mto  a  ditch. 

Anoibet  column  also  suffer'd  much : 

And  here  wo  may  remark  with  the  historian. 

Whose  blood  tlio  puddle  greatly  did  enrich, 

You  should  but  give  few  cartridges  to  such 

He  ctimb'd  to  where  the  parapet  appears; 

Troops  as  are  meant  lo  march  with  greatest  gloiy  on 

But  tiiere  his  project  reach'd  its  utmost  pilch— 

When  matters  must  be  carried  by  the  touch 

('Mongst  other  deaths  the  General  Eibaupierre's 

Of  the  bright  bayonet,  aDd  they  all  should  hurry  on 

They  sometimes,  with  a  hankering  for  esistence. 

Threw  them  all  down  into  the  ditch  again : 

Keep  merely  firing  at  a  foobsh  distance. 

LXXII. 

LXXIX. 

And,  had  it  not  been  for  some  stray  troops,  landing 

A  junction  of  the  General  ftleltnop's  men 

They  knew  nut  where, — being  carried  by  the  stream 

(Without  the  General,  who  had  fallen  some  lim 

To  some  spot,  where  they  lost  their  understanding. 

Before,  being  badly  seconded  just  then) 

And  wander'd  up  and  down  as  in  a  dream. 

Was  made  at  length,  with  tliose  who  dared,  to  dim 

Until  Ihej  reaell'd,  as  day-break  was  expanding, 

That  which  a  portal  lo  Iheir  eyes  did  seem,— 

And,  though  the  Turk's  resistance  was  sublime. 

The  great  and  gay  Koutousow  might  have  lain 

They  took  the  bastion,  which  tho  Seraskier 

Where  three  pans  of  his  column  yet  remain. 

Defended  at  a  price  extremely  dear. 

LXXIIL 

LXXX. 

And,  scrambling  round  the  rampart,  these  same  troops, 

After  the  taking  of  the  "cavalier," 

Among  the  foremost,  oHer'd  him  good  quarter. 

A  word  which  litUe  suits  with  Seraskiers, 

Or  at  least  sidled  not  this  naliant  Tartar.— 

Opcn'd  the  gate  eall'd  "Kilia"  to  the  groups 

He  died,  deserving  well  his  country's  tears. 

Of  baffled  heroes  who  stood  shyly  near. 

A  savage  sort  of  mitilary  martyr. 

Slidiog  knee-deep  in  lately-rroicn  mud. 

An  English  naval  oflicer,  who  wish'd 

Now  thaw'd  into  a  marsh  of  human  blood. 

To  make  him  prisoner,  was  also  dish'd. 

LXXIV. 

LXXXI. 

I'he  Kojtaks,  or  if  so  you  please,  Cossacks — 

Was  from  a  pistol-shot  that  laid  him  dead ; 

So  that  1  do  not  grossly  err  in  facts. 

Statistics,  tactics,  politics,  and  geography)— 

Began  to  lay  about  with  steel  and. lead,— 

Havuig  been  used  to  SKve  on  horses'  basks, 

And  no  great  dilettanti  jn  topography 

On  such  occasions:  not  a  single  head 

Was  spared,— three  thousand  Moslems  pcrish'd  herO] 

Th«t  ch:els   to  oiiler,— were  an  cut  to  pieces. 

And  siiiteen  bayonets  pierced  the  .Seraskier. 
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LXXXII. 

ITia  city  'a  (aken--oniy  part  by  ps 

Where  lights  not  lo  the  last  eomi 


A  Bus; 


eapofbc 


s,  felt  h 


Seized  fast,  as  if  't  were  by  Iht 

Whose  fangs  Eva  taught  her  human  seed  to  feel. 
In  vain  he  kick'd,  and  swore,  and  wrilhed,  and  blad, 

And  howi'd  for  help  as  wolves  do  for  a  meal- 
Tile  IcetJi  slill  ]tepl  their  gratifying  hold. 
As  do  the  subtle  snalics  described  oT  old. 


LXXXIV. 

A  dying  Moslem,  who  had  felt  the  foot 
" lalch'd  al  it,  and  bit 


Of  a  foe 


(That  which  some  ancient  Muse  or  modem 
Nanied  afler  thee,  Achilles)  and  quite  Ihraugti 

Ha  made  tJie  teeth  meet,  nor  rolinquish'd  it 
Even  with  bis  I'ife— for  (but  they  lie) 
To  the  lira  leg  still,  elung  the  seior'd  head. 
LXXXV. 

The  Russian  officer  for  hfe  was  lamed. 
For  the  Turk's  teeth  stuck  &ster  than  a  skewer 

And  left  hiia  'nudst  the  invalid  and  maim'di 
The  regimental  surgeon  ixntld  not  cure 

Kore  then  the  head  of  the  inveterals  foe, 
(Vhich  was  cut  olf,  and  scaice  even  then  let  go 

LXXSVI. 
But  then  the  fact's  a  fact— and  'tis  the  part 


For  what  is  Gomel 
And  that  outrageous 
Winch  Satan  angles 


The  blood  may  gush  out,  as  the  Danube' 
Bolls  by  the  city  nail ;  but  deed  nor  v 

Acknowlwlga  aught  of  dread  of  death  o: 
In  vain  the  yell  of  victory  is  roar'd 

By  the  advancing  Muscovite— llie  groan 

Of  Iha  last  foe  is  echoed  by  his  own. 
LXXXVIII. 

The  bayonet  pierces  and  the  sabro  clea' 


And  groans ;  and  thus  the  peopled  city  grieves. 
Shorn  of  its  best  and  loveliest,  and  leli  bare  ; 
But  still  it  falls  with  vast  and  awful  splinters, 
As  oaks  blown  down  with  all  their  thousand  wint 


:e  prolilic 


With  all  their  pretty  milk-and-water  ways,— 
nd  may  serve  therefore  to  bedew  these  rhymes, 
A  Utile  scorch'd  at  present  with  the  blaze 
Of  conquest  and  its  eonsequanees,  which 


To  this  vain  refuge,  made  the  good  heart  droop 
^nd  shudder ;— while,  as  beautiful  as  iVIay, 

A  female  child  of  ten  years  tried  to  stoop 
Ind  hide  hat  little  pal]iilaling  breast 
Amidst  the  bodies  lull'd  in  bloody  rest. 

XCIf. 
rwo  villanotis  Cossacks  pursued  the  child 

With  flashing  eyes  and  weapons :  malch'd  with  them, 
rhe  rudest  brute  that  roams  Sibatia's  wiU 

Has  faehngs  pure  and  poliah'd  as  a,  gem, — 


And  whom  for  this  at  la 
Theii 


ist  we  eonden 


emjiloy 


lach  tbeir  subjects 
XCIII. 
'heir  sabres  gUtter'd  o'er  her  liule  head. 
Whence  her  fair  hair  rose  twining  with  affright, 
.er  hidden  face  was  plunged  amidst  thede^: 
"^-  "■  lught  a  glimpse  of  (his  sad  sight. 


I  shi 


.actlyw 


readiest  way  of  reasnni 
One's  hi 


xcw. 


If  the 


drove  them  with  their  brutal  y 
might  b 


_.._     they  richly  ineritcd,  snd  shriel 

Thoir  bafBed  rage  and  pain ;  while  waxing  t 
turn'd  o'er  each  pale  and  gory  chee 


xcv. 

bid  she  was  chill  as  tbey,  ..nd  on  her  face 

A  slender  streak  of  blood  announced  how  m 
Her  fate  had  been  to  that  of  all  her  race ; 


If  brow,  and  left  lis  crimson  1 
Unk  with  all  slie  bad  held  de 
■t,  she  opan'd  hsr  large  eyes, 
Juan  with  a  wild  surprise. 
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Wilh, 
Wilh  . 


XCVI. 

is  instant,  nhilB  Ui^r  ejes  were 
sdx  other,  wilh  dilated  glance, 
look,  pain,  plflaGure,  hopc^  fear,  nu 

protefe;  while  hera,  traiLsiixM 


On  great  oceaaioos 
Up  Johnson  came,  m  1} 


commo  place 


God 


That  you  and  I  will    in  S  in  Geo  g       collar.' 

xcvni. 

"The  Seraekier  is  knock'd  upon  ths  head. 

The  old  pacha  sita  among  aome  hundreda  dead. 
Smoking  hla  pipe  quite  calmly,  'midst  tite  din 

Of  oui'  arUllerr  end  hia  awn :  't  ia  smd 
Our  kill'd  already  piled  up  to  the  chm, 

Lie  njund  the  battery ;  but  aljll  it  battera, 

And  grape  in  volleys,  like  a  vineyard,  scatters. 
XCiX, 

"Tht.  up  with  me!"— But  Juan  ananer'd,  "Look 


And  an  allowances  besides  of  plunder 
In  fau  proportion  with  their  comrades; — then 
lan  conaonted  to  march  on  through  thunder. 
Which  thinn'd  at  erery  alep  thrar  ranka  of  mi 
nd  yet  the  rest  rnsh'd  eagerly — no  wonder. 
For  they  were  healed  by  the  hope  of  g&m, 

A  thing  which  happens  every  where  each  day — 

"o  hero  trusteth  wholly  to  half-pay. 
CIV, 
nd  Buch  is  victory,  and  such  ia  mar 

lay  have  another  name  fcr  half  we  scan 

ul  to  our  subject :'  a  brave  Tartar  Khan,— 

Or  "suits?!,"  as  the  author  (to  whose  nod 

I  prose  I  bend  my  humble  verse)  doth  call 

This  chiafUju— somehow  would  not  yield  at  all: 

CV, 

nk'd  by  fine  brave  sons  (such  is  polygamy, 

osecuted  for  that  &lse  crime  bigamy) 
lover  would  behove  the  city  won, 

B  dung  but  to  a,  single  twig. — Am  I 


may  shriek  an 

And  1  am  with 

you."— Whereon  Johnson 

A  glance  atou 

nd-and  shr 

ugg'd-and  tw 

And  black  ^Ikn 

ckcloth— am 

replied,  "You 

Poor  thing!  what's  to  he  do 

e?  I'm  puii 

C. 

Said  Joan-«Wlialso«vet  is 

to  be 

Done,  111  no 

Of  present  life 

good  deal 

more  than  we 

—"NoAer 

But  at  the  leaE 

e  gloriously." 

Juan  repiled- 

"At  least  : 

will  endure 

Whale'er  is  to 

'lliis  child,  who 

cr. 

and  therefore 

Johnson  said—' 

Juan,  we  V 

no  time  to 

The  child's  a 

pretty  child 

-a  very  pretty. 

lose; 

7— 

Between  your  fame  and  feeUngs,  prido  and  pity; 

Will  serrn  when  there  is  plunder  in  a  city; — 

By  God!  we'll  be  too  late  for  the  Nrsl  cuL" 
CII. 


cm. 


Whil. 


bbg  Pria, 


■s,  Peleui 


Neither, — but  a  good,  plain,  old,  temperate  man, 
Who  fought  with  his  five  children  in  the  van. 

CVT. 
To  (oif  him  was  tho  point.     The  truly  brave, 

!y  behold  the  brave  oppress'd  with  odds, 


d  with  a 


ni-gods 


Now 


h  pity : 


The  rugged  tree 

Compas^on  breathes  along  the  savage  mmd. 

CVII. 
But  he  would  not  be  tahm,  and  replied 

To  all  the  propositions  of  surrender 
By  mowing  ChriEtlans  down  on  every  side. 

As  obstinate  as  Swedish  Charles  at  Bende^ 
His  five  brave  boys  no  less  the  foe  defied: 

Whereon  the  Ritasian  pathos  grew  less  tender. 

Apt  to  wear  out  on  trifling  provocations. 

CVIU. 
And  spite  of  Johnson  and  of  Juan,  who 

Expended  all  their  eastern  phraseology 
In  begging  him,  for  God's  sake,  just  to  show 

So  much  less  light  aa  might  [brm  an  apology 
For  them  in  saving  such  a  desperate  foe — 

He  hew'd  away,  like  doctors  of  theokigy 
When  Uiey  dispute  with  aceptica ;  and  with  curses 
Struck  at  hia  friends,  as  babies  beat  their  nurEea. 
CIX. 


who  really  loved  him  in  his  wi 

Juan  and  Johnson,  wheteupon  they  fell — 

amongst  his  followers  with  som 

The  first  with  sighs,  the  second  with  on  oath— 

he  thought  the  least  given  up 

■a  prey: 

Upon  hia  angry  ™ltanship,peU-meli, 

ing  if  the  infent  came  to  ill 

y  ahould  all  be  shot  on  the  nej 

Iday, 

M'erB  dei'ivar'ii  safe  apd  sound, 

And  pour'd  upon  him  and  his  sona  like  rain. 

.d  at  least  have  Hfly  roubles  ro 

nd. 

Which  they  realsled  like  a  sandy  plain, 
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aod  stiD  IS  dry-    At  last  they  perishM  :- 

d  Eon  was  levell'd  by  a  ehol; 

IS  Babred;  and  the  fourUi,  most  cherish' 


To  sava  a  sire  ivho  blush'd  that  he  begot  him. 

And  flt—lb    sh  d       «lhlifo-hewa 

CXI. 

CXVIII 

The  eldost  was  a  Ime  and  lamoleas  Tartar, 

As  gresl  a  scorner  of  the  Naiarene 

Up       Ih    R    SI         eel  hi,  br  a  t  h 

As  ever  Mahomet  pick'd  out  for  a  martyr, 

As  c      leslyash    Is  th    moth  her  m 

Who  only  saw  the  black-eyed  ^rls  in  green. 

Against  the  light  wherein  she  dies 

Who  make  the  beds  of  those  who  won't  take  quarter 

Closer,  ihat  aU  the  deadlier  lh«ymghl 

Those  Houria,  like  all  other  pretty  creatures. 
Da  Jujl  whate'er  they  ple^e,  by  dint  of  featurCE. 

CXII, 
And  what  they  pleased  to  do  witli  the  young  Khan 

But  doubtless  they  prefer  a  fine  yoiuig  man 
To  tough  old  heroes,  and  can  do  no  lees  ; 

And  that 's  the  cause,  no  doubt,  why,  if  we  scan 
A  field  of  battle's  ghastly  wilderness, 

For  one  rough,  weather-beaten,  veteran  body, 

You  'U  find  ten  thousand  handsome  cojcombs  bloody 
CXIII. 

Your  Houris  also  have  a  natural  pleasure 
In  lopping  off  your  lately  married  men 

And  the  sad  second  moon  grows  dim  again, 
Or  dull  Repentance  hatli  had  dreary  leisure 

To  wish  hiia  back  a  bachelor  now  and  then. 
And  thus  your  Houri  (it  may  be)  disputes 
Of  these  brief  blossoms  the  unmediale  fruits. 

CXIV. 
Thus  the  young  Khan,  with  Houris  m  his  sight. 

Thought  not  upon  the  charms  of  lour  young  bridet 

In  short,  howe'er  our  better  faith  derides. 
These  Hadi-eyed  virgins  make  the  Moslems  fight, 

As  though  there  were  one  hearen  and  none  besidcs,- 
Whereas,  if  all  be  true  we  hear  of  heaven 
And  hell,  there  must  at  least  he  six  or  seven. 

CXV. 
So  fully  flash'd  ths  phantom  on  his  eyes. 

That  when  the  very  lance  was  in  his  heart, 
Ha  shouted,  "Allahl"  and  saw  Paradise 

With  all  its  veil  of  mystery  drawn  apart. 
And  bright  eternity  without  disguise 

With  prophets,  houris,  angels,  saints,  descried 
In  one  vtJupluous  blaze, — and  then  he  died ; 
CXVI. 
enlytapturi 


The™ 

d  oia  Khan— who  Jo 

g  had  ceased  to 

ouria,  0 

Whog 

ew  like 

him  gloriously- 

'hen  he 

beheld 

,is  latest  he: 

Theea 

th,whio 

1  he  became 

like  a  feli'd  tree. 

auscd  fo 

fight,  and  cast 

glance 

on  that 

slain  son,  hi 

first  and  last. 

cxvn, 

:  Soldiers,  who  beheld  him  drikp  his  poln 

irter,  in  case  he  bade  Ihem  not  "  aroint 
.3  he  before  had  done.  He  did  not  ho 
:i    p  gns     h'    heart  was  out  ol 

.nd    h    k  (till      w        haken)  Idle  a  rt 


iwhig  back  a  dim  look  on  h 


>r  carnage,  when  this  old  man  was  pierced  through, 
And  lay  before  them  with  his  diildren  near, 
'ouch'd  by  the  hermsm  of  him  they  slew. 


They 


cxx. 

But  the  stone  bastion  still  kept  up  its 
Whore  the  chief  Pacha  calmly  held  I 

Some  twenty  times  he  made  the  Russ 
And  baffled  the  assaults  of  all  their 

And,  being  told  the  latter,  sent  a  Bey 
To  answer  Ribas'  summons  to  give  wa 


g  the  I 


irching  rv 


nokuig  , 


ittle  carpet;— Troy 
Saw  nothing  Uke  the  scene  around ;— yet,  lookin| 
ith  martial  stoicism,  nought  seem'd  to  annoy 
Flis  stern  philosophy:  but  gently  stroking 
a  beard,  he  puff'd  his  pipe's  ambrosial  gales, 
if  he  had  three  lives,  as  well  aa  tails. 
CXSIl. 
Lo  town  was  taken — whether  he  might  yield 


thield. 


T  the  field, 
I  redxeming  gore :   the  glow 

in  binod,  the  sea  of  slaughter. 
CXXIII. 


All  that  the  body  perpetrates  of  bs 


■ead,  he 


un,of  m 


Uio  devil  would  do  if  n 
All  that  defies  Uie  worst  which  per 
All  by  which  hell  is  peopled,  or 

Was  here  (as  heretofore  and  sinoi 
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CXXIV. 

CXXXI 

B                            th                                 goat; 

Was  shown,  and  some  more  nuble  heart  broke  through 

m    d                          h                 d 

lU  bloody  bond,  and  saved  perhaps  some  pretty 

T        OS              ad             ^                             8 

Child,  or  an  aged  helpless  man  or  two— 

Of                b        dnes                                  ood 

What's  this  m  ana  annihitated  city. 

(Sinoo  it  was  not  their  fault,  but  only  fate, 

To  bear  these  crosses)  for  each  waiung  prude 

Cocknays  of  London  1  Museadins  of  Paris  l 

To  make  a  Roman  son  of  Sabine  wedding. 

Jusl  ponder  what  a  pinixs  pastime  via  is. 

Without  Ibe  eipens^  and  the  suspense  of  bedding. 

cxxv 

CXXXII. 

Think  how  the  joy                          gai     8 

Some  voices  of  tho  bujoni  middle-aged 

flro  purchased  b    al      g           an         mes: 

Were  also  heard  to  wonder  in  the  din 

Or,  if  Ihesa  do  no                                     gel 

(Widows  of  ibrly  were  these  birds  long  caged) 

Such  doom  may  be                    m  ell      times. 

"Wherefore  the  ravishuig  did  not  begin!" 

Maanfimo  tho  taj                                     ebl, 

But,  while  the  thirst  for  gore  and  plunder  raged. 

Are  bints  as  good  as                             rhymes. 

There  was  small  leisure  for  superfluous  sin  j 

Read  your  own  h  ar      an                        esent  slory, 

But  whether  they  escaped  or  no,  lies  hid 

Then  feed  her  fan                  th  W          y's  glory. 

CXXVI. 

CXXXIII^ 

But  Eb11  there  is  onto  a  patriot  naUon, 

Which  loves  aa  well'  its  country  and  its  king. 

For  Timor  or  fbrZinghie  in  his  trade. 

Bear  it,  ye  Muses,  on  your  brightest  wing ! 

Blazed,  and  the  cannon's  roar  was  scarce  altay'd. 

Bowe'cr  the  tulghty  locnat.  Desolation, 

With  bloody  hands  he  wrote  his  first  despatch; 

Strip  your  graen  Haids,  and  lo  your  hariests  cling. 

And  here  esacdy  follows  what  he  sald:- 

Gaunt  limine  nevM  shall  approach  the  throne— 

"  Glory  to  God  and  fo  the  Empress!"    (Poiuffj 

Tho'  Ireland  slarye,  great  George  weighs  twenty  stone. 

EUnud!  such  nnmss  fm^gled!)  "Ismail's  ours!'" 

CXXVII. 

But  let  me  put  an  end  unto  my  (heme: 
There  was  an  end  of  Ismail-hapless  town  I 

Par  flash'd  her  burning  lowers  o'er  Danube's  stream, 
An-J  rodly  tan  his  blushing  waters  down. 

Tba  horrid  ivnr-whoop  and  the  shriller  scream 

Of  forty  thousand  who  had  mann'd  the  wall, 

CXXXIV. 

Methinks  these  are  the  most  tremendous  words. 
Since  "Meni,  Monft,  Telicl,"  and  "Tlpharsin," 

Which  hands  or  pens  have  over  traced  of  swords. 
Heaven  help  me!  I'm  but  little  of  a  parson: 

What  Daniel  read  was  shcrt-hand  of  the  Lord's. 
Severe,  sublime;  the  prophet  wrote  no  farce  on 

The  fate  of  nations;— hut  this  Russ,  so  witty. 

Could  rhyme,  liko  Nero,  o'er  a  burning  city. 

Some  hundreds  breaLhed— the  rest  were  silent  all  1 

cxxvra. 

In  one  thing  ne'ertheiess  'tis  Et  lo  praise 

cxxxv. 

The  Russian  army  upon  this  occasion, 

He  wrote  this  polar  melody,  and  see  it. 

A  virtue  much  in  fashion  now-a-days. 

Duly  accompanied  by  shrieks  and  groans. 

And  thereliH^  worthy  of  qommemoration ! 

Which  few  wiU  sing,  I  trust,  but  none  forget  it- 

The  topic 's  tender,  so  shall  be  my  phrase— 

For  I  wil.  teach,  if  possible,  the  stones 

Pet^iaps  the  season's  chill,  and  their  long  station 

To  liss  against  earth's  tyrants.    Never  let  it 

In  wmler's  depth,  or  want  of  rest  and  lictual. 

Be  said,  that  we  still  truckle  unto  thrones  ;- 

Had  made  them  chaste ;— Ihey  ravish'd  very  Ijllle. 

Bui  ja-our  children's  children !  think  how  we 

CXXIX. 

Show'd  iiikat  thing'  i««  befi,re  the  world  was  free ' 

Much  did  they  slay,  more  plunder,  and  no  less 

CXXXVI. 

Might  here  and  there  occur  some  violaUoo 

That  hour  Is  not  for  US,  but  His  for  you; 

In  the  other  line,— but  not  to  such  excess 

As  when  (lie  French,  that  diesipalcd  nation. 

You  hardly  will  believe  such  things  were  true 

■nika  towns  by  storm:   no  causes  can  I  guess, 

As  now  occur,  I  Uwugbt  that  I  would  prn  you  'era ; 

But  may  th«r  very  memory  perish  too  !— 

ftut  all  tho  ladies,  save  some  twenty  score, 

Yet,  if  perchance  rememher'd,  still  disdain  you  'env 

Wero  almost  as  much  virgii^  as  befbre. 

More  than  you  scorn  the  savages  of  yore. 

cxsx. 

Who  pamled  their  i>are  limbs,  hut  noi  with  gore. 

Some  odd  mistakes  too  happen'd  in  the  dark. 

CXXXVII. 

Which  show'd  a  want  of  lanterns,  or  of  taste— 

And  when  you  hear  historians  talk  of  thrones. 

Indeed  tno  pniofce  was  such  they  scarce  could  mark 

And  those  that  sate  upon  them,  let  it  be 

Their  friends  from  foes,— besides  such  things  from 

As  we  now  gaie  upon  the  Mammoth's  bones. 

And  wonder  what  old  world  such  things  could  see 

Oecnr,  though  rarely,  when  there  is  a  spark 

Or  hieroglyphics  on  Bgyplion  stones. 

Of  light  to  save  tho  venerably  ehasto  :— 

The  pleasant  riddles  of  futurlly- 

Bui  gi<   ild  damsels,  each  of  seventy  years. 

Were  all  .IpBower'd  by  different  grenadiers. 

As  the  real  purpose  of  a  pyramid. 
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CXXXVIII, 

k  pi  my  w    d  -  t  1    SI 


And    jj       r  pi       ttuth    h    Id  p         in 

F  Ih  dwnmbleswUi 
Th  J  I  n  rs  O  Its  ly  I 
G  t  Fl  ffib      I    ds  m        w  aad  th 

CXSXIX 
Vi   1      h   h  I    t  II    an  hncp    and  curp        d  Gddl 

W  h      f  tth      h    h  bef  Uh         my  bofall 


Th    gh  Brlim  owes  (and  pap  you  loo)   so  muon 

1   I  Europe  doubtless  owes  ^ou  grc^Lly  niure: 

e  repairM  legi^acy^s  croEcb — 

p  nol  quilB  so  certain  aa  before : 

inish,  and  the  French,  as  well  as  Dutch, 

Lterlm  has  made  the  world  your  debtor— 
CI    ■nsh  your  bards  would  sing  it  ralhcr  betler), 

IV. 
IT      are  "the  best  of  cut-lhroals:"— do  nol  slarl; 
The  phrase  is  Shakspajre's,  anil  uol  misapplied 

V  less  her  cause  by  right  be  sanctilied. 


VV 


e  I 


t  bb 


WhIJan  Iffwthlhd^i.      h 

F        hihallP        bglis        tlwth 

CXL 
Th       p       n  as        f  rrd   b      us 

H    I  ad  b  h      d       Ih  e,    and  h  mai  1} 

Wh   h  ioJi  m      1  te,    h      Ih  y  h        I  m    I 

From  tlimr  fcroei^es  produced  by  vanily. 
His  litlle  captive  gain'd  him  some  applause. 

For  saving  her  amidst  the  wild  insanity 
Of  carnage,  and  I  think  he  was  more  glad  in  Her 


i        you  and  yours,  have  gain'd  by  Waterloo? 

V. 

m  no  Aatterer — you  Ve  AuppM  full  of  flattery  : 

They  say  you  like  it  loo — 'lis  no   great  wonder- 
I      vhoso  whole  life  has  been  assault  and  battery 

At  last  may  get  a  little  tired  of  thunder ; 
Ind,  swallowing  eulogy  much  mora  than  satire,  he 

May  like  being  praised  for  every  lucky  blunder ; 
:;dl'd  "  Saviour  of  the  Nations"— not  yet  savcJ, 
ind  "Europe's  Liberator "—stiU  enslaved. 


;er  too  they  aay  the  people  feels: 
e  back  a  liule  to  the  nation. 


CANTO  IX, 


Beating  or  beaten 

You  have  obtain 

Glory  hte  yours  s 

Humanity  would  rb 


You  need  n-it  take  them       it 

no  half  a  millioii  for  your 
b  rather  dear  !— I  'm  sure  I      ean 

VDL 
Great  men  have  always  scorn  d  g 

Epaminondas  saved  his  T 
Nol  loaving  even  his  funeral      p 

George  Washington  had  than 
Eicept  the  all-clijudleaa  glory    w 

To  free  his  country :  Pitt  too  ha. 


II. 


"Nay!"' 


ind,  a: 


,ing  Gres 


tain,  gralis, 


d  K-— n — rd  quite  well 
In  Mai-inet's  affair— in  faet'lwjia  shabby, 
And,  like  some  other  Ihings,  won't  do  to  tell 
Upon  your  tomb  in  Weetuunsier's  old  abbey. 


I  had  n 


gfor  t 


hough  youi 


luch  opportuulPf, 
Eioept  Napoleon,  or  abused  it  more; 

You  might  ha»a  freed  fall'n  Europe  from  th 
Of  tyrants,  and  been  bless'J  from  shore  to 

And  mom:— what  is  your  fame  ?  Shall  the  muse  tui 

Go,  hear  it  in  your  famlsb'd  country's  cries 
Behold  the  world  1  and  curse  your  vicloriMi 
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X. 

xvir. 

As  Ihose  new  cantos  touch  on  warlike  feals, 

"Que  sais-je7"  was  the  motto  of  Montaigne, 

To  yuu  the  untlalleting  Muse  deigns  to  inacribe 

As  also  of  the  first  aeademicians  : 

Truths  that  jou  will  not  i=ad  in  the  gaieties, 

That  all  is  duhious  which  man  may  attain. 

Btit  which,  'ti3  dme  to  teach  Ihe  hireling  Iribo 

Was  one  of  their  most  favourite  positions. 

Who  fatlon  on  Iheir  counliy's  gore  and  debts. 

There 's  no  such  thmg  as  certunty,  thai  'a  plam 

Tou  did  great  things ;  hut,  not  being  greal  in  mind, 

So  little  do  we  know  what  we're  abmil  in 

Have  left  nn/ione  the  gnaUil—aad  iwmfcind. 

This  world,  1  doubt  if  douU  itself  be  douhUng. 

XI. 

xvin. 

Death  laughs-Go  ponder  o'er  the  skeleton 

It  is  a  pleasant  voyaga  perhaps  to  float. 

With  which  men  image  out  the  unknown  Odng 

That  hides  liie  past  world,  like  to  a  set  sun 

But  what  if  carrying  sul  capsize  the  boat? 

Which  Btill  elsewhere  may  rouse  a  brighter  spring; 

Your  wise  mon  don't  know  much  of  navigation, 

Death  laughs  at  all  you  weep  for ;— look  upon 
This  hourly  dread  of  air  whose  Ihraaen'd  iUng 

And  swimming  long  in  the  abyss  of  thought 

Is  apt  to  tire :  a  calm  and  shallow  station 

Turns  life  to  terror,  even  though  in  its  sheath  ! 

Well  nigh  the  shore,  where  one  stoops  down  and  gather! 

Mark!  how  Its  lipless  mouth  grins  without  breath! 

XII. 

Mark!  how  it  laughs  and  scorns  at  all  you  are! 

XJX. 

"  But  heaven,"  as  Cassio  says, "  is  above  all. — 
No  more  of  this  then,- let  us  pray!"  We  have 

And'yet  hm  what  you  are;  from  ear  to  ear 
h  lauglu  not— there  is  now  no  fleshy  bar 

Souls  to  save,  since  Eve's  slip  and  Adam's  M, 
Wh'  hi      bl  d    11  raank'  d  '  to  the  grave, 

So  eaU'di  the  undo  long  hath  ceased  to  hear. 

B       es                      an                    The  sparrow's  fall 

But  still  ht  raBiles;  and  whether  near  or  far, 

He  strips  from  man  that  mantle — (far  more  dear 
Than  even  the  tailor's)— his  incarnate  aiiin. 
White,  black,  or  coppcr-the        J  bo           1!  gr' 

Off                                                   il  perch'd 
IT        th               hi      E      so       dly  search'd. 

XIIL 

0            mun    tal       ds                    heogony? 

And  thus  Death  Iaugh9,-it  is              m 

But  still  it  H  so;  and  with      d    exam 

Why  should  not  Life  be  equa            te 

With  his  superior,  in  a  sm           Iran 

the  mahogany 

Upon  the  nothings  which  are                en 

T                  hi     es                  tiieymean;-i*im 

Like  bubbles  on  aa  ocean  n     h   es      m 

Than  the  eternal  deluge,  whie              rs 

Suns  as  rays— worlds  like  ato    s—            ih        rs 

Men  become  wolves  on  any  slight  occasion. 

XIV. 

XXL 

"To  be,  or  not  to  be!  that  is  th 

But  I,  the  mildest,  meekest  of  mankind. 

Like  Moses,  or  Melancthon,  who  have  ne'er 

Done  any  thing  eiceedingly  unkind, — 

Nor  ever  had  for  absbvcl  fame  much  passion  ; 

And  (though  1  could  not  now  and  then  forbear 

But  would  much  rather  have  a  sound  digestion. 

PoUowing  the  bent  of  body  or  of  mind) 

Thaji  Bonaparte's  cancer;— could  1  dash  on 

Have  always  had  a  tendency  to  spaie, — 

Tlitough  fifty  victories  to  shame  or  fame, 

Without  a  stomach — what  were  a  good  name? 

T%  kale  me,  not  I  lhem:—&Di  here  we'll  pause. 

xxn. 

XV. 

'TIS  time  we  should  proceed  with  our  good  poem. 
For  I  m^ntain  that  it  b  really  good. 

Te  rigid  guts  of  reapers  1" — 1  translate 
for  the  great  benefit  of  those  who  know 

Not  only  in  the  body,  hut  the  proem. 
However  little  both  arc  understood 

What  indigestion  is— that  mward  fate 

Just  now,— hut  by  and  by  tiie  truth  will  show 'em 
Herself  m  her  subUmest  attitude; 

Whieh  makes  aU  Styi  through  one  smaU  liver  flow. 

A  peasant's  sweat  is  worth  his  lord's  estate ; 

And  till  she  doth,  I  f^n  must  be  content 

Let  rtis  one  t™i  for  bread- !Aa!  rack  for  rent,— 

l(e  who  sleeps  best  may  be  the  most  content. 

XVI. 

Our  hero  (and,  I  Uust,  kiVid  reader!  jours)- 

"TV.  ae,  or  not  to  be!"-Ere  I  decide. 

Was  lefl  upon  his  way  to  the  chief  city 

I  shouH  be  glad  to  know  thai  which  »  h^g. 

or  tiio  unmurtal  Peter's  polish'd  boors. 

Tis  true  WB  speculalp  both  far  and  wide. 

And  deem,  beeauae  we  s«,  we  are  aU-seeing; 

witty; 

ror  my  part,  I'll  enlist  on  neither  side. 

I  hnow  its  mighty  empire  now  allures 

Unm  1  see  both  sides  for  once  agreeing. 

Much  flattciy— even  Voltaire's,  and  that's  a  pily. 

I-to  mo,  I  sometimes  think  that  hfo  is  death. 

Rather  than  hfe  a  mere  afiaii  of  brealh. 

JV«  a  barbarian,  but  laadx  worse  than  thai. 
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XXIV. 

And  I  will  war,  at  \easl  in  words  (and— sh^ 

My  chance  eo  happen— deads)  wiih  all  wl 

With  LhuughL ; — and  of  thoughi^s  Ibes  by  far  j 


I  d 


le  Christian  d 


hguld  be  no  bar 


II  every  sleeple, 
ead  some  proper  atiiC 
^epUasm  to  reap  hdl, 
5ma  rather  rough, 
.0  be  free 


'ho  is  no  paviouFf  nor  admits  a 
_ ..  her  canals,  where  God  lakra  so 
Fishery  and  farm,  both  into  his  ov, 


is'ktHgB=ftbm-Jou  I 
XXVI. 
'Hia  consequonce  is,  being  of  no  party, 
'1  nhiil)  dReiTd'sll  pariies;- 
My  words. 


a:— never  mind! 


Than  if  I  sought  iQ 


i«l  before  the  w 


XXVll, 

ita  siniiEe,  that  jackal; 
in  the  Ephesiau  ruins  hi 


Are  useless.    Mind,  good  people  l 

(Or  rather  peoples)— go  on  %vitJ 

The  web  of  these  tarantulas  each 

None,  save  the  Spanish  fly  and  At 
As  yet  are  strongly  stinging  lo  be 

XXIX. 
Don  Juan,  who  had  shone  in  the  1 
Was  tell  upon  bis  way  with  the 
Whore  blood  was  talk'd  bf  as  we  ■ 


XXX. 

re  in  a  kOiil'ia  here  roll'd  on 
sed  sort  of  carriage  without 
in  rough  roads  leaves  scarcely 
ring  on  glory,  chivalry,  and  ki 


ived  from  slaughter- 


(jally  if  young 


Whetl 


10  public 


WitJt  clownish  heel,  your  popular  circuta 
Feeds  you  by  printing  hilf  tho  reahn'a  si 
SXXVl. 

s  sometimes  have  been  greater  sages' 
'Twas  eometbing  calculated  lo  allay 

11  wrath  in  barradiB,  palaces,  or  cota  ; 
Cerlea  it  would  have  been  hul  thrown 

nd  that's  one  comfort  for  my  lost  advii 
Although  no  doubt  it  was  beyond  all  pile 


When  this  world  shall  be  fam 

Thrown  lopsy-lurvy,  twisted 

Balied,  fried,  or  biuuU  tuni'd  i 
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XXXVIII. 

XLV. 

Sf,  Ciivicr  says  ;— and  then  shall  tome  again 

His  bandage  sl.ip'd  dowu  uito  a  cravat; 

Unlo  the  new  croation,  rising  out 

His  wmgs  subdued  to  epaulets;  his  quivw 

Prom  our  qM  crash,  some  myatic,  ancient  strain 

Shruuk  to  a  scabbard,  with  Ills  arrows  at 

Of  thing!  deslroy'd  and  ten  in  air;  douht: 

His  side  as  a  small-sword,  but  sharp  as  ever; 

Like  U>  the  notions  we  now  entettun 

His  bow  converted  into  a  cock'd  bat; 

Of  Titans,  giania,  fellows  of  about 

But  still  so  like,  that  Psyche  were  more  clever 

Some  hundred  feol  in  height,  wl  to  say  miK 

Than  some  wives  (who  make  blunders  no  less  stupid) 

And  mammoLbs,  and  jour  wmged  crocodiles. 

If  she  had  not  misttiea  him  for  Cupid. 

XXXIX. 

XLVI. 

Think  if  then  George  the  Fourth  should  be  dug  up! 

The  courtiers  slated,  the  ladies  wliisper'd,  and 

How  tha  ne™  worldlings  of  die  then  new  cast 

(Vdl  wonder  where  such  animals  could  sup ! 

I  quite  forget  whidi  of  ihem  was  in  hand 

(Cor  they  ihemselves  will  be  but  of  the  least: 

Juat  then,  as  lliev  are  rather  numerous  found. 

Eien  worlds  miscarry,  when  loo  ofl  Ihey  pup. 

Who  took  by  turns  that  diffieult  command. 

And  every  new  creation  hath  decreased 

Since  first  her  majesty  was  singly  crown'd; 

In  size,  from  overworking  Iha  material — 

Hot  they  were  mostly  nervous  six-fool  fellows. 

Men  are  hut  maggots  of  soma  huge  earth's  burial). — 

XL. 

XLVIL 

Hmo  will— to  tliese  young  people,  just  thrusl  out 

Juan  was  none  of  these,  but  slight  and  slim. 

From  some  fresh  paradise,  and  sot  to  plough,    ' 

Blushing  and  beardless  ;  and  yet  ne'erlheless 

There  was  a  something  in  his  turn  of  limh. 

Anil  plant,  and  reap,  and  spin,  and  grind,  and  sow. 

And  s^ll  more  in  his  eye,  which  seem'd  to  express, 

Till  all  the  arts  at  tenglh  are  iirougbt  about. 

That  though  he  look'd  one  of  the  seraphim, 

Especially  of  war  and  taring,— how. 

Ther*  lurk'd  a  man  beneath  the  spirit's,  dress. 

I  say,  will  these  great  relics,  when  they  see 'em. 

Besides,  Iha  empress  sometimes  liked  a  boy. 

Look  like  the  monsters  of  a  new  museum ! 

And  bid  just  buried  the  fair-faced  Lanskoi:' 

XLI. 

XLVIII. 

But  I  am  apt  to  grow  too  metaphysical : 

flo  wonder  Ihen  that  Termoloff,  or  MomonolT, 

"The  time  is  out  of  johit,"~snd  so  am  I; 

Or  Scherbaloff,  or  any  other  qfft 

r  quite  forget  this  poem's  merely  quiziicsl, 

Or  on,  miglit  dread  her  majesty  had  not  room  enough 

And  deviate  into  matters  rather  dry. 

Within  her  hosom  (which  was  not  ton  tough) 

I  ne'er  decide* hat  1  shall  say,  and  (his  I  call 

For  a  new  flame ;  a  thought  lo  cast  of  gloom  enough 

Much  too  poetical:  men  should  know  why 

Along  the  aspect,  whether  smooth  or  rough, 

They  write,  and  for  what  end  j  but,  note  or  lest. 

or  him  who,  in  the  language  of  his  staUon, 

1  never  liLow  the  word  which  will  gome  nexU 

Then  held  that  "high  official  situation." 

XLII. 

XLIX. 

So  on  I  ramble,  now  and  then  naiming. 

Oh,  gentle  ladies!  should  you  seek  lo  know 

Tlie  import  of  this  dipUimalie  plirass. 

1  leli  Don  Juan  with  his  horses  baiting — 

Now  we  '11  gel  o'er  the  ground  at  a  great  rate. 

His  parts  of  speech  ;  and  in  the  slrango  displays 

Of  Ihai  odd  string  of  words  all  in  a  row, 

His  journey,  we've  BO  many  tours  of  late: 

Which  none  divine,  and  every  one  obeys. 

Perhaps  you  may  pick  out  some  queer  no-meaning. 

That  pleasant  capital  of  painted  snows; 

Of  that  weali  wordy  harvest  the  sole  gleaning. 

XLIIL 

L. 

Suppose  him  in  a  handsome  uniform ; 

I  think  I  can  explain  myself  without 

A  scarlet  coat,  black  facings,  a  long  plume, 

That  sad  inexplicable  beast  of  prey — 

Waving,  like  sails  new^iver'd  in  a  storm. 

That  sphbi,  whose  words  woi.ld  ever  bo  a  doubt. 

Ouer  a  cock'd  hat,  in  a  crowded  room. 

Did  not  his  deeds  nnriddio  them  each  day- 

Thai  nmnslroua  hieroglyphic — thai  long  spout 

Of  yellow  kerseymere  we  may  presume. 

Of  blood  and  water,  leaden  Castlcreagh! 

White  stockings  drawn,  uncurdled  as  now  milk, 

And  here  I  must  an  anecdote  relate. 

O'or  limbs  whose  symmetry  set  off  the  silk  : 

But  luckily  of  no  great  length  or  weight. 

xuv. 

LL 

Si-ljpoae  him,  sword  hy  side,  and  hat  in  hand. 

An  English  lady  ask'd  of  an  Itahan, 

Made  up  by  youUi.-fame,  and  an  army  tailor- 

IVhat  were  the  actual  and  official  duties 

Thai  great  enchanter,  at  whose  rod's  conunand 

Of  the  strange  thing  some-women  set  a  value  on. 

Beauty  springs  forth,  and  nature's  self  turns  paler 

Which  hovers  oft  about  some  married  heaulios. 

Seeing  how  srI  can  make  her  work  more  grand. 

Call'd  "  Cavalier  S6rvente?"-a  Pygmalion 

(When  she  don't  pin  men's  lir.bs  in  like  a  jailor)- 

Whose  statues  warm  (I  fear,  alas!  too  true  'tis) 

llflioi.1  him  nlaced  as  if  upon  a  pillarl     Ha 

Ber.calh  his  art.    Tho  dame,  press'd  to  disclose  them. 

S*"n-  Love  turn'd  a  Ueuienanl  of  aclilleryT 

Said — "  Lady,  I  boseech  you  to  vippaii  them." 
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Ln 

LIX. 

Anri  ihua  I  eupplicale  lour  supposition. 

And  miWcsI,  nialron-hbe  inlerpretalion 

Was  a  ta'en  city,  tliirty  thousand  slun. 

or  llie  bipeniil  fivourile's  eondilion 

Glory  and  triumph  o'er  her  aspect  buret, 

'T  was  a  high  place,  the  highest  in  the  nalion 

As  an  Eaat-liidian  sunrise  on  Ihe  main. 

Ir  r^t,  If  not  in  rank ,  and  the  suspicion 

These  quench'd  a  moment  her  ambition's  thirst- 

or  any  one's  allaming  lo  hia  station. 

So  Arab  deserts  drink  in  summer's  rain : 

No  doubt  gave  pain,  where  eanh  new  pair  of  shnuWers, 

In  vain  !-Ab  fall  tho  dews  on  quenchless  sands, 

If  raihcr  broad,  made  alocka  nse  and  their  holders. 

Blood  only  serves  to  wash  ambition's  bands! 

Lin. 

LS. 

Juan,  I  said,  was  n  most  beanteons  boy. 

And  had  retaui'd  hia  boyish  louk  beyond 

She  smiled  at  mad  Suwarrow's  rhymes,  who  threw 

Into  a  Russian  couplet,  rather  dull. 

Wilh  beards  and  whiskers  end  the  like,  the  fonJ 

PaWiim  aspect  which  upset  old  Troy 

Her  third  was  femuime  enough  to  annul 

And  KmndBj  Doctor's  Commons:-!  have  conn'd 

The  shudder  which  runs  naturally  through 

The  history  of  divorces,  which,  though  ohequer'd. 

Our  veins,  when  things  called  sovereigns  tlimk  it  hen 

To  kill,  and  generals  turn  it  into  jest. 

LIV. 

LXI. 

And  Ualherine,  who  loved  all  things  (save  her  lord. 

The  two  first  feelings  ran  their  courae  complete, 

Who  vas  gone  to  bis  place),  and  pass'dfor  much, 

And  lighted  first  her  eye  and  then  her  mouth : 

The  whole  court  look'd  immediately  most  sweet, 

Liks  flowers  well  walcr'd  after  a  long  drouth  :— 

Of  sentiment;  and  he  she  most  adored 

But  when  on  the  lieutenant,  at  her  feet. 

Was  tho  tamented  Lanakoi,  who  was  such 

Almost  as  much  as  on  a  new  dcspatcli— 

And  yel  but  made  a  middling  grenadier. 

Glanced  mildly,  all  the  world  was  on  the  watch. 

LV. 

LXII. 

Oh,  Ihou  •' teterrinia  causa "  of  all  "belH!"— 

Thou  gate  of  life  and  death  1— iboo  nondescript ! 

W;.en  lurW. ;  while  pleased,  she  was  as  fine  a  figur. 

As  those  who  hke  things  losy,  ripe,  tjid  succulent. 

May  pause  m  pondering  how  all  souls  >k  dlpp'd 

Would  wish  to  look  on,  while  they  are  in  vigour. 

In  ihy  perennial  fountain  1— how  man  felt,  I 

She  could  repay  each  amatory  look  you  lent 

Know  not,  since  knowledge  saw  her  branches  stripp'd 

With  interest,  and  in  turn  was  wont  with  rigour 

Of  hot  first  frail ;   but  hhw  he  falls  and  rises 

To  c*acl  of  Cupid's  tills  the  fuU  amount 

Sm™,  Ihaa  hasl  settled  beyond  all  surmises.. 

At  sight,  nor  would  permit  you  to  discount. 

LVI. 

LXIII. 

Some  call  thee  "Ihe  worst  cause  of  war,"  but  I 

With  her  Ihe  latter,  though  at  times  convenient, 

Maintain  Ihou  art  the  bal:  for,  oJler  all. 

Was  not  so  necessary;  for  they  toll 

From  thee  we  come,  to  thes  we  go ;   and  why. 

That  she  was  handsome,  and,  tho'  fierce,  Zuoft'd  lenient, 

To  gel  at  thee,  not  halter  down  a  wall. 

And  always  used  her  favourites  too  well. 

Or  waste  a  world?     Since  no  one  can  deny 

If  once  beyond  her  boudoir's  precincts  in  ye  went. 

Thou  dost  replenish  worlds  both  great  and  small: 

Your  "fofjine"  was  in  a  fairway  "to  swell 

With,  or  nHlhoul  thee,  all  things  at  a  stand 

A  man,"  as  Giles  says  ;•  for,  the'  she  would  widow  aU 

Are,  or  would  be,  thou  sea  of  life's  dry  bind! 

Nations,  she  liked  man  as  an  individual. 

LVII. 

LXIV. 

Catherine,  who  was  the  grand  epitome 

What  a  strange  thing  is  man  !    end  what  a  strangei 

Of  that  great  cause  of  war,  or  peace,  or  what 

Is  woman)  What  a  whirlwind  is  her  head, 

You  please  (it  causes  all  ihe  things  which  be, 

So  you  may  lake  your  choice  of  this  or  that) — 

Is  a!!  the  rest  about  her !   whether  wed. 

Catherine,  I  say,  was  very  glad  to  see 

Or  widow,  maid,  or  mother,  she  can  ohango  her 

The  handsome  herald,  on  whose  plumage  sat 

Victory;    and,  pausing  as  she  saw  him  kneel 

Or  done,  is  lishl  10  what  she'll  say  or  do;- 

With  his  despalch,  forgot  to  break  the  seal. 

The  oldeal  thing  on  record,  and  yet  new! 

LVIIL 

LXV. 

Then  recollecluig  Ihe  whole  empress,  nor 

Oh,  Calherins!  (for  of  all  interjections 

Forgelting  quite  the  woman  (wliich  composed 

To  thee  both  oh!  and  «h!  bekmg  oT right 

At  least  three  |>Brts  of  this  great  whole),  she  lore 

The  letter  open  wilh  an  air' which  posed 

Of  human  thoughts,  which  jostle  in  their  flight ' 

The  uourt,  that  walch'd  each  look  her  visage  wore, 

Until  a  royal  smile  al  length  disclosed 

MtsI,  Ismail's  capture  caught  your  fancy  quite , 

Fair  weather  for  Ihe  day.    Though  rather  spacious 

JVeir,  of  new  knights  the  fresh  and  glorious  batck. 

Htr  face  was  noble,  her  eyes  fine,  mouth  gradous. 

And  Ikirdls,  be  who  brought  you  the  des;ialt4  < 
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CANTO  IJl 


LXVI. 

ipeare  talks  of  "  Ite  herald  Merearj 
IV  lighted  on  a  heaven-kiBang  hill;" 


and,  b;  God's  blD» 


'Tia  verj 

For  a  Ueutenaat  to  cllni 
Soioolh'd  even  Ihe  Simplon's 

With  youth  and  health  all  kia 

LXVII. 
.Her  majesty look'd  down,  the  youth  look'd  up — 

And  so  they  fell  in  lore ;— she  with  his  facj, 
His  grace,  bis  Goil'linows-what :  for  Cupid's  cup 

Witli  the  first  draught  intoiicatss  apace, 
A  quuiteBseniial  laudanum  or  "black  drop," 

Which  makes  one  dmnk  at  once,  without  the  basi 
Eipedient  of  full  bumpers  ]  for  the  eye 
rn  lore  drinks  all  life's  fountains  (savo  teats)  dry, 

Lxvni. 

He,  on  the  other  haod,  if  net  in  leve, 


Fen  it 


■  that 


of  thing 


('T  is  Pope's  phrase)  a  great  longing,  Iho'  a  rash  one 

Makes  us  believe  oiu^elves  as  good  as  any. 

J.XIX. 
Pesides,  he  was  of  that  delighted  age 

Which  makes  all  female  ages  equal— vihen 
Wb  don't  much  care  with  vihom  we  may  engage. 

As  bold  as  Daniel  m  the  lions'  den. 

In  Ihe  neit  ocean,  which  may  flow  just  then. 
To  make  a  twilight  in-just  as  Sol's  heat  is 
Quench'd  in  the  lap  of  the  salt  sea,  or  Thetis, 

LXS. 
AndCatherme  (we  must  say  thus  much  for  Catherine) 

Though  hold  and  bloody,  was  tlie  kind  of  thing 


.B  damn'dest  part  of  m 

3ut  the  Eting  to  leave 

LXXI. 


A  maddening  spitil  vrhich  would 
Itself  with  beauly's  ftail  inanity. 


LXSIV. 

esides  Platonic  love,  besides  the  love 
Of  God,  the  love  of  sentiment,  the  loving 
Of  Ihithful  pairs— (i  needs  must  rhyme  with  dore, 

lainet  reason— reason  ne'er  was  hand-and-glove 

With  rhyme,  but  always  lean'd  less  to  improving 

he  sound  than  sense)— besides  all  tliese  pretences 

To  love,  there  are  those  thmgs  which  words  name  senses ; 

LXXV. 
Those  movements,  those  improvcmenls  in  our  bodies. 

Which  make  all  bodies  anxious  to  get  out 
Of  iheir  own  sam^inls  to  mix  with  a  goddess-.- 

omen  are  at  first,  no  doubt. 

How  beautiful  that  moment !   and  how  odd  is 

That  fever  which  precedes  the  languid  rout 

Of  our  sensations!   What  a  curious  way 

The  whole  thing  is  of  clothing  souls  in  clay ! 

LXXVI. 

The  noblest  kind  of  love  is  love  Platonical, 
ith ;  the  next  grand 


s  that  whic 

may  be  chtisten'd  love  canonl 

Because 

he  clergy  talie  the  Uimg  m  hau 

The  third  s 

rt  to  be  noted  in  our  chronicle 

ing  in  erery  Chrisilaii  land. 

Is,  when  di 

Add  what  may  be  cali'd  mcmiase  in  disguis 

Lxxvn. 

Well,  we  wo 

n't  analyie— our  story  most 

Tell  for  i 

elf:   the  sovereign  was  smitten 

attet'd  by  her  lore,  or  lust  ;— 

I  cannot 

3op  10  alter  words  once  wriUen 

And  the  I" 

are  so  mix'd  with  humm  dusl 

That  he  w 

0  «oms3  DM,  both  perchance  ma 

But  in  such 

matters  Russia's  mighty  empr 

Behared  no 

LXXV  HI. 

The  whole 

ourt  melted  into  one  wide  whis 

And  an  1 

s  were  applied  unto  all  oars! 

nic  elder  i 

dies'  wnnkles  eurl'd  much  crisp 

As  they  b 

held;  the  younger  east  some  i 

On  one  anotlier,  and  each  lorely  lisper 

Smiled  as 

shetalk'd  the  matter  o'er;   bu 

Of  rivalship 

rose  in  each  clouded  eye 

Of  all  the  s 

aiiding  army  who  stood  by. 

LXSIX. 

All  ilie  amb 

assadots  of  all  tlio  powers 

Inquired, 

vho  was  this  very  new  young  m 

Who  promi 

ed  to  be  great  in  some  few  hou 

Which  is 

full  srAn  (though  life  is  but  a 

Already  they 

beheld  the  silver  shnwers 

Of  rouble 

Upon  his  c 

binet,  besides  the  presents 

di„  Google 


If  history,  Ihe.  grand  liar,  ever  saitii 

he  truth ;  and  though  grief  her  lAA  age  tnight  short 

Beesuse  she  put  a  favourite  to  death, 
er  vile  arabiguoQB  method  of  IlirtaUon, 

Lxxxir, 


in  the  If 


d  allwi 


In  th( 
Ambassadors  began  as  't  were  to  hustle 

Hound  the  young  man  with  their  congralulatloii! 
Also  the  softer  silts  were  heard  to  rustle 

Of  gentle  dames,  among  whose  recraations 
It  is  Id  speculate  on  handsome  f^es, 
Especially  when  such  lead  to  high  places. 

LXSXIH. 
Juan,  who  found  himself,  he  knew  not  how, 

A  general  object  of  attention,  made 
His  answers  with  a  very  graceful  how. 

Though  modeEl,  on  hia  unembanass'd  brow 

iNalure  had  written  "GenUeman."    He  said 
Little,  but  to  the  purpose ;  and  his  manner 
Flung  hovering  graces  o^er  him  like  a  banner. 

LXXXIV. 
An  order  from  her  majesty  coosign'd 

Our  young  lieutenant  to  the  genial  care 
Of  those  in  office :  all  tha  world  look'd  kind, 

(As  it  will  look  sometimes  with  the  Grst  stare, 
Which  youth  would  not  ad  ill  to  keep  in  mind); 

As  also  did  Miss  Protosor  then  there, 
Named,  from  her  mystic  office,  "  I'Eprouveuse," 
A  term  inexplicable  to  liie  Muse 

LXXXV. 
With  hir  then,  as  in  bumble  duly  bound, 

,  My  Pegaaus  shall  tire  of  touching  ground. 


iiEs  Newton  saw  an  apple  fall,  he  found 

is  mid  (for  1 11  not  answer  above  ground 
''or  any  sage's  creed  or  calculation) — 
node  of  proving  that  the  earth  turn'd  rMmd 
gravi^^^^n,^^ 


1  is  tha  sole  mortal  who  . 


'B  just 


So  My  that  I  feel 


ound. 


r,ever  since,  imn- 

orlal  man 

hath  glo 

,  all  kinds  of  me 

duet  him 

Wlhem 

\nd  tho 

"hso 

muchi 

ferior,  a 

s  Ik 

ow, 

To  th 

,bylh 

dint  o 

glass 

and 

liscove 

and  sail  in  the 

eye 

wish  tc 

do  a 

much 

by  poesy. 

IV. 

n  thew 

yelha 

ve  saii'd 

and 

sail; 

The  1 

iwn  mytolosH 

total 

le  leR 

tl'te 

he  c 

And. 

eaving 

land  fa 

o«t  o 

=.ghl 

wou 

Ofbr 

akers 

«hU 

lut  M 

she 

nnv 

Where 

jhips 

avefbu 

oder'd,  a 

a  doth  mar 

e  left  01 


n  the  iboni 


l^sh; 


nd  far  be  it  from  mj  Muses  to  pre 
(Per  I  have  more  than  one  Muse  at  a  push 
To  follow  him  beyond  the.  drawing-room : 

'is  enough  that  fortune  Ibund  him  flush 
Of  youth  and  vigour,  beauty,  and  those  things 
Which  for  an  instant  clip  enjoyment's  wings. 


nlho) 


vr. 


lygrow 
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So  narrow  gs  lo  shame  their  winlry  brink, 
Which  Ihreatens  mundations  deep  and  yelloi 

Sueh  difference  doth  a  few  moiiiha  make.    You'd 
Grief  a  rich  Reld  which  never  would  lie  faUo 

No  more  il  dolh,  its  ploughs  but  change  Ihait 

Who  furrow  some  new  soil  to  aovr  for  joys. 
VIII. 

And  then  before  sighs  cease ;  for  ofl  the  on 
Will  bring  the  other,  ere  the  laJie-like  brow 

Is  ruMad  by  a  wrhikle,  or  the  sun 
Of  life  teach  ten  o'clock:  and,  while  a  glow, 

O'erspreads  the  check  which  seems  too  pure  for  chiy. 
Thousands  blaie,  love,  hope,  die — how  happy  they '. 


XIV. 

The  lawyer  and  the  critic  but  behold 
The  baser  sides  of  literature  and  life. 

And  nought  remains  unseen,  but  much  untold. 
By  those  who  sccur  those  double  veleE  of  strife. 

While  common  men  grow  ignoraully  old. 
The  lawyer's  brief  is  like  the  surgeon's  itnife. 

Dissecting  the  whole  ■    ■  ■       " 


IX. 


We  lefi  him  in  11 


Because  December,  with  his  breaib  so  hoary, 
Must  come?    Mucb  rathor  should  he  court  the  ray, 
To  hoard  up  warmth  against  a  winiry  day. 

X. 
Besides,  he  had  some  qualities  which  lii 

Middle-aged  ladies  even  more  than  young: 
Thef^metknow what's  what;  while  new-Aedgedchicks 

Know  littJc  more  of  love  than  what  is  sung 
In  rhymes,  or  dream'd  (for  fancy  will  play  tricks), 

Some  reckon  women  by  thrar  suns  or  yeais — 
I  rather  think  Ihe  moon  should  date  the  dears. 


As  my  friend  Jeifrcy  writes  with  such  an  ^r  r 

Ho  wilt  forgive  himself ;'— if  not,  I  must. 

Old  enemies  who  have  become  new  friends 

Should  so  contmue — '1  is  a  point  of  honour ; 
And  I  know  nothing  which  could  make  amends 


Even  shufHing  S    th    — t 
Wouid  scarcely  jo       gai  m 

Whom  he  forsoo         fiU 
And  honest  men,lr  m        an         B  rb    < 

Whether  in  Caledon  or  Italy, 
bhould  not  veer  round  mdi  every  breath. 


And  with  it  all  the  p: 


XV. 


le  Iweiilj-nine  do  out  of  thirty 


XVI. 


ir  your  gowB 


And  all  our  little  feuds 

Dear  Jeflrey,  once  my  most  redoubted  fee, 

To  make  such  puppets  of  us  things  below] 
Are  over;  Here's  a  health  lo  "Auld  Lang  S 
■      w  you,  and  may  never  know 


Your  fac. 

Most  nobly,  and  I  own  it  from  my  soul. 

XVII, 
And  when  I  use  the  phrase  of  "Auld  Lang  Syne  t** 


XVIII. 
As  "Auld  Lang  Syne"  brmgs  Scotland  one 
Scotch  plaids,  Scotch  snoods,  the  blue  hUls,; 

The  Dee,  the  Don,  Balgounie's  Brig's  black  i 
All  my  boy  feelings,  all  my  gentler  dreams 

Of  what  I  then  dreamt,  clothed  in  their  own 
Ijke  Banquo's  oHspring—^-Aoating  past  mi: 

M;  childhood  in  this  childishness  of  mine ; 

I  care  not — 'tis  a. glimpse  of  "Auld  Lang  S; 


d  th0U( 


XIX. 


3  you  ri 


a  lit 


Exists  when  the  once  thinkers  are  less  real 

Than  what  they  thought,  for  mind  can  never 
And  'gauist  the  body  makes  a  strong  appeal ; 
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XXI. 

XXVIII. 

Don  Juan  grew  a  vorj  [loluh'd  Russian- 

won't  describe — that  is,  if  I  can  help 

Ho'B  vie  voa'x  mention,  mAy  wo  need  not  say: 

Description:   and  I  won't  reflect— that  is. 

Few  youlhfui  minds  can  Etand  the  slmng  TOneusalon 

f  I  can  stave  oH"  thought,  which— as  a  wheip 

Of  anysnghl  templBlion  in  their  »ayi 

But  kia  juBl  now  were  spread  as  is  a  cushion 

Of  this  odd  labyrinth;  or  as  the  kelp 

Snioolh'd  for  s  monarch's  seat  of  hoaour:  gtty 

Holds  hytho  roch;   or  as  a  lover's  kiss 

Damsds,  and  dances,  isvels,  ready  money, 

Drains  its  first  draught  of  lips ;   but,  as  I  said. 

Made  ice  seem  paradise,  and  winter  sunny. 

XXII. 

XXIX. 

The  favour  of  the  empress  was  BgreeaUo; 

Juan,  instead  of  courting  courts,  was  courted. 

And  though  the  duly  wai'd  a  hltle  hard. 

A  tiling  which  happens  rarely;  this  he  owed 

YoLing  penple  al  i.is  dme  of  life  should  be  at>la 

Much  to  his  youth,  and  much  to  his  reported 

To  come  off  handsomely  in  that  regard. 

Vabar ;  much  also  to  the  biood  he  show'd. 

He  now  was  (■rowing  up  like  a  green  tree,  able 

Liko  a  race-horse ;  much  to  each  dress  he  sported 

For  love,  war,  or  ambition,  which  reward 

Which  set  the  beauty  off  in  which  he  glow'd. 

Their  luckier  votariea,  lili  old  age's  tedium 

As  purple  clouds  befringe  the  sun  ;   but  most 

Mahe  some  prefer  the  cirouiating  medium. 

He  owed  to  an  old  woman  and  his  post. 

XXHI. 

XXX. 

About  this  lime,  as  might  have  been  anticipated. 

He  wrote  to  Spain;— and  aU  his  near  relations. 

Seduced  by  youth  and  dangerous  eiamples. 

Of  getting  on  himself;  and  finding  stations 

Which  is  a  sad  thing,  and  not  only  tramples 

For  cousins  also,  answer-d  the  same  day. 

On  our  fresh  feelings,  but — as  being  participateJ 

Several  prepared  themselves  for  emigrations ; 

n~ilh  all  hinds  of  incorrigible  samples 

That  with  tJie  addition  of  a  i^lighl  pelisse. 

And  shut  our  souls  up  in  us  like  a  sheU-fish. 

Madrid's  and  Moscow's  climes  were  of  a-piece. 

XXIV. 

XXXI. 

This  ive  pass  over.     We  will  also  pass 

His  mother.  Donna  Inei,  finding  loo 

The  usual  progress  of  intrigues  belween 

That  in  the  lieu  of  drawing  on  his  banker. 

Unequal  matches,  such  as  are,  alas  I 

Whero  his  assets  were  waxing  rather  few, 

A  young  lieutenant's  with  a  not  oW  queen. 

He  had  brought  his  spenduig  to  a  liandsonie  anclinr,- 

B>it  one  who  is  not  eo  youthful  as  ahb  was 

Repliod,  "ihat  she  was  glad  to  sea  him  lluough 

Those  pleasures  Am  which  wild  youth  will  hanker 

As  tlie  sole  sign  of  man's  being  in  his  senses 

And  wrinkles  (the  d d  democrats)  won't  flatter. 

Is,  learning  lo  reduce  his  past  expenses. 

XXV. 

XXXII. 

And  Death,  the  sovereigns'  soveragn,  though  the  greit 

Gracchus  of  all  mortality,  who  levels 

And  no  less  to  God's  Son,  as  well  as  iVlother, 

With  his  AgTonim  laws,  the  high  ceUle 

Warn'd  him  against  Greek  worship,  wliieh  looks  odd 

Ofhim  who  feasts,  and  fights,  and  roars,  and  revels. 
To  one  small  grass-grown  patch  (which  must  awrft 

In  Catholic  eyes;   but  [old  him  too  lo  smother 

O^Oward  dislike,  which  don't  l«^  well  abroad  .- 

Corruption  for  its  crop)  with  the  poor  devils 

Inform'd  him  thai  he  had  a  Hltle  brother 

Who  never  had  a  loot  of  land  till  now,— 

BiH-n  in  a  second  wedlock  ;   and  above 

Death's  a  reformer,  all  men  must  allow. 

Ail,  praised  the  empress's  niato-juU  love. 

XXVI. 

XXXIII. 

He  lived  (not  Death,  but  Juan)  in  a  huiry 

"  She  could  not  loo  much  give  her  approbation 

Of  waste,  and  haste,  and  glare,  and  .gloss,  and  glitter. 

Unto  an  empress,  who  preferr'd  young  men 

In  this  gay  clime  of  bear-skins  black  and  furry — 

Whose  age,  and,  what  was  belter  still,  whose  natif«i 

Which  {though  I  hate  to  say  a  thing  tiiat  's  bilterl 

And  climate,  stopp'd  all  scandal  {now  and  then)  :- 

At  home  it  might  have  given  her  some  vexation , 

Thro    h     11  th    "    urple  and  Gne  Unen,"  fitter 

Bui  whore  thermometers  sunk  down  lo  ten. 

F      B                         Russia's  royal  harlot — 

Or  five,  or  one,  or  lero,  she  could  never 

And           al                  tward  show  of  scarlet. 

Believe  that  virtue  thaw'd  before  the  rivet." 

XXVII. 

XXXIV. 

And            ai                ve  won't  describe :  wo  wouM 

P    h  p    fr  m  h    rsay,  or  from  recolleclion ; 

Thy  praise,  hypocrisy  !    Oh  for^a  hymn 

B      E        g      gh  g  m  Dante's  "obscure  wood," 

Loud  as  Ihe  virtues  thou  dost  loudly  va«n^ 

T        h          eq       :,  that  hateful  section 

Kot  practise !     Oh  for  Irumps  of  cherubim  ' 

or  human  )eirs,that  half- "ay  house,  that  rude 

Or  the  ear-trumpet  of  my  good  old  aunt. 

Hut,  whence  wise  travellers  drive  widi  circumspection 

Who,  though  her  speclncles  at  last  grew  j^^ 

Life's  sad  poat-horaes  o'er  the  dreary  frontier 

Of  age,  and,  looking  hack  (o  youth,  give  me  tear;— 

When  she  no  more  could  read  the  nioua  pnni. 
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XXXV. 

XUI. 

She  was  no  hypocrite,  al  least,  poor  soul ! 

This  is  the  way  physicians  mend  or  end  u?, 

BeiI  ivcnt  lo  heaven  m  as  sioeete  a  way 

Secundum  artem:  but  although  wo  sneer 

As  any  body  on  the  elected  roU, 

In  health— when  iU,  we  call  them  to  attend  us. 

VVhlcrh  portions  out  upon  Ihe  judgmenl  day 

Without  the  least  propensity  to  jeer ; 

While  that  "hiatus  ma.inie  deflendus," 

Such  as  the  conqueror  William  did  repay 

To  be  fill'd  up  by  spade  or  mattock,  's  near. 

His  kniglils  with,  lolling  others'  properties 

Instead  of  gliding  graciously  down  Lethe, 

Into  some  sLrty  thousand  newknlglila'  feee. 

We  tease  mild  Baillie,  or  soft  Abemethy. 

xxxvr. 

XLIII. 

Juan  demurr'd  at  this  first  notice  lo 

Quit ;  and,  though  dea'h  had  threaten'd  an  ejection, 

(If  that  my  DiHnory  doth  not  greatly  errj 

His  youth  and  consUtntJan  bare  him  through, 

Wire  their  reward  fbr  followuig  Billy's  banners ; 

And  sent  the  doctors  in  a  new  direction. 

And,  though  I  can't  help  thinking  'twas  Seaxje  fair 

But  still  his  state  was  delicate:   Ihe  hue 

To  strip  the  Soions  of  their  l^dta,'  liSe  lanners. 

Of  health  but  flicker'd  with  a  faint  reflection 

Vet  Rs  they  rounded  churches  with  the  produce. 

Afoiig  his  w^ied  cheek,  and  seem'd  lo  gravel 

You'll  doom,  no  doub!,  they  put  It  to  a  good  use. 

The  faculty— who  said  that  be  must  tiavd. 

XXXVII. 

XLIV. 

The  gentle  Juan  flgurish'd,  though  al  times 

The  climate  was  too  cold,  they  said,  for  him, 

Which  shrink  from  touch,  as  monarchs  do  froni  rhymes, 

Made  the  chaste  Cathenne  look  a  little  grim. 

Save  such  as  Souihey  can  afford  to  give, 

Who  did  not  hke  al  first  to  lose  her  minion: 

Perhaps  he  long'd,  in  hitter  frosts,  for  dimes 

But  when  she  saw  his  daiiling  eye  wai  dim. 

In  which  the  Hera's  ice  would  ceass  to  hve 

And  drooping.  like  an  eagle's  with  cljpp'd  pinion. 

Before  May-day:  perhaps,  despite  his  duly,     , 

She  then  resolved  to  send  him  on  a  mission. 

In  royalty's  vast  arms  he  sigh'd  for  beauty : 

But  in  a  style  becoming  his  condition. 

XXXVIII. 

XLV. 

Perhaps, — hill,  sana  perhaps,  ive  need  to  seek 

There  was  just  then  a  kind  of  a  discussion, 

For  causes  young  or  old :   the  canker-worm 

A  sort  of  treaty  or  negotiation 

Will  food  upon  the  fatresl,  freshest  cheeb. 

Between  the  British  cabinet  and  Russian, 

As  weU  as  further  drain  the  wither  d  fo  m 

Care,  like  a  housekeeper,  brings  every  week 

With  which  great  Elates  such  things  are  apt  to  push  on; 

His  bills  in,  and,  however  we  may  storm 

They  must  bo  paid:   though  sli  days  smoothly  nm 

Hides,  irain-oil,  tallow,  and  the  rights  of  Thetis, 

The  seventh  will  bring  blue  devils  or  a  du  i 

\Vhich  Britons  deem  their  "uti  possidetis." 

XXXIX. 

XLVI. 

1  don't  know  how  it  was,  hut  he  grew  sick 

So  Catherine,  who  had  a  handsome  way 

Of  fitUng  out  her  favourites,  conferr'd 

(The  same  who  physick'd  Peter)  found  the  lick 

This  secret  charge  on  Juan,  to  display 

or  his  fierce  pul'«  belaksa  a  coiidlon 

At  once  her  royal  splendour,  and  reward 

Which  augur-d  of  the  dead,  however  qmck 

His  services.     He  kiss'd  hands  the  neit  day. 

Itself,  and  show'd  a  feverish  di-posHion 

Received  instructions  how  lo  play  his  card, 

Was  laden  wi*  all  kinds  of  gifts  and'  honours. 

The  sovereign  shock'd,  and  all  his  medicines  doubled. 

Which  show'd  what  great  discernment  was  the  donor's. 

XL. 

XLVII. 

Uwwera  tho  whispers,  manifold  the  rumours: 

But  she  was  lucky,  and  luck's  dl.    Your  queens 

Ijome  said  he  had  been  poison'd  by  Poteuikui ; 

mhers  lalk'J  learnedly  of  eertam  tuniours. 

Which  punlcs  ue  10  know  what  fortune  means. 

Eibaustion,  or  disorders  of  As  same  kin ; 

But  to  continue:   though  her  years  were  waning. 

Some  said  "t  was  a  concoction  of  the  humours. 

Her  climacteric  teased  her  like  her  teens ; 

Which  with  the  blood  loo  readily  will  eUhn  kin; 

fllhers  again  were  ready  to  maintun. 

So  much  did  Juan's  setting  off  distress  her. 

'■'Twia  only  the  fatigue  oflasl  campaign." 

She  eould  not  Und  at  fii-sl  a  fit  successor. 

XLI. 

XLVni. 

But  here  is  one  preseription  out  of  many: 

Bui  time,  Ihe  comforter,  will  eomo  at  last ; 

«  SodE-sulphal.  3.  vi.  3.  s.    Mannse  oplim. 

And  four-and-twenty  horns,  and  twice  that  number 

Aq.  lervenl.  P.  3,  iss.  S.  ij.  tmci.  Senna 

Haiistus'landherflthesurgson  came  and  cupp'd  him) 

Made  Catherine  taste  next  night  a  ijuiet  slumber  :— 

"B.  Pulv.  Com.  gr.  iii.    Ipecacuanhte  " 

Not  that  ehe  meant  to  iii  again  in  haste. 

(^Vith  mure  beside,  if  Juan  had  not  stopp'd  'em). 

Nor  did  she  find  the  quanlily  encumber. 

But,  always  cJiooslng  with  deliberation. 

Sept  the  place  open  for  tl.eir  emulation. 
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VVhilo 


h  post 


You  'H  mount  with  our  young  hero  ll 
Which  wafted  him  from  Pelersburgh 

Barouche,  which  had  the  glory  to  dial 
The  6ir  Czarina's  aatooralio  crest, 

(When,  a,  new  Iphigene,  she  went  to  Tauris), 


Through  SI 


aoghter; 


ofoi 


and  di 


Was 


o  hor  fayt 


Weakness,  for  what  m 


;t  Utile  Leila,  who  si 


It,  though  three  bishops  told  her  tho  transgression. 
She  show'd  a  great  dislike  to  holy  water; 

Perhaps  she  had  nothing  to  conress  ; — no  matter  J 
Whate'er  the  cause,  the  church  mada  lltilo  of  it- 
She  s^  held  out  that  IVIahomet  was  a  prophet. 

In  fact,  the  only  Christian  she  could  bear 

Was  Juan,  whom  she  BeemM  to  have  selected 

In  place  of  what  her  homo  and  friends  once  wste. 
He  valaralii/  loved  wlial  he  protected ; 

In  neither  clime,  lime,  fclood,  with  her  defender ; 
And  yet  this  want  of  ties  made  theirs  more  tender. 

vnn. 

They  jnurney'd  on  through  Poland  and  through  Waraaw 

Famous  for  mines  of  salt  and  yokes  of  uon : 
Through  Courland  also,  which  that  famous  fares  sen 
Whichgaveherdukcs'thegracelessnameof''Biron,'' 
,  'T  is  the  same  landscape  which  the  modem  Mars  saw, 
ff,  led  by  iam? 


Ofcc 


=.byo. 


and  his  gi 


enly  yea 


noths,  "grand  Cuvier ! " 
.  jostle 

i,  where  all  must  err: 
3  old,  and  therefore 


Myguard!  my  old  guard  !"eiclaim'd  that  god  of  clay- 
Think  of  the  thundero-'s  falling  down  below 

Carolid-artery-cutling  Caatlereagli ! 
Alas  I  that  glory  should  be  chili'd  by  snow  f 


He  was  not  yet  quite  old  enough  to  proi 
Parental  feefrngB,  and  the  other  class, 
Call'd  brotherly  affection,  could  not  move 


lead,  0 


copper. 


And  smi  less  was  it 

sensual; 

That  ho  waa 

(Who  like  sou 

to  stir  th 

As  acids  ro 

ormant  i 

Although  (•(  wilt  hap 

the  chas 

platonisn 

gs— 0 

nly  he  fo 
LV. 

Just  now  there 

He  loved  th 

orphan 

As  patriots  (n 

w  aiid  then)  n 

His  pride  to 

felt 

lat  she  « 

Owing  to  him 

Iso  her  s 

Through  his  means 

and  the  ch 

But  one  thing 

sodd 

which  he 

lately  been  the  great  Profess 

About  philosophy,  pursued  hisjaunl 

-   Have  princes  who  spar  mote  than  their  postilions. 
LXI. 
And  thence  through  Berlin,  Dresden,  and  the  like, 

Until  he  reach'd  the  castellated  Rhine  ;— 
Ye  glorious  Gothic  scenes!  how  much  ye  strike 

Alt  phantasies,  not  even  eicepting  mine  .- 
A  gray  wall,  a  green  tuin,  tusty  pike. 

Make  my  soul  pass  the  equinoctial  luie 
Between  the  present  and  past  worlds,  and  iJovei 
Upon  their  airy  confine,  half-^eas-over. 
LXII. 
n  pasted  on  through  Manheim,  Bonn, 


Which  Dtaehenfeb  fmi 
Of  the  good  feudal  ^mes 

On  which  I  have  not  \ 
FVom  thence  be  was  drawn  onwards  to 
resents  to  the  inspector 


.  Elevi 


The  greal 


IT  flesh  haili  OTBT  knon 
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C^Nl'U  : 


Whtre  Junip 

«<-^- 

,  bPst 

juL«^ 

The  poor 

miin's 

xpnrkl 

^s„b 

d  its  uae- 

But  to  do 

ythp 

rnrdia 

Too  often  al 

ihB 

ir  fuel, 

Good  govern 

oent 

then>, 

cems  but  crueL 

LXIV. 

Here  he  em 

nrkM 

«^A,y, 

111  ft  f 

wing  sail. 

h,  >h» 

island 

of  the  free. 

Towu-ds  wh 

hiliP 

High  dash 

d  the 

spray. 

he  bow 

n  dipp'd  in  tha  se 

But  Juan,  season'd,  as  he  well  might  be 
By  former  voyages,  stood  to  watch  the  ekilfe 
Which  pass'd,  or  catch  the  first  iglinipse  of  the  cliffi 

At  length  they  rose,  Hlie  a  while  wall  along 
The  blue  sea's  border;  anJ  Don  Juan  felt— 

What  even  young  strangers  feel  a  litllo  strong 
Al  the  first  sight  of  Albion's  chalky  belt— 

A  kind  of  prids  that  he  shouid  be  among 

Those  haughty  shop-keepeio,  who  Etcni'y  dealt 

Their  goods  and  edicts  out  finm  pole  to  pole, 

And  made  the  very  billows  pay  tlieni  toll. 
LXVI, 


LSX. 

luan,  though  careless,  young,  and  magnifique. 
And  rich  m  roubles,  diamonds,  cash,  and  '■redit, 

iVho  did  not  limit  much  his  bills  per  week, 
Yet  stared  at  this  a  little,  though  he  paiil  it- 

(His  inaggior  duomD,B  smart  subtle  Greek, 

jublless  as  [he  au',  though  seldom  sunny, 
Is  free,  the  respiration 's  worth  the  money. 

LXXI. 

On  with  the  horses !  Off  to  Canterbury  I 
Tramp,  Lramp  o'er  pebble,  and  splash,  splash  through 
puddio ; 
Hurrah  I  how  swidly  speeds  the  post  so  merry ! 
Uke  slow  Germany,  wherein  they  muddle 
Along  the  road,  as  if  they  went  to  bury 

ir  fare  ;  and  also  pause,  besides,  to  fuddle 
^* schnapps*' — sad  dogs!  whom  ^^Hundsfol"  of 


Now,  there  is  noihii 
Leavening  his  bio 
gomg  al  full  sp. 


lightning  a  conductor 
LXXII. 

id  as  Cayenne  doth  a 
ed— no  mailer  where 
is  but  m  a  hurry, 
sake  of  its  own  merit) 
i  there  is  for  all  this 


o  great 


e  that 


For  its  decaying  fame  and  former  wortli. 

Seven  years  (the  usual  term  of  transportation) 
Of  alwence  lay  one's  old  resentments  level. 
When  a  man's  eountrr's  going  to  the  devil. 

Lxvir. 

Alas!  could  she  but  fully,  truly,  know 

How  her  great  name  is  now  throughout  abhorr'd; 
How  eager  all  the  earth  is  for  the  blow 

WUch  shall  ky  bare  her  bosom  to  the  sword ; 
How  all  the  nations  deem  her  (heir  worst  fbe. 

That  worse  than  ujortf  o//oes— the  onco  adored 
FOse  lriend,who  held  out  freedom  to  mankind. 
And  now  would  chain  them  to  tho  very  m'nd ; — 

LXVIII. 
Would  she  be  proud,  o-  boast  herself  the  free, 

Wlio  IB  but  first  of  slaves  1    The  naUoDs  are 
In  prison;  but  the  jailor,  what  is  he  7 

No  less  a  victim  to  the  bolt  and  bar. 


There *s  glory  again  for  you,  genlte  reader!  all 


Is  the  poor 

to  turn  the  ke 

Upon  the 

captive, 

ireedom?  He' 

From  the  ei 

of  the  earth  a 

Wl«.  watch 

a  o'er  th 

e  chain,  as  the 
LXIX. 

Umi  Juan 

Albion's  earlier 

Thy  cliffs 

d<vDo 

er!  harbour,  a 

h  all  its  delica 

'ITiywail 

miy  packets 

aUwhoi 

Tiv  those 

who  upo 

land  or  water 

Ends  i 


casque  : 


Which  form  that  bitter  draught,  the  hrman  species. 

LXXIV. 
The  effect  on  Juan  was  of  course  sublime: 

He  breathed  a  thousand  Cressys,  as  he  saw 
That  casque,  which  never  stoop'd,  eicepl  to  Time. 

'"  *     bold  churchman's  tomb  excited  awe. 


nd  being  told  it  was  "God's  house,"  she  said 

He  was  well  lodged,  but  only  wonder'd  how 
He  Euffer'd  infidels  in  his  homestead. 

The  cruel  Naisrenea,  who  had  laid  low 
His  holy  temples  in  the  lands  which  bred 

"■     true  believers  ;-and  her  infant  brow 

«nt  with  grief  that  Mahomet  should  resign 

LXXVI. 

On,onI  through  meadows,  managed  like  a  garden, 
paradise  of  hops  and  high  production 
of  travel  by  a  bard  in 


For,  after 

A  green  field  is  a  sight  which  makes  him  part 
The  absence  of  that  mors  sublime  construct 
Whieh  mises  up  vines,  olives,  precipices, 
anos,  oranges,  and  ices. 
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LXXVII. 

I  think  upon  a  pot  or  Iwer 

m't  weep! — and  bo,  dri™  on,  poalJlLons 
irt  boya  spinrM  fust  in  tlieir  career, 
nired  ihesB  highways  of  free  millions ; 


To  foreig 
Who  "kioli 
And  Ibr  the 


ir  pains  get  only  a  ^esh  puacture' 

LXXVIII. 
ielitful  thing's  a  turnpike  mad! 


satbfy  hb  « 


Had  told 
With  the  T 
*'Surgit  aniuri  Bllquid"'>-lhe  loll 

LXXIX. 
Alas!  how  deeply  paioful  is  all 

Take  lives,  take  wives,  take  i 


As  Mai 

Such 

They  hate 


el  show 


thos. 


much  less  than  a  claima^ 
thai  sweet  ore,  which  every  body  nurses  i— 

keep  your  hands  out  of  his  breeches'  pocket. 
LXXX 

rai[i  the  Florentine ;  ye  monarchs,  hearken 

as  the  day  began  to  wane  and  dai^cn, 
'er  the  hi^  hill  which  looks  with  pride  or  Ecoi 

our  veins  of  Cockney  spirit,  smile  or  mourn, 


The  sun  w. 
A  half-un 


Which 

As  some  bars  qualified  that  wondrous  place. 
But  Juan  felt,  though  not  approaching  kame. 

Revered  the  soil,  of  those  true  sons  Ihe  mother. 
Who  butcher'd  half  the  earih,  and  buUied  t'  other,' 

LXSXII. 
A  mighty  mass  ofjfcriek,  and  smoke,  and  shipping, 

Dirty  and  dusky,  but  as  wide  as  eye 
Could  reach,  with  here  and  there  a  sail  just  skipping 

In  sight,  then  lost  amidst  the  forei 
Of  masts;   a  wilderness  of  steeples  ] 


On  tiptoe,  through  their  sea-coal  canopy; 

Or  a 

amant,  to  find  the  woEld  a  spirit. 

A  huge  dun  cupola,  like  a  foolscap  crown 

And 

wear  my  head,  denying  that  I  wear  it. 

On  a  Ibol's  head-and  there  is  London  iown! 

II. 

LXxxni. 

Wha 

But  Juan  saw  not  this:  each  wreath  of  smoke 

rfn 

verse  umversal  egotism! 

Thai 

all's  ideal— oU  oursflea?   I'll  slake  t).u 

Of  some  alchyniic  furnace,  froin  whence  broka 

rid  (be  it  what  you  will)  thitMai'ano 

The  wealth  of  worUs  (a  wealth  of  la*  and  paper) , 

oubt!-if  thou  be'sl  doubt,  for  which  so.n 

The  gloomy  clouds,  whi^Ji  o'er  it  as  a  yoke 

thee. 

Are  bovv'd,  and  put  the  sun  out  bke  a  taper. 

e  truth's  rays,  spoil  not  my  draught  of 

Hciv 

en's  htandy-though  our  brain  can  hardly 

My  gentle  coi 

Our  old  aw 

To  Idl  you  ti 


Oh,  Mrs.  Fry 

Preach  to  p 

With  C— It-n, 


y  are  so, — a  male  Mrs.  Fry, 

veb  or  two  from  off  (he  ivalls. 
LXXXV. 
why  go  to  Newgate?  Why 


with  other  houses  V  ' 
r  hand  at  barden'd  and  imperial 
snd  the  people 's  an  absurdity. 


LXXXVII 

Tell  them, 

th 

lugh  1 

» 

On  life's 

rn  confine,  j 

aded 

bloa 

ed. 

ated, 

To  set  up 

ipre 

iflig  groat 

'Tia  no 

(nhf 

be 

.  stated. 

The  worti 

havfl 

|pa^ 

And  tel 

Hilyo 

o't,B 

dl 

Just  now 

utby 

ttin 

Like  Rolai 

id's 

horn 

n  Koi 

cesvalles 

batll 

I. 

Bishop  Berkeley  said 
roved  it— 'twas  no  n 

ublle  fur  the  airiest  h 
who  can  believe  it? 
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rum  0 

'11 

nothing 

gainst  tba  viordmg 

A,e 

<.pl 

They'r 

tight, 

dav- 

arc  too 

brief  for  affording 

Spac 

™edxv 

Kill 

luiow 

erycle 

rlj-or 

,e  atill 

And  th 

ill 

Ifla 

ira  olTm 

ptapby-  oil 

D»cu 

iicl 

Pither  1 

ire  nor  there 

If  I  agree  that 

13, 

this  I  call 

Bein 

quite 

9  and 

The  tni 

b  IB,  I 

ve 

grow 

n  lately 

rat]iep  phlhiaical 

(But  that  1  never  doubted,  not  Ihc  devil) , 
The  next,  the  Virgin's  myBUcal  virginity, 

The  third,  the  nsoal  ongin  of  evil , 
The  fourth  at  once  estabbsh'd  the  whole  Truii 


Who  has  saii'd  where 
Or  seenTombuctoo, 

Id  snaU  eyed  Chma'a 
Or  sat  amidst  the  bi 


iresqup  Constantinople  ii 


vin 


Don  Juan  had  got  oui  on  Shooter's  Hill— 
Sunset  the  t  me,  the  place  the  Bame  dediv 

Which  loolia  along  that  vale  of  gold  and  dl 
Where  London  streets  ferment  m  full  actii 

White  every  thing  around  was  calm  and  sliU, 

Heard — and  that  bte-like,  butbling,  busy  hun 
Of  cities,  that  boils  over  with  theic  scum  ;^ 


e  are  chaste  wives,  pure  lives ;  here  people  pay 
,  what  Ihey  please;  and  if  that  things  be  dear, 
only  that  they  love  to  thro"  aw^ 

Here  laws  are  all  inviolate;  none  lay 
Traps  for  the  traveller,  every  highway's  clear: 
:ere "  he  was  interrupted  by  a  knitfe, 

XI, 
These  free-born  sounds  proceeded  from  four  pads. 


imbush 


rriage;  a. 


Had  s«zed  the  lucky  hour  to  reconnoitre. 
In  which  the  heedless  gendeman  who  gads 

Upon  the  road,  unless  he  prove  a  lighter. 
May  find  himself,  within  that  isle  of  riches. 
Exposed  10  lose  his  Ufe  as  well  as  breeches. 

XII. 
Juan,  who  did  not  understand  a  vnjrd 

Of  English,  save  their  shibboleth,  "God  danm!' 
And  even  that  ha  had  so  rarely  heard, 

Ho  sometimes  thought  'twas  only  then'  "salam,' 
Or  "God  bo  with  you,"— and  'tis  rot  absurd 

To  think  so;  for,  half  English  as  I  am 
(To  my  misfortune),  never  can  I  say 
I  heard  them  wish  "  God  with  you,"  save  that  way  i- 

xni. 

Juan  yet  quickly  understood  (heit  gesture, 
And,  being  somewhat  choleric  end  sudden, 
rew  forth  a  pocket-pistol  from  his  vesture, 

\Vho  fell,  as  1  ■■  •      -     ■  - 


A  follow 


vrithed  hi 


'd  by  that  'ere  bloody  Frei 


And  Juan's  suite,  hto  scatter'd  at  a  dis 
!ame  up,  all  marvelling  at  such  a  deed, 


Differ,  eicept  in  robbing  w 


XVI. 

ut,  ers  ihey  coutd  perform  this  pious  duty. 
The  dying  man  cried,  "Hold I  I've  gotmjgrael; 
Oh !  for  a  glass  of  mac .'  We  've  miss'd  our  booty  ; 

me  die  where  I  em  I"    And,  as  the  liiel 
Of  hfo  shrunk  in  his  heart,  and  think  and  sooty 
t  drops  fell  Irom  his  death-wound,  and  he  drew  iU 
reath,  he  from  his  swelling  throat  untied 
A  kerchief,  crying  "Give  Sal  that!"— and  died. 
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xvir. 

XXIV. 

The  cfavat,  stain'd  w 

a,  bloody  drops,  foil  do™ 

That's  rather  fine,  the  gentle  sound  of  Thamls- 

Before  Don  Juan's 

eet !  he  could  not  tell 

Who  vindicates  a  moment  too  his  streom-. 

K:(a«ly  why  i^was  before  him  thrmvn, 

Though  hardly  heard  through  multifarious  "darn'mo." 

Nor  what  the  mean 

mg  of  the  man's  fare»eU. 

The  lamps  of  Wsstmiflsler'fl  more  regubr  gleam 

I'sor  Tom  was  once  a  kiddy  upon  town, 

A  Ihorough  varmint 

and  a  real  swell. 

A  spectral  resident — whose  pallid  beam 

Fun  fiish,  all  fancy, 

until  fairly  diddled— 

His  pockets  first,  and 

then  his  body  riddled. 

Make  llus  g  s^red  part  of  Albion's  isle. 

\     II. 

XXV. 

>  best  hs  could 

The  Druids'  groves  are  gone— so  much  the  belter: 

of  the  case, 

Stone-Uonge  is  not— but  ivhat  the  devil  is  it!- 

est"  aliow'd,  pursued 

Bi.1  Bedlam  still  exists  with  its  Bags  fetter. 

That  madmen  may  not  bite  yoa  on  a  visit,' 

he  should 

The  Bench  too  seals  «  suits  full  many  a  debtor; 

very  little  space. 

The  Mansion-houBa,tDO  (though  some  people  ijiii  It' 

a  free-born  native 

To  me  appears  a  sliff  yet  grand  erection  ; 

WliD  iiueer  a  flat  ?  Who  (spito  of  : 

On  the  high  toby-spice  so  flash 

Who  on  a  lark,  with  black-eyed  Si 

So  prune,  so  swell,  so  nutty,  and  a 


nirough  groves,  so  cali'd  as  being  void  of  trees, 

(Like  iuciu  from  no  hght];  through  prospects  nai 

Mount  Pleasant,  as  containing  nought  to  please. 


It  the  dual 


ough  11 


The 
Tliero 


"  To  hi 

I  "rows"  most  modestly  cali'd  "Par; 
Eve  might  quit  without  much  sacrificB 

xxir. 

1  coaches,  drap,  choked  turnpikes,  andamhu-1 
heels,  and  roar  of  voices,  and  confi   ' 
,vems  wooing  to  a  pint  of  "purl," 
1  mails  ^(  Byiog  olT  like  a  dslnsi 


lere  the  lamp-bghler's  iofusioc 
Slowly  distill'd  into  the  glimmering  glass-  . 
(For  in  those  days  we  had  not  got  to  gas): 

XXIII. 
Through  this,  and  much  and  more,  is  the  approach 

Of  trayellers  to  mighty  Babylon: 
Whether  they  corns  by  horse,  or  chaise,  or  coach. 

With  slight  eiceptions,  all  the  ways  seem  oni 
I  could  say  more,  but  do  not  choose  to  enoroat 

Upon  the  guide-book's  privilege.    The  sun 

or  iwiligbt,  as  the  party  oroas'd  the  bridge. 


But  then  the  Abbey's  ■ 

XXVI. 

The  lino  of  lights  too  up  to  Charing-Cross, 
P^l-Mall,  and  so  forth,  have  a  coruscation, 

Matoh'd  with  the  continent's  iUumination, 
Those  cities  nigh!  by  no  means  deigns  to  glos! 
The  French  wers  not  yet  a  lamp-lighting  nati 
nd  when  they  grew  so — on  their  new-found  Ian 
LBtead  of  wicks,  they  made"  B  wickul  man  torn, 

XXVII. 
rovi  of  gentlemen  along  the  stretta 
Suspended,  may  Illuminate  msnkind, 
s  also  bonfires  made  of  country-seats  ; 
But  the  old  way  is  best  for  tho  purblind  : 
'    ■     '"     phosphorus  on  sheets. 


WhicI 


I  fatm 


lildlj  ero  it  can  enllKbten. 

SKViir, 

rell  lit,  that  ifDiogcn. 


But  Londc 

Could  recommence  to  hunt  his  haaeat 
And  found  him  not  amidst  the  various  progenies 

Of  this  enormous  city's  spreading  spawn, 
'Twas  not  for  want  of  lamps  to  aid  his  dodging  hit 

Yet  undiscovcr'd  treasure.    What  /  cm, 

But  SCO  the  world  is  only  one  attorney. 

XXIX. 
Over  the  atones  still  ratlHng,  up  Pali-Mall, 

Through  crowds  and  carriages— but  waxing  thmna 
As  thunder'd  knockers  broke  the  long-scal'd .  spell 

Admitted  a  small  parly  as  night  fell,— 

Don  Juan,  our  young  diplomatic  Kinnei , 
Pursued  his  palh,  and  drove  past  some  hotels 
St.  Jamos's  Palace  and  St.  James's  "Hells."' 

xxs. 

Thoy  rcach'd  the  hotel :  forllistream'd  from  llie  fi™i  qom 

A  lide  of  well-clad  waiters,  and  around 
iThe  mob  stood,  and  as  usual  several  score 

In  decent  London  when  the  daylight's  o'ti , 

Commodious  but  immortal,  they  are  found 

Useful,  bke  Malthue,  in  promotbig  marriage ; 

But  Juan  now  is  stepping  from  Ills  carrugib 
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XXXI. 

InLo  one  oftlio  siveetosl:  of  hoids, 
Especially  for  fureigners — and  mostly 

For  Ihose  whom  favour  or  whom  fortune  Bwells, 
And  cannat  find  a  bill's  small  hems  cosUy. 

'rhcro  many  an  envoy  either  dwelt  oF  dwells 
(The  den  of  many  a  diplomatic  lost  lie), 

Until  to  some  conspicuous  square  ihey  pass. 

And  blazon  o'er  tire  door  their  names  in  brass. 


with  n 


t   Who  ; 


iropy  r 


9he  rings  the  world's  "  Ta  Deui 

Blushes  for  those  who  will  noti-but  to  si^h 
Is  idle ;  let  us,  like  most  others,  bow, 

Kiss  hands,  feet— any  part  of  Majesty, 
After  the  good  example  of  "  Green  Erin," 


No  title  tf 
The  . 


vale,  though  publicly  importa 


affair  < 


T  was  merely 
A  foreigner  of  rank  had  graced  our  shore, 

(In  whispers)  to  haio  turn'd  his  sovereign's  head. 

xxxur. 

Some  rumour  also  of  some  slrangs  adventures 

And  as  romantic  heads  are  pretty  painters. 
And  above  all,  an  Enghshwomau's  roves 

Into  (he  oxcursive,  breaking  the  indentures 
Of  sober  reason,  wheresoe'er  it  moves, 

He  found  himself  extremely  in  the  fashion, 

Which  serves  our  thinking  people  for  a  passion. 
XXXIV. 


I  don't  n 
The  ci 


mcB?  are  as  bright 
As  if  they  aclod  with  the  heart  uistcad. 
What  after  all  can  signify  the  site 

Of  ladies'  lucubrations?    So  they  lead 
In  safety  to  the  place  for  which  they  start. 
What  matters  if  the  road  be  head  or  hearl 
XXXV. 

To  proper  p.acemen,  every  Kuss  credentic 
And  was  received  wiih  all  the  due  grimace. 

By  Ihosa  who  govern  in  the  mood  potentj 
Who,eeemg  a  handsome  striphng  with  sm'oi 

Thought  (what  in  state  alTaire  is  most  e; 
That  they  as  easily  might  da  the  yoongster, 


ir  the  house  of  olflc 


And  insolence  no  doubt  is  what  they  atr 
Employ'd  for,  since  it  is  their  daily  la 

In  the  dear  offices  of  peace  or  war; 
And  should  you  doubt,  pray  ask  of  youi 


Bui  Juan  was  received  with  much 
Gse  phrases  of  refuiement  I 
From  our  next  neighbour's  land,  wl 


oodlan 


XXXVI. 


Of  politicians  and  tlie;.  doubl 

front. 

Who  lives 

by  bes,  yet  dare  not 

boldly  lie  :- 

Or  can'l  i 

otherwise  than  lie. 

«t  do  It      ■ 

St  well,  th 

very  truth  seem,  falsehood  to  it. 

xxxvir. 

;t nd,  after 

all,  what  is  a  lie?    " 

■is  hut 

The  (ru 

I  defy 

Historians, 

heroes,  lawyers,  priei 

9,  to  put 

A&ct  w 

-ilhoat  some  leaven  o 

a  lie. 

The  very  s 

ladowortnie  truth  w 

uid  shut 

he  dated 

Some  year 

a  bofrie  the  inudeni* 

related. 

iril  would  nanie,  and  therefore  even  I  won't 
Tills  subject  quote,  as  il  would  be  schismatic 
'  polilesae,  and  have  a  sound  affronting  ir 
'dara'mo"'s  quite  ethereal,  though  too  di 
ale  blasphemy,  the  soul  of  swearing. 
XLIV. 
For  dowmight  rudeness,  ye  may  stay  at  homi 

JVoB.)  you  may  cross  ihe  blue  de-n  and  while 

The  first  Iho  ernblem  (laroly  ihough)  of  wl 

You  leave  behind,  the  next  of  much  you  con 
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XLV. 

LII. 

gr                                               erpM 

However,  he  replied  at  hazard,  with 

an                  red 

B                       lo  bo 

And  pasa'd  for  arguments  of  good  endurance. 

B                                   th                  be 

llial  prodigy,  Miss  Aranimta  Smith, 

(Who  at  siiteen.  Iranslaled  "Hercules  Furena' 

Into  as  furious  English},  with  her  best  look, 

LIH^ 

H       8!                                          m 

He  might-and  brought  them  up  «.ith  skill,  m  <mia 

T                          m               :es        11 

To  Ea,ve  his  fame  with  each  accomplieh'd  Wle. 

A                                            1,=                             e) 

Who  sliil  rcgreUed  that  he  did  noi  rhyme. 

T 

There  wanted  but  this  requisite  to  swell 

A                          in 

Req                     m    an 

Lady  Fili-Fris'*2,  and  Miss  Mffivia  Mannish, 

3K                                Ui    trouble. 

Both  long'd  eiiremcly  to  be  Eung"iirS"iianish. 

X 

UV 

B                  aa                            art 

H                                ty                      as 

an      ea                         an                   h 

A                              Ul  as  Moiarls 

es   on      aa        B 

Sollest  of  melodies ,  aad  could  be  sad 

A    gr         sae       es 

Or  cheerful,  mOuml  any  "flans  or  slarls," 

H 

Just  at  the  prnpcr  tune,  and,  Uiough  a  lad. 

T              g 

Had  seen  the  world-wh.ch  i!  a  ounous  sight. 

And  c«ry  much  unhlie  what  people  write 

A                               ga         03 

XLVUl. 

L 

Fair  virgins  blueh'd  upon  him ,  wedded  dames 

est         g     06 

Bloom  d  alao  in  less  Iransiiorj  hues. 

L                     ham         m  th 

Is  eall'd  on  to  support  his  claim,  or  show  it. 

The  pamting  and  the  painted ,  vofh,  ceruse. 

AlUiough'tis  an  imaguiary  thing. 

Against  faia  heart  prcferr'd  their  usual  claims, 

Even  I-«lbail  I'm  sure  I  did  not  know  ii, 

Surh  as  no  gentleman  can  quite  refuse. 

Nor  sought  of  foolscap  subjects  to  be  king.;^ 

Daughters  admired  his  dress,  and  pious  mothers 

Was  reckon'd,  a  considerable  Imie, 

The  grand  Napoleon  of  tiie  realms  of  rhyme. 

XLIX 

Lvr. 

The  milliners  who  fumioh  "drapery  miBBBs"* 

But  Juan  wa!  my  Moscow,  and  Fnliera 

Throughout  Ihe  season,  upon  speculation 

My  Lcipsic.  and  my  Monl-Sainl-Jean  seems  Can, ; 

Of  payment  era  tho  honeymoon's  list  kisses 

"La  Belle  Alliance"  of  dunces  down  at  sero. 

Now  that  Ihe  lion 's  fill'n,  may  rise  again  ■ 

But  1  will  fall  at  least  aa  fell  my  hero; 

Nor  reign  at  all,  or  as  a  monariA  riagn; 

Not                                ar 

Or  to  some  lonely  isle  of  jailors  go, 

T                         groom               ai                            d  it. 

With  lumooat  Houihey  for  my  turnkey  Lowe. 

L 

Lvn. 

•l4ie.B                        er                       g                    ^, 
A  d       Ih    h                              st 

SirWalrer  reigu'd  before  me;  Mt-nre  and  Campber 
Before  and  after;  hul  now,  grown  more  holy. 

L                                th                       bo 

The  Muses  upon  Sion's  hill  must  ramble 

A          ed                       M 

With  poels  almost  clergymen,  or  wholly; 

Tl                  bad  P                 S                               lis 

A                             fl        B                 C 

A         Ivth           his                       ai    Jl» 

LI 

LVIH. 

A                            ur                  D 

E                                          an    ape 

H                   arik                         Hi 

H                  mm                       H 
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LIS. 

LXVI. 

Tlieii  there's  my  gentle  Jluphues,  who,  thoy  say, 

Hie  afternoons  he  paas'd  in  visits,  luncheons, 

Seta  up  for  being  a  Borl  of  moral  me; 

Loun^ng^and  bosing^flnd  iho' IwiBghl.hour 

He'll  find  it  rather  difficult  some  day 

.   -CaiI'd  "  Parks,"  where  ihere  is  Aether  fruit  nor  llowo 

Some  persons  think  thit  Coleridge  haUi  the  away 

Enough  lo^lralify  a  bee's  slight  munehings;- 

And  Wonfsivorlh  has  BupporlerB,  two  or  three; 

Bul  alter  aU,  it  is  tha  only  "bower" 

(In  Moora's  phrase)  where  the  fash.onaUe  fan- 

Has  taken  for"  a  swan  rogue  Southey'a  gander. 

LX. 

LXVK. 

John  Keats— who  was  Idll'd  off  by  one  criliqiio. 

then  dress,  then  dinner,  then  awakes  ibe  world' 

Just  as  he  really  promised  eomelhing  great. 

Than  glare  the  lamps,  then  whirl  tha  wheels,  then  roi 

Contiived  lo  talk  about  the  gods  of  late, 

Like  harnesa'd  meteors!  ihon  along  Iho  floor 

Mneh  as  tJiey  might  have  been  supposed  lo  spoali. 

Chaik:d_mimics  pamling;  then  festoons  are  twirlM, 

Poor  fellow!  his  was  an  untoward  fate; 

Then  roll  the  braien  thunders  of  the  door. 

'T  is  strange  tha  mind,  that  very  fiery  particle,' 

Which  opens  to  Ihe  lliousand  happy  few 

Should  let  itself  bo  smitf'd  out  by  an  article. 

An  eailhly  paradise  of  "or  motu." 

LXI. 

X 

The  list  grows  long  of  live  and  dead  p 

sink 

To  that  whicii  none  will  giun— or  non 

W                                                                 e  walti- 

The  conquerw  al  least ;  who,  ere  'nnie 

an            oh                                unk— 

His  last  award,  will  ha.o  the  long  gr       gr 

Mak                                                            aults. 

Above  his  burntHjut  brain  and  sapless 

rfl                                  ok. 

If  I  might  augur,  I  should  rale  but  1 

Their  chances ;  they're  too  numerous,  h                at 

M                             an                                    W  climb 

Mocli  tyrwts,  when  Home's  annalawax 

LXII. 

X 

This  is  the  literary  tamer  empire. 

Whore  tha  Pnetorim  bands  talieupt 

A  "  dreadful  trade,"  liko  his  who  "  galhars  samphira. 

A  door  that  s  in,  or  boudon  oiil  of  Iha  way. 

T                                              h            fl 

Where  he  may  fix  hunself,  like  small  "Jack  Horner, 

W                  oi         hg                dco                 p 

And  lot  Ihe-Babol  round  run  as  it  may. 

V  w       cr            ce       h  m         d       good    itir 

And  look  on  as  a  mourner,  w  a  sooniar. 

d    ry  «,                      h    h                     B. 

Or  an  approver,  or  a  mere  spectalor. 

Adhwh                      m                 wa. 

Yawning  a  Hule  as  tha  night  grows  later. 

LXIL 

LXX. 

mklk                   k                 wood      m 

But  this  won't  do,  save  by  and  by;  and  he 

Th       Dan          but           h                 Lh  m    wb 

Who,  like  Don  Juan,  lakes  an  active  share, 

V"th        h    maJ   g  ar  to  gi      mys       co    em 

Musi  steer  with  care  through  all  that  giillering  sea 

L  dead  1              lh          es    ry  b 

Of  gems  and  plumes,  and  pearls  and  silks,  to  wharf 

My           al        p                     n„h    b      St 

Ho  deems  it  is  his  proper  place  to  be; 

And            m    Mua           rs          oo 

Dissolving  in  Ihe  walli  to  some  soft  air. 

Ad             h         p        b        and 

Or  proudUer  prancuig  vrith  mercurial  skill 

Adg            w        as  ur  d    h               hurts 

Where  science  marshals  forth  her  own  quadmie. 

L\7 

Lxxr. 

I    J            h                                   po 

Or,  if  he  dance  not,  but  hath  higher  views 

Amgslipisd              dipasd 

Upon  an  heiress    or  his  neiirhbcur's  biid" 

Wh      rosiallpceihroghlh      fidso          a. 

Let  him           car                                       ur= 

Is  not                 WO    al             cs     ed 

i^      b          h    had  b    n    re      d    ery   n 

Full  many  an       g      g        m        ft  rues 

A  dh           nh         d  h               or    gaiy     OS   d 

His  has                                                  g  gui 

A       E       h    hg              ts         h    d 

Amongst                   an 

Th      un     tr                         p 

Who  like                                  lh         ui  po 

LXV 

LXX 

H     mm    h    pssd    nbus      ss    wh    h   dss       d. 

Bnt,  if  yo              ontn    ,  g                      pp     , 

Was  hk          b                    ah       us            g 

Or,  if  foreslali'd,  get  opposite  and  ogle  :— 

1%                      as  tu        h  -"^                d 

Oh,  ye  ambrodal  moments!  always  upper 

And  C             Ness           b       m    Id       th   g 

Whidi  sits  for  ever  upon  memory's  crupper, 

d    al                     h    rors                 alhng 

A                                                                  go  d 

Can  tender  souls  relate  the  rise  and  fall 

Ah,      g    w                       h      h      .     m 

Of  ho?c-s  and  fiiais  which  shake  a  single  ball. 
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Talk  about  poeliy,  ad      ra  k  and 

I  ivish  they  knew  the  lif      fa}'       g 
LXXV. 
re  ynnig,  but  knon  not  youth — i 


LXXX. 

Then  are  Ifae  Lady  Caroliiies  and  Fra 
Divorced  or  doing  thereanenU     Ye  at 

Thou  Mon^ng  Poet,  sole  record  of  Ihi 
Broken  in  caniagea,  and  all  the  phantasies 

OrfaBhion-^aywhatstreamB  now  fill  thoae  chai 

Some  die,  some  dy,  Gome  languish  on  Iho  conlini 

:UEra  Iha  times  have  hardly  lefl  them  one  ten; 

Lxxxr. 


The  humblest 


The  family  vault  rfiCEivw  another  lord. 

LXXVI. 

■'  Whara  is  the  world,"  cries  Young, "  at  eighli/?  Where 

The  ^■orld  in  which  a  man  was  bom  }"  Alas ! 

Where  is  the  world 

of«gJ(  years  past!  'Twa 

ihire— 

I  look  for  il-H 

a  gone,  a  globe  of  glass 

Crack'd,  shiver'd, 

A  silent  change 

dissolves  the  glittering  m 

And  dandies,  all  a 

e  gone  on  the  wind's  wu 

Lxxvn. 

g»- 

Where  is  Napoleo 

a  the  Grand  7   God  know 

Where  Utile  Cds 

leteaghT  The  devil  can 

e'A: 

Where  Grattan,  C 

rran,  Sheridan,  all  those 

Who  bound  the 

bar  or  senate  in  their  s 

eU? 

And  where  tho  d 

ughter,  whom  (he  isles  lov 

edweli? 

Where 


lartyr'd  sa 
lere-oh,  where  (he  devi 


«  per  c 


LXXVIII. 

Where's  Brummel?    Dish'd.    Where's  Long  Pole 

Wellesley?    Diddled. 

Whore 'sWhltlwead?  Baninij?    Where's  George 

ihe  Third? 

Where  is  his  will?    (That 's  not  so  soon  unriddled). 


Unlo  by  & 


"Caw  I 


—for  si 


le  Rddled 


hath  be 


:  of  royal  itch  and  loyal 
LXXIX. 
Where  is  Lord  This  7  And  wher«  my  Ladj  That  ? 

Tha  Honoiu'oble  ftlistressea  and  Misses  ? 
Some  laid  aride  like  an  old  opera-hat. 

Married,  unmarried,  and  remarried— (this  is 
An  evolution  oft  perTorm'd  of  late). 

Where  are  the  DuhUn  shouts— and  London  hisses  t 
Where  are  the  GrenvUles  I  Ttirn'd,  as  usual.  When 
Mv  irieuds  the  Whigs  7    Eiaetly  where  they  were. 


Have  taken 


a'  hooki 


thl 

,hiii 

nm 

,lh 

of 

hesB 

mo 

LXXXIl. 

entyy. 

sag 

nges 

im 

Than  might  aufEce  a  moderate  century  th 
1  knew  that  nought  was  lasting,  hut  now  cv 

Change  grows  too  changeable,  without  bei 
Nought 's  permanent  among  the  human  rac 
Eicepl  the  Whigs  nol  getting  into  place. 
LXXXIII. 


n  Napoleon, 

o  a  Saturn.    I  h 

r  which)  turn  pol 

ime  that  I  should 


that  sad  affair 
a  Congress  do! 


e  peaple-ridden-olcr.like  saiii 


what  you  do  than  whai 
be  cautious,  bo 
^tm.  but  aliaya  what  y. 
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What  Juoi 


LXXXVIII. 


.  Ehalt  b< 


Whi 


My  lopie,  wilh  of  course  the  due  reatrii 
And  recollect  Ihe  worli  ie  only  RctJou, 
ThougH  every  scril 


Wi'd 


Ne'er 


Tids — when  i  speak,  I  don't  tiinlf  but  speak  out, 
LXXXIX. 


.regularly  poopling  earth. 


II 

1  ofi  oU  lor  yoiilh— too  young,  at  thirty-five, 
To  herd  ivith  '■nye,  ot  hoard  with  good  threesc 

Bui,  since  iLey  are,  thai  epoeli  is  a  bora : 
LovH  lingers  still,  although  'twere  late  to  nive 
■       ■  "le,  Ihe  illnsion  's  o'er ; 


ey,  that 


'Ufii  iho  dawn  of  its  c; 


Theirs  is  the  best  bower-anchor,  the  i 
LO  but  sec  the  saying  man  at  la 


or  tuEl  makes  man  sick,  and  wine  much  sicker ' 

biLion  tends,  and  gaming  gains  a  loss  ; 

laking  money,  aiowly  first,  then  quicker, 

I  adding  sliU  a  little  through  each  cross 

(Which  t»7J  coma  over  things),  beats  love  or  liquor, 

Tiie  gamester's  counter,  or  the  statesman's  dross 

Whicli  makes  bank  credit  like  a  bark  of  vapour. 

V. 
Who  hold  the  balance  of  Ibe  world  7  Who  reign 
O'er  Congress,  whether  royalist  or  liberal  ? 
'ho  rouse  the  shirtlEes  patriots  of  Spain 
(That  make  old  Europe's  jouraala  squeak  and  gib- 
bet all)  ? 
Tio  keep  the  world,  both  old  and  now,  in  pain 
Ot  pleasute)  Who  make  politics  tun  glibber  all  J 
The  shade  of  Bonaparte's  noble  daring?— 

toihschild,  and  his  fellow,  Christian  Baring, 


I  s^d  before:  the  frugid  life  is 'his. 

The  theme  of  prais:-:   a  hermit  would  not  mies 

Hecause,  you  11  say,  nought  calls  for  such  a  trial  ;— 
Then  there's  more  merit  in  his  self-denial. 

VIII. 
(Ie  is  yoat  only  poet; — passion,  pute 
And  sparkling  on  from  heap  to  heap,  displf  s^ 

Nations  alhwa.  t  tVe  deep :  Ihe  golden  ta<^ 
Plash  up  in  nigits  frcm  the  mine  ohscure ; 

On  him  a:e  dianor.d  pouts  lis  biilliant  blai 
While  the  mild  emerald'?  beam  shades  down  iS    ■  .n 


Of  ot 


oothe  : 


.  eyes. 


i'hs  lands  on  either  side  are  his :  the  ship 

From  Ceylon,  Inde,  ct  lar  Cathay,  urJoads 

For  him  the  fragrant  prodaoo  of  oaoh  trip ; 
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X. 

XVII. 

Perhaps  lie  halh  great  projects  in  his  mind, 

Well,  if  I  don't  succeed,  I  h^vt  succeeded. 

To  build  a  college,  or  to  found  a  race. 

And  that's  enough i  sucoeeded  in  my  youth. 

A  liospilal,  a  chiirch,-and  leave  behind 

The  only  time  when  much  success  is  needed : 

Some  dome  Eurmounted  by  his  meagre  face: 

And  mysueeess  produced  what  f  in  sooth 

Perhaps  he  fain  nould  liberate  mauhind 

Cared  moat  about ;  it  need  not  now  be  pleaded— 

Even  with  the  very  ore  which  makes  them  base  ; 

Whale'er  it  was,  'twas  mine;  I've  paid,  in  truth, 

Perhaps  ho  would  be  weallliiest  of  hie  nauon, 

Of  late,  the  penally  of  such  success. 

Or  revel  in  the  jop  of  calculation. 

But  have  no:  leam'd  to  wish  it  any  less. 

XI. 

XVIII. 

But  whether  all,  or  each,  or  none  of  these 

That  suit  in  Chancery,-which  some  persons  pleaJ 

May  be  the  hoarder's  prinuple  of  action. 

In  an  appeal  to  the  unborn,  whom  they. 

The  Tool  will  cali  such  mania  a  disease:— 

In  the  faith  of  their  procreative  creed. 

Whal  is  his  DIM?  Go -look  at  eaeh  transaction. 

Baptize  posterity,  or  future  clay,- 

Wars,  revels,  loves— do  these  brmg  men  more  ease 

To  me  seems  but  a  dubious  kind  of  reed 

Than  the  mere  plodding  Ihro'  eaeh  "  vulgar  fraction  7" 

To  lean  on  for  support  in  any  way ; 

Or  do  they  benefit  mankind?  Lean  miser! 

No  more  of  them,  than  they  of  her,  I  (row. 

XII. 

XIX. 

How  bcituteous  are  rouleaus !  how  che,rming  ehesta 

Why,  I'm  posterity — and  so  are  you; 

Containing  ingots,  bags  of  dollars,  coins 

And  whom  do  wo  remember  I  Not  a  hundred. 

(Not  of  old  violors,  all  whose  heads  and  crests 

Were  every  memory  written  down  all  (rue. 

Weigh  not  the  thin  or      h       th                   bines. 

The  tenth  or  twentieth  name  would  he  but  blunder-d : 

But)  of  fine  unelipp'd  gold      h  ro  d         es 

Even  Plutarch's  Lives  have  but  pick'd  out  a  few, 

Some  liheness  which  Ih    g)  te            rq         nfines, 

And  'gainst  those  few  your  annalists  have  Ihunder'd ; 

Of  modern,  reigning,  sler                d      amp  — 

And  Miiford,  m  the  nineteenth  century. 

Yes!  ready  money  IS  Alad  ui        mp 

Gives,  with  Greek  truth,  the  good  old  Greek  the  Ue.< 

X 

XX. 

"Love  rules  the  camp, [he                 gr         —      rlove 

Good  people  all,  of  every  degree. 

Is  heaven,  and  heaven  i              —          g   th   hard.; 

Ye  gentle  readers  and  ungentle  writers. 

W                       ra           iffinl            0 

I      his  twelfth  canto  'lis  my  wish  to  be 

th               poetry       g            hard) 

\    serious  as  if  I  had  lor  inditers 

P             thar      w         som  Ih                th    gr 

M  Ithus  and  Wilberforea :  Ihe  last  set  free 

The  negroes,  and  is  worth  a  million  fighters ; 

T                        eg                             of  lb            1  1) 

Wh  le  Welhnglon  has  hot  enslaved  (he  whites, 

rta     an           m                     ell 

A  d  Malibus  does  the  thing  'gainst  which  he  write*. 

XV 

XXI. 

B                              (UA       es   an       ash    I 

I  ni  serious-so  are  aU  men  upon  paper: 

Cash  rules  the  grove,  and  fells  it  too  besides; 

Without  cash,  camps  were  thin,  and  courts  were  none ; 

And  hold  up  to  the  sun  mjr  lilUe  taper? 

Without  casb.Malthus  tells  you— "take  no  brides." 

So  cash  rules  love  the  ruler,  on  his  own 

High  ground,  as  Virgin  Cynthia  sways  the  tides  ; 

While  sages  write  against  all  procreation, 

And,  as  for  "  heaven"  being  "love,"  why  not  say  honey 

Unless  a  man  can  calculato  his  means 

Is  wa»7  Heaven  i^  not  love,  'tis  matrimony. 

Of  feeding  brats  the  moment  his  wife  weans. 

XV. 

XXIL 

Is  not  all  love  prohibited  whatever. 

Thai's  noble!  that's  romantic!  For  my  part, 

Excepting  marriage!  which  is  love,  no  doubt, 

After  a  sort ;  but  somehow  people  never 

(Now  here's  a  word  quite  after  my  own  heart. 

Witli  the  same  thought  the  two  words  have  help'dout: 

Though  there's  a  shorter  a  good  deal  than  this 

If  that  ]ioliIenes3  set  it  not  apart ; 

And  marriage  also  may  ejist  without, 

But  I'm  resolved  to  say  nought  that's  amiss) 

Bui  love  aani  bans  is  both  a  sin  and  shame, 

And  ought  to  go  by  quite  ajiother  name. 

iVIight  meet  from  men  a  litde  more  forgiveness 

XVI. 

XXIII. 

Now  if  the  "court"  and  "camp"  and  "grove"  bo  not 

And  nowto  business.     Oh,  my  gentle  Juan ! 

Recruited  all  with  constant  married  men, 

Thou  art  in  London— ui  that  pleasant  place 

Who  neve,  coveted  their  neighbour's  lot. 

Wlicre  every  kind  of  mlachief 's  daily  brewing. 

IsayAo^  .ine's  a  lapsus  of  the  pc»i— 

Which  can  awut  warm  youth  in  its  wild  .nea. 

Strange  too  in  my  "buon  camerada"  Scoti, 

'Tia  true,  thai  thy  career  is  not  a  new  one; 

Tliou  art  no  novice  in  the  headlong  chasa 

My  Jeffrey  held  him  up  as  an  example 

Of  early  life;  but  this  is  a  new  land, 

To  me ; — of  which  these  morals  are  a  sample. 
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Of  hoi  m  o 
I  Fould  Bend  loilh  my  manrlate  like  a  primati 

Upon  the  teat  of  Europe's  gocial  slale ; 
But  Ihou  url;  [he  most  dilHcutl  to  rhyma  u, 

Orast  Britain,  which  tbs  Muse  ma;  peneln 
All  cxniDliTes  havo  their  "lit-na,"  but  in  Itee 
There  is  but  one  superb  menagerie. 

xxv. 

But  I  am  sick  of  politics.    Begin, 

"Piulo  majora."    Juan,  undecided 
Amongst  the  paths  of  being  "taken  in," 

Abose  the  ice  had  Uke  a  skailcr  glided : 
When  tired  of  play,  he  flirted  without  sin 

With  eome  of  those  fair  treaturea  who  have  prided 
Themselves  on  innocent  tantalization, 

XXVI. 

But  these  are  fen,  and  in  Ibe  end  tliey  mnke 
Soma  devilbh  escapade  or  slu',  which  shows 

Their  way  through  virtue's  primrose  paths  ofano' 

To  Bolamn,  and  from  tongue  lo  ear  o'etflowE 
Quicksilver  small-talk,  ending  (if  you  n 
iVilh  the   kind  world's  amen-""" 
thought  it  J" 

XXVll. 
The  litUe  Leila,  with  her  orient 


Her  charming  figure  and  romanlic  history 
Became  a  kind  of  fashionable  mystery, 

xxvin. 

The  women  much  di»ided— as  is  usual 
Amongst  the  Eei  in  Utile  things  or  grc 

Think  not,  &ir  creatures,- that  I  mean  to  abui 
I  have  always  liked  you  better  than  I 

Since  I  're  grown  metaJ ;  still  1  must  accuse  you  all 
Of  bomg  apt  lo  talk  at  a  grf 

And  n       ■' 


Eg'dlo 
'or  that 

bring  vp  the  little  gi 
3  the  phrase  that  s 
virgin's  first  blush  a 

I,and 

Itles  a 

a,  that  nkB  vir 

stesthai 

first 

eason  (mostly 
XXXII. 

fthey 

andy, 


"Who  wiuld    ! 


Each  oot-al-elbow  peer,  or  desperate 
The  watchful  mothers  and  the  careful  s 

(Who,  by  the  by,  vthen  clever,  are  more  handy 

Than  thar  hs  relatives),  like  flies  o'er  candy, 

0  turn  her  head  with  waltzing  and  with  flattery ! 

XXXIII. 
Each  aunt,  each  cousin  hath  her  speculation; 
Nay,  married  dames  will  now  and  then  discover 
jch  pure  disinterestedness  of  pasHon, 

1  've  known  them  court  an  heiress  for  thar  lover. 
"Tantsne!"  Such  the  virtues  of  high  station, 

m  in  the  hopeful  isle,  whose  outlet 's  "Doverl' 
While  the  poor  rich  wretch,  object  of  these  cares, 


XXXI7. 


■TiB  fine 
And  wild  dj 


■.t  thre. 


refuse 


ongst  you,  about  Leil: 


imay  o'er  every  angry  couam 

Jnless  Miss  (Blank)  meant  to  have  chosen 
anck,  why  did  she  accord  perusals 
i?    (Fisr  walli  with  him?   Why.Ipray 
Look  jFt  J  last  night,  and  yet  say  tw  lo-day  V 

1  Why  ?— Why  7— Besides,  J-red.  really  was  alliak'd ; 

'Twas  not  her  fortune-he  has  enough  without : 
:he  lime  will  come  she  'II  wish  that  she  had  snaich'J 

So  good  an  opportunity,  no  doubt; — . 
Eul  the  old  marchioness  some  plan  had  hatch*d, 

Ind  afier  all  poor  Frederick  may  do  hetter— 


SXiX. 

t  was  tiialB  young  child 


in  an  affront  on  this  occasion 
of  a  suhscription  or  petition  ; 
n  dowagers,  ten  unwed  she  sngcs, 
.»  belongs  lo  ''Hallam's  Middle  Ages," 


After  mols  loss  of  time,  and  hearts,  an 

Some  genLleman  who  fights,  or  writes 

To  find  how  veiy  badly  she  selecled. 
XXXVII. 

inies  they  accept  H 


Won 
(But  h 


mityi  0 
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Oh,  p; 


XXXIS. 


Thai  I  dissert,  like  grace  belbre  a  feast  ■' 
For  like  sn  aged  aunt,  ot  tiresome  friend, 

A  ngid  guardian,  or  a  zealous  priest, 
My  MuGO  by  exhortation  means  to  mend 

All  people,  at  all  times,  and  in  most  placea, 

Which  puts  my  Pegaeus  to  these  grave  paoea 
XL. 


n  show  things  really  as  they  ai 


Upon  the  black  loam  long  manure 

d  by  Vi 

Only  to  keep  its  corn  at  the  old 

XLI. 

But  first  of  Utile  Leila  we '11  dispo 

For,  like  a  day-dawn,  she  was 

Or  like  the  old  comparison  of  sno 

vvnicb  are  more  pure  man  plea 

Like  many  people  every  body  know 

A  goodly  guardian  for  his  infant 

."Re. 

Who  might  not  profit  much  by  be 

ng  at  la 

XLII. 

B«Jdes,he  had  foimd  em  he  was 

(I  wish  Uiat  others  would  find  oi 

t  the  s 

And  rather  ivish'd  in  such  tlimgs 

o  stand 

To  make  his  lilUe  wild  Asiatic  tame, 
Consulllng  Iho  "Society  for  Vice 
Suppression,"  Lady  Pinchbeck  was  his  cHmco. 
XLIU. 


And  so  may  eve 
That  ladles  ir 


XLV. 

While 

ailii. 

the  unknown  ai 

«eeki 

S  hr  les. 

Or 

s  si 

1  worse,  lo  put  you  out  of  foshio 

■I'hc 

indc 

ran  wilh  calm  i 

)rds  will  court  y 

En 

Bjpoundin 

illustrating  the 

Ofep 

e  Love's 

beginning,  end,  and  middle. 

XLTI. 

Now, 

be  thuir,  or  tha 

As 

kn 

muld  he  BO, 

1  thii 

■.yc 

'II 

nd  from  many  i 

family  picture. 

:s  of  such  motl 

petienco  rather  than  by  lecture. 

Til 

oh  better  for  Ih 

Smithfield  sho 

Ofve 

slals 

imi 

ght  into  the  ma 

Than 

thoa 

hre 

d  op  by  prudes 

XLVII. 

laid  that  Lady  I^nchbeck  had  been  talk'd  about— 
As  who  has  not,  if  female,  young,  and  preity  ? 


I  lo  charity  and  pity, 
the  latter  years  of  life) 


XLVIII, 

!,  gentle  in  her  own, 
reprover  of  the  young, 
neans  every  day — Ihej  'd  shown 


The  quantity  of  good  she  did 's  i 

Or,  at  (he  least,  would  lengthi 

Tn  brief,  the  little  orphan  oT  the  i 


low  far  it  profits  is 
Our  hero  gladly  sa 

tafe  ivilb  a  lady,  wh 
Being  long  marrie 

lad  left  aU  the  aec. 
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Lll. 


such  things  transmisaion ;  tor  there  19 

A  floaling  balance  of  acoompliahment 
Which  forms  a  pedigree  from  Miss  to  Miss, 

According  as  their  minds  or  hachs  arc  bent. 
Some  walti ;   Bome  draw  ;  soma  felhom  the  ahys3 

Of  melaphyHos  i  others  are  content 
With  music ;  the  most  moderate  shine  as  wils, 
While  others  have  a  genius  turn'd  Ibr  iits. 

LIU. 
But  whether  lifs,  or  wila,  or  harpachotds. 

Theology,  fins  arts,  or  finer  stays, 
May  be  the  bails  for  gentlemen  or  lords 

With  regular  descent,  in  these  our  days 
"Hie  last  year  to  the  new  transfers  iis  hoards ; 

New  uesials  claim  men's  eyes  with  the  same  praisi 
Of  "  elegant,"  el  cetera,  m  fresh  botches- 
All  matchless  creatures,  and  yet  bent  on  matches. 


Lt  from  the  iirst  of  cg 


Examples  may  be  found  of  such  pursuits : 
Though  several  also  keep  iheir  perpendicular 
Ijike  poplars,  with  good  prini^plea  for  roots  \ 
el  many  have  a  method  more  teticulor — 


may  get  the  nedding-dresst 


Prelodios,  trying  just  a  slri 

g  or  two 

r  lyre,  or  making  the 

pegs  sure 

And  w 

en  so,  you  shall  have 
LV. 

the  overtm 

■e. 

h  of  roam 

what's  call'd  success 

ceding: 

Such  the 

strain  they 

ve  chose 

a  "groat  moid  lessoi 

"  they  are 

■eading. 

I  thought,  at  setting  oiF,  ahou 

Cant 

«  would  do;  but,  at  Apollo's  plei 

If  that 

ny  Pegasus  should  no 

bo  fcunder'd. 

Tdept  the  great  world ;  for  it  is  tho  I 
Although  the  highest;  but  as  swords  br 

By  wluch  thor  povrer  of  mischief  is  ii 
When  man  in  batlle  or  in  quBcrel  tilta. 

Thus  the  low  world,  north,  sooth,  ot  wes 
Must  stiQ  obey  the  high — whi( 


s,  their  farthing  ca 


He 


ly  friends  v 


s,andw 


W  eU  look'd  upon  by  botn,  to  tnai  extent 
Of  fiiendship  which  you  may  accept  or  pass  ; 

It  does  nor  good  nor  harm,  being  merely  mewt 
To  keep  the  wheels  going  of  the  higher  ckiss. 

And  draw  them  nightly  whan  a  ticket's  sent: 
4nd  what  with  masquerades,  and  fSles,  and  balls. 
Far  the  Jim  season  such  a  life  scarce  palls. 
LVIU. 


Ajou 


with  a  good  n 


n» 


"  The  royal  game  of  goof 
'here  every  body  Has  somi 
An  end  to  answer,  or  a  ] 
be  single  ladles  wishing  to 


0  play; 


LX. 


ly  her  dauglilM's  feelings  are  ire] 
emaps  you'll  have  a  visit  from  the  btc 

What  "your  intentions  are?"— One  way 
It  seems  the  viiptCa  heart  evpects  ,yoi 
nd  between  pity  for  her  case  and  your* 
bu'U  add  to  nialrimony's  Ust  of  cures. 

LSI. 

I've  known  a  dozen  weddings  made  evei 

Toimg  men  who — though  they  hated  to  d 

Yet  neither  frighlen'd  by  a  female  fuss. 

Nor  by  muEtacMos  moved,  were  let  alo 
And  hved,  as  did  the  broken-hearted  fair 
In  happier  plight  than  if  they  fbrm'd  a  p 

LXII. 
There's  also  nightly,  to  tbe  uninitiated. 


e  unto  their  ceirlage— 


txiii. 

I  won't  say  "  Yes,"  and  keeps  you  on  and  off-ing 

ee  shnre,-liU  it  begins  to  blow- 

li  sees  your  heart  wreck'd,  with  an  inward  scoffing; 


And  sends  new  Werters  yearly  to  Iheii  coffin  ; 
lot  quite  adultery,  but  adulEerauon. 

Lxrv. 

Ye  gods,  I  growa  talkerl"  Let  us  prate. 
The  next  of  perils,  though  I  place  it  ttemesr, 
1  to  "Church  or  Slate," 


A  wife  r 


pright  ci 


Abroad,  ainjh  things  decide  few  women's  fate — 

( &ich,  early  traveller  I  is  the  truth  thou  leamesl:) — 
But  m  old  England  when  a  young  bride  errs, 

LXV, 

For  't  is  a  low,  newspaper,  humdrum,  lawsuit 

Country,  where  a  young  eouple  of  the  same  ages 

Then  there 's  the  vulgar  trick  of  those  d—d  damages  I 
A  verdict — grievous  foe  to  those  who  cause  it ! — 

Forms  a  sad  cUmai  to  romantic  homages ; 
Besides  those  soothing  speeches  of  the  pleaders, 
And  evidences  which  regale  all  readers  I 
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CANTO  XII. 

LXVI. 

Bui  Ihej  who  blunder  Ihua  arc  raw  beginners : 
A  llllie  genial  sprinkling  of  hypocrisy 

Sm  saied  Ihe  fame  of  ihoiieimd  sjilendid  sinn 
TliB  loveliest  oligarchs  of  onr  gynooracy; 

And  all  by  having  tact  da  well  as  tasle. 

LXVIl. 
Juan,  who  did  not  stand  in  the  predicament 
Of  a  mors  novice,  had  one  ialeguard  more ; 


DON  JUAN- 


liffB,  white  neclis,  blue  ey 

douhio  knockin 

LXVIII. 

g  young  from  laiids  end  scenes  romanti 
ives,  not  bwauils,  must  be  risk'd  for  pass 
on's  self  must  have  a  spice  of  ftanuc, 
country  where  'tis  half  a  fashion, 

r  he  nii^t  eslecm  this  moral  nation; 
alas!  his  tasie-fotgivo  and  pity!) 
e  did  not  think  the  women  preuy. 

LXIX. 

(frsi— for  he  found  out  a 
degrees,  that  Ihey  wero 

ton, 
fairer  far 

e  of  ih 


)1  judge  ui  haste ) 

To  taster— the  troth  is,  if  men  would  eonfcaa, 
That  novelties  fteaie  less  than  they  impraa. 

LXX. 
Though  travell'd,  I  have  never  had  the  luck  to 

Trace  up  those  shuffling  negroes,  Nile  or  Niger 
To  that  unpractciblo  place,  Tombuctoo, 

Where  geography  finds  no  one  to  oblige  bet 
With  such  a  chart  oa  may  bo  safely  stuck  to— 

For  Europe  ploughs  inAfric  like  "bos  piger:" 
But  if  I  ha-I  been  at  Tombuctoo,  tliero 
No  doubt  1  should  he  told  Ihat  black  is  fur. 

LXXI. 
It  is.    I  win  not  smear  thai  black,  is  white ;. 

But  I  suspect  m  fact  that  white  is  bladi, 
And  the  "hole  matter  rests  upon  my  eye-sight. 

Ask  a  blind  man,  the  best  judge.    You'll  sitae 


plu 

crape 
gei 

bulk 

ep  of  o 

LXXIV. 

gb 

to  d 
id  n 

with 

heir  out 
-Ihem  p 

on  hide 

ly 

10  th 

■obahly  fmm  pi 
e  heart  glides. 

(A  thing  approved  as  saving  lime  an 
lut  though  the  soil  may  gits  you  lime 
Veil  cultivated,  it  will  render  double. 
LXXVII. 


Society,  that  china  without  flaw. 

Or  if  I'm  wrong,  I 'U  not  be  la'en  ahacW:— 

(The  hypocrite!)  wdl  banish  ih 

e  hath  no  mom  nor  night,  but  all  is  dark 

To  sit  amidst  the  ruins  of  their  g 

'ilhin(  and  what  see'st  ihou?  A  dubious  spark. 

For  Fame 's  a  Carthage  not  so  soo 

LXXIX. 

Perhaps  this  is  as  it  should  bo;- 

And  io  the  beauties  of  a  foreign  daiie, 

An  ernng  woman  finds  a-i  open 
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■eopic  « 


n  fact 


A  deeds. 
And  as  for  ehsslilj,  you  'II  never  bind  it 

By  all  (he  taws  the  strictest  lawyer  pleads, 
Itui  aggiaraie  the  crime  jou  have  n«  prevented, 
Kj  rendering  desperate  those  who  had  else  repented. 


LSXXVII. 
Here  the  twellih  canto  of  our  introduction 

Ends.     When  the  body  of  the  booli's  be 
You'll  find  it  of  a  different  conslrucLion 

The  plan  at  preaonl  'g  simply  in  concoction 
'  'ige  you,  reader  [  to  read  on ; 


Tlial 


Should  neilhei;  court  neglect,  nor  dread  In  hear  i 
LXXXVIII. 


Bui  Juan  wog  no  casuist,  nor  had  ponder'd 

And  if  my  thunderbolt  not  always  rattles. 

Upon  the  moral  lessons  of  mankind ; 

Remember,  reader!  you  have  had  before 

The  worst  of  tempests  and  the  best  of  battles 

A  lady  altogether  to  his  nnnd. 

Tliat  e'er  were  brew'd  from  elements  of  gore. 

A  little  "blasfi"— 'tis  not  lo  he  ^nder'd 

Besides  the  most  sublime  of— Heaven  knows  wliat  else 

At,  that  his  heart  had  got  a  tougher  riod : 

An  usurer  could  scarce  eipect  much  more — 

And  though  nolvuner  from  his  past  success. 

But  my  best  canto,  save  one  on  astronomy. 

No  doubt  his  sensibilities  were  less. 

Will  turn  upon  "political  economy." 

LXXXII. 

LXXXIX. 

He  also  had  been  busy  seeing  sights- 

Now  that  the  public  hedge  halh  scarce  a  stake, 

Had  sate  beneath  the  galleries  at  nighty 

It  grows  an  act  of  patriotic  charily. 

To  hear  debates  whose  thunder  roused  (not  ro«s«) 

To  show  the  people  the  best  way  to  break. 

Tl«i  world  to  gaie  upon  those  northern  lights* 

\'Fhieh  llasb'd  as  far  as  -here  Uie  musk-hull  browses : 

Reserve  it)  will  bo  very  sura  to  take. 

Meantime  read  all  ihe  national  debt-sinkers. 

But  Grey  was  not  arrived,  and  Chatham  gone. 

And  tell  mo  what  you  Ihink  of  your  great  thinkers 

LXXXII!. 

Hr  saw,  however,  at  the  closing  session. 

That  noble  sight,  when  reafiy  free  the  na^on. 

A  king  in  constitutional  possession 

Of  such  a  throne  as  is  the  proudest  station, 

CANTO  XIII. 

Tlioogh  despore  know  it  not— till  the  progression 

Of  freedom  shall  complete  their  education. 

'T  is  not  mere  splendour  makes  the  shois  august 

To  eye  ot  heart— it  is  the  people's  trusL 

LXXXIV. 

I. 

There  too  ha  saw  (whate'er  he  may  be  now) 

A  prince,  the  prince  of  princes,  at  the  time 

since  laughter  now-a-days  is  dcem'd  too  seiioui 

With  fasonalion  in  his  very  bow. 

A  jest  at  vice  by  virtue 's  caU'd  a  crime, 

And  full  of  promise,  as  the  spring  cf  prime. 

And  crilically  held  as  deleterious: 

Though  royally  was  written  on  his  brow. 

Besides,  the  sad's  a  source  of  the  sublime. 

He  had  Ihea  Ihe  grace  too,  rare  in  every  cbme, 

Although  when  long  a  little  apt  to  weary  us  ; 

Of  being,  without  alloy  of  fop  or  beau, 

And  therefore  shall  my  lay  soar  high  and  solemn, 

A  finish'd  gentleman  from  top  to  toe. 

LXXXV. 

11. 

And  Juan  was  received,  as  halh  been  said. 

Into  the  best  sooiely :  and  there 

'Tis  on  old  Norman  name,  and  to  be  found 

I  iccurr'd  what  often  happens,  I  'm  afraid. 

In  pedigrees  by  those  who  wander  sliQ 

However  disciplined  and  debnnnaire ; 

Along  the  Imd  fields  of  (hat  Gothic  ground) 

The  talent  and  good  humour  ho  display'd, 

Was  high-bfflii,  wealthy  by  her  fither's  wiU,    - 

Besides  the  mark'd  distinction  of  his  air. 

Exposed  him,  as  was  natural,  to  lemplallon. 

Even  though  himself  avoided  the  occasion. 

The  goodliest  soil  of  body  and  of  mind. 

LXXXVI. 

III. 

Rut  what,  and  where,  with  whom,  and  when,  and  ivhy, 

I'll  not  gi^nsaythem;  it  is  not  my  cue: 

is  not  to  be  put  hastily  together ; 

I  leave  ihem  to  Uiclr  lasle,  no  doubt  the  best: 

Aiul  as  my  object  is  morality 

An  eye's  an  eye,  a-d  whether  hlack  or  blue. 

(Whatever  people  say),  t  don't  know  whether 

Is  no  groat  matter,  so  'lis  in  request; 

I'h  leave  a  angle  reader's  eyelid  dry, 

'Tis  nonsense  to  dispute  about  a  hue- 

But  harrow  up  bis  feelings  till  they  wither. 

Tho  kindesl  maybe  taken  as  a  test. 

4a  Pbi^'e  son  propotod  to  do  with  Aihos. 
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or  hi 


The  world  gave  groimd  before  her  bright  array  j 

And  (hererocc  have  his  volumes  dona  such  harm, 
That  all  Ihrar  glory  aa  a  compn-w^nn 
dearly  purchased  by  hia  b 


would  fajn  poslpono  this  era. 


Fu 

r  ihey  have 

pa^'d 

hfe's  eqo 

nocta 

HnI 

e  lb 

r  claret  a 

ri  mn 

T 

J8  of  ded 

An^ 

d  the  Par 

debt,  and  w 

solac 

VI. 

ArH 

n  and  rel 

(■o. 

mdivhai's 

allMi 

Th- 

alruggia  to 

fipil 

a  in  a  3U 

mnf 

e  landed  and  the 

■J'he 

al  h 

In 

itend  of  lore 

that 

mere  hallu 

olnatin 

s  by  far  the  longest  pieat 


Much  in  the  mode  of  Goeihe'a  Mephialopheles : 
VIII. 

Though  't  was  not  once  so.    If  I  sneer  Mmetinte 
It  is  because  I  cannot  ;veU  do  lesK, 
And  now  and  then  i[  also  suits  my  rhymes. 

Men's  wrongs,  and  rather  check  than  punish  crime 
Had  not  Cervanles,  in  that  loo  true  lale 
Of  Quiiote,  shovm  how  all  such  efforts  fail, 

IX. 
or  all  tales,  'tis  t!io  saddest— and  more  sad, 

Because  it  makes  aa  smile ;   his  hero 's  light, 
And  stU  pursues  the  right  ;^^1;g^ci|[i[_theJiDji, 
,  J3is,™lyjjtjeeli-»nd-'gaii»t- o^ds  lo  fight. 


ill  who  have  thought. 


A  sing 


laugh  den 


.seldom 


wedded  unto  one  she  had  k 
known  in  the  councils  of  the  natia 
,  and  quite  Engbsh,  imperturbable, 


igbl  against  either,  luid  b 

31 

It  chanced  some  diplomat] 


;  the  world  could  teU 


ilact.    Though  reserved,  nor 


id  thus  Lord  Henry, 
fe  and  pride  i 


'uld  n 


B,  and  full  si 


n  judpng  men— when  once  his  judgmen 
Determined,  right  or  wrong,  on  friend  or  foe, 

lad  bU  Ibe  pertinacity  pride  has. 
Which  knows  no  ^1)  to  Its  imperious  flow, 

Lnd  loves  or  hales,  disdainmg  to  be  guided^ 

tecause  its  own  good  pleasure  hsih  deuded. 


His  friendships,  dierefore 
Though  ottw- 


XVII. 


-the  mere  aj 
■tt.  the  chill. 
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XVIIJ, 

"  'T  is  not  m  mgrtals  lo  mminand  f  uccesa ; 

And  take  mj  word,  jqu  won't  hate  any  less  : 
Bo  wary,  watch  the  lime,  and  always  serve  it ; 

And  for  your  conscience,  only  icarn  lo  nerve  il,— 

•Twill  make,  if  proved,  vast  efforts  without  paining, 

XIX. 

rhcveryioiteal  find  onl  an  inferior. 

Upon  :  for  there  are  very  Tew  things  wearier 

Than  solitary  pride's  oppressive  weight. 
Which  mOflBls  generodsly  would  divido. 
By  bidding  others  carry  wlule  they  ride. 


had  the  advantage  of  time's  seqL„. , 
IB  thought,  in  couutry  much  the  same— 


That  few 

Court  n 

He  liked 


rs  kept  the  House  up  later. 

XXI. 
igcs  :   and  then  he  thoughts." 

note  than  tiiniself  had  caught 
laving  been  himself  a  muiisler : 
^at  vi'hich  he  had  been  taught, 


xxir, 

Ho  lik&l  the  genOa  Spaniard  for  his  gravity  ; 

He  almost  honoor'd  him  lor  his  docility, 
Iteoause,  though  youn^,  he  acquiesced  with  suavity. 

Or  contradicted  but  with  proud  humility. 
He  knew  the  world,  and  would  not  see  depravity 

In  faults  vfhidi  sometimes  show  (he  soil's  fertility, 

tr  .l,~.    1I.0  ^.,^i.A„    f^^t-'^V^-aa    nnl    th.k     tira\   ^rnn  


xxm. 

And  then  he  talk'd  with  him  about  Madrid, 
Constantinople,  and  such  distant  plaoee  ; 

Where  people  always  did  as  they  were  bid. 
Or  did  what  they  should  not  with  foreign  graces. 

C)l  coursers  also  spake  they :   Henry  rid 
W  'I  Ike      ost  Englishmen,  and  loved  the  races 

iJi  rse,  as  despots  ride  a  Russian- 


Which  rt< 

Ih  not  s 

ake  some  very 

sple 

Vith  some 

slight  he 

A  top.,c  , 

candd  do 

h  delight  to  ro. 

Sudi  I  might  stumb 

owthc  V 

ry  chastest  squ 
SXVII. 

T is  true. 

might  h 

ve  chosen  Pice 

dill 

cadilloes  are  un 

Jul  1  have 

whether  mse  or 

For  letti 

fherefore  : 

t  square,  street. 

Find  one 

where  n 

Jhing  naughty  e 

As  many 

scions  were  ; 

me  who  ha< 

but  talent  for  thei 

)r  wealth 

which  is  0 

Or  evi: 

mere  fasl 

nn,  which  indeed'. 

leconime 

dalion,  an, 

to  be  well  dress't 

Will  very 

"'-■'" 

edo  iha  rest. 
XXIX. 

And  since  "there's 

afcty  in  a  muttltui 

Of  counsellors,"  as 

Solomon  has  said. 

one  for  bin 

Indeed 

«e  see  the 

n  senate 

,  al  the  ha 

,  in  wordy  feud, 

wisdom  can  parade 

Yhid.  is 

the  only  c 

use  that  we  can  gu 

Of  Britaii 

■s  present 

vealih  and  happine 
XXX. 

Jul  as  ■ 

selbrs"  f< 

men,-thi.!  for  Hi 

Alaije 

lets  not  ,M.K  slu 

Or,  should  it  shak 

,  the  choice  wiU  mo 

Variety  i 

'Midst 

nnny  rocks 

And  thus 

«Hlh  womc 

Juan     ood 


Her  chief  resource 


n  sprung  froia  a  high  mother^ 
marches  with  his  quality. 
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xxxu. 

XXXIX. 

To  di  eha  was  polite  without  pitaJe; 

But  afler  all  they  are  a  North-West  passage 

To  soma  sha  sliow'd  attonlion  of  that  kiiii 

ITnio  the  glowing  India  of  the  soul; 

Whicli  flatters,  but  is  ibllery  convoy'd 

And  as  the  good  ships  sent  upon  thai  message 

In  such  a  sort  as  cannot  leave  behind 

Have  not  etaclly  ascertain'd  the  Pole, 

A  traco  umvortliy  other  isife  or  maid  ;— 

(Though  Parry's  cft'orts  look  a  lucliy  presage), 

A  gentle  genial  eourleBj  of  mmd. 

Thus  gentlemen  may  tun  upon  a  shoal ; 

To  Ihoso  who  were,  or  pass'd  for,  meritorious. 

For  if  the  Pole 's  not  open,  hut  all  frost. 

Just  to  console  sad  Glory  for  being  glonoiis  ; 

[A  chance  s^U),  'tis  a  voyage  or  vessel  losL 

XXXIII. 

XL. 

Whieh  is  in  all  respects,  save  now  and  then, 

A  dull  and  desolate  appendage.     Gaze 

With  quiet  cruising  o'er  the  ocean  woman  ; 

Upon  the  shades  of  those  distuiguishM  men 

WhLe  those  who  're  not  beginners,  should  have  se 

Who  wore  or  ara  tlia  puppet-shows  of  praisa. 

Enough  lo  mako  for 'port,  ere  Time  shall  sumn 

The  praise  of  persecution.    Gaze  again 

With  bis  gray  signal-flag  ;  and  the  past  tense. 

On  the  mostfavoiu'd;  and,  amidst  the  blaze 

The  dreary  "faimift"  of  all  things  human, 

Of  sunset  halos  o'er  Ihe  laurel-brow'd, 

Must  be  decUnod,  whilst  life's  thin  thread 's  spun 

Between  the  gaping  hdr  and  gnawing  gout. 

XXXIV. 

XLI. 

There  also  was  of  course  in  Adeline 

That  calm  patrician  polish  in  Ihe  address. 

Is  sometimes  truculent — but  never  mind : 

Which  ne'er  can  pass  the  equinoctial  Una 

The  world  upon  the  whole  is  worth  (he  asserlio 

or  any  th'uig  which  Mature  would  eipress: 

(If  but  for  comfort)  that  aU  things  are  kind: 

Jusl  as  a  Mandarin  finds  nothing  fine,— 

And  that  same  devilish  docU-ins  of  the  Persian, 

At  least  his  manner  suffeis  not  to  guess 

Of  the  two  principles,  but  leaves  behind 

That  any  thing  he  views  can  grealiy  please. 

As  many  doubts  as  any  other  doctrine 

Perhaps  wc  have  borrow'd  this  from  [he  Ctainese — 

Has  ever  puidad  Faith  withal,  or  yoked  her  in 

XXXV. 

XLll. 

The  English  winter— ending  in  July 

Was  what  he  call'd  the  "Art  of  Happiness;" 

To  recommence  in  August—now  was  done. 

An  att  on  which  the  arlisla  greatly  vary. 

'T  is  tlie  postilion's  paradise :  wheels  fly  ; 

And  have  not  yet  attain'd  to  much  success. 

On  roads  east,  south,  north,  west,  there  is  a  r 

However.'tis  expedient  to  be  wary: 

Indifierence  ecrtos  don't  produce  distress; 

Man's  pity's  for  himself,  or  for  his  son, 

And  rash  enlhuMasm  in  good  sodcly 

Always  premismg  that  ^d  son  at  college 

Were  nothing  but  a  moral  inebriety. 

Has  not  contracted  much  more  debt  than  kliowled 

XXX'Vl. 

XLIII. 

But  Adeline  was  not  indifiercnl:  for. 

The  Ijondon  winter's  ended  in  July — 

Sometimes  a  little  Uter.     1  don't  err 

As  a  volcano  holds  the  la>a  more 

In  llijs :  whatever  other  blunders  lie 

Within-ci  cslera.     Shalll  go  on  7-Ko ! 

Upon  my  shoulders,  here  I  must  aver 

I  halo  lo  hunt  down  a  Ured  metaphor : 

My  Muje  a  glass  of  Weatherology, 

So  let  the  ollen-used  volcano  go. 

Poor  thing!  how  frequently,  by  me  and  olbers, 

Lei  Radicals  its  other  acts  attack, 

It  hath  been  sUrr'd  up,  till  its  smoke  quite  smolhers ! 

Its  sessions  form  our  only  almanac. 

XXXVII. 

XLIV. 

Ili  have  another  figure  in  a  trice: 

When  its  quicksilver 's  down  at  zero,- lo ! 

What  say  you  lo  a  bniile  of  champagnej 

Coach,  chariot,  luggage,  baggage,  equipage  1 

Froien  mto  a  very  yinous  ice, 

Wheels  whirl  from  Carlton  Palace  to  Soho, 

Which  leaves  few  drops  of  that  immortal  run, 

And  happiest  they  who  horses  can  engage ; 

ret  in  tlie  very  centre,  past  all  price, 

Tho  tumpiltes  glow  with  dust,  and  Rotten  Row 

About  a  liquid  glassful  will  remain; 

Sleeps  from  the  chivahy  of  this  bright  age ; 

And  this  is  stronger  than  the  strongest  grapo 

And  tradesmen,  with  long  bills  and  longer  faces 

Could  e'er  express  in  its  e.-ipanded  shape: 

Sigh,  as  the  post-boys  fasten  on  the  traces. 

XXXVIII. 

.    XLV. 

■Tis  the  whole  spirit  brought  to  a  qulnteBsonce ; 

They  and  their  Wlls,  "  Arcadians  both,"  =  are  le 

And  thus  the  chilliest  aspccls  may  concentre 

To  the  Greek  kalends  of  another  session. 

Alas!  to  them  of  ready  cash  bereR, 

What  hope  romuns?    Of  hope  the  full  possess 

Prom  whom  I  now  deduce  these  rooral  lessons. 

On  which  the  Muse  has  always  sought  to  enter: — 

At  a  long  date— till  they  can  get  a  fresh  one, 

And  your  cold  people  are  beyond  all  price, 

Hawk'd  about  at  a  discount,  small  or  large  ;- 

WhiJi  once  vou've  broken  their  confounded  ice. 

Also  the  solace  of  an  overrhari;e. 
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XLVI. 

But  tiiese  iro  trifles.    Dowmvard  flies  my  Lotd, 

Nodding  beside  my  Lady  in  iiis  carnogo. 
Awaj-l  a        ■      - 


And  Chan. 


^  qm<:t!y  ^ 


mage; 


The  obsequious  landlord  halb  (ho  change 
The  post-boys  have  no  reason  to  disparage 

Their  fee ;  bui,  ere  the  watet'd  wheels  may  hiss  hence, 

The  osfler  pIeB<!8  for  a.  reminircencc. 
XLVIl. 

'Tis  granted;  anil  the  valet  mounts  the  dickey— 
That  gentieman  of  lords  and  gaillemen ; 
■  0  my  Lady' 


Our  gay  Russ  Spaniard  was  ordainM  to  shine, 
DeciiM  by  the  raya  reflected  from  his  host, 
With  those  who.  Pope  says, "  greatly  daring  dine.' 


Trick'd  o' 


aaggmo 


■e  than  | 
hi  I" 


Wen 


™ll  nigl 


I've  traveird;  and  what's  travel, 

XLvni. 


s  the: 


lerhaps  a  pily. 


And  miut  until  the  nightingale  grows  dumber. 
Listening  debat^  not  very  wise  or  witty, 

Bui  there's  no  shooting  (save  grouse)  till  September 
XLIX. 
tirade.    The  world  wa 


The  \ 


VVerf 


earth  w 


many  covers,  duly,  daily,  laid. 
Tone  accuse  old  England's  hospitably 
uantity  is  but  condensed  to  quality. 


ir  pedigree, 


If  their 


raphir 


ivery  pi 
it  takes 


Than  an  advertisement,  or  mui 
VVbcn,  ere  the  ink  bo  dry.  the  s 

The  Morning  Post  was  Ibremo 
"Departure,  for  bis  country-seat 
Lord  U.  AmundeiiUB  and  Lad" 

Lli. 
"  We  unJer>dnd  the  splendid  h& 

I'o  entertain,  this  autumn,  a  si 

'Midst  wliom,  we  have  heard  ii 

The  Duke  of  D the  shooting 

With  many  more  toy  rank  and 
Abi-  a  foreigner  of  high  condition 
Tte  envoy  of  the  secret  Russian 


h  these  dinners  than  th 


1  thus :  "  On  Thursday  there  w 


a  grand  dini 
dukes,  by  ni 


Presf 

innounced  with  no  less 
Then  underneath,  and' in  the  very  same 
iolumn  r  "  Date,  Falmouth,  There  has  lately  been  hero 
The  slap-dash  re^menl,  so  well  known  to  fame ; 
Those  loss  in  the  lale  action  me  regret: 
'he  vacancies  are  fill'd  up — see  Gazette." 
LV. 
To  Norman  Abbey  whirl'd  the  nohle  pair, 

Still  older  mansion,  of  a  rioh  and  rare 
MLt'd  Gothic,  such  as  artists  all  allow 

Few  specimens  yet  led  us  can  compare 
Wilhal :  it  lies  perhaps  a  iiilJe  low. 

Because  the  monks  preferr'd  a  lull  behind. 


Crown'd  by  high  woodlands,  where  the  Druid  caS 

His  host,  with  broad  arms  'gamst  the  thunder  ttroke  j 
nd  from  beneath  his  boughs  were  seen  to  sally 
The  dappled  Ibresters— as  day  awoke. 
The  branching  stag  swept  down  with  all  his  herd. 


,  quaff 


LV!I 


ad  as  transparent,  deep,  and  frfshly  fed 

river,  which  US  solleo'd  way  did  take 

cuirentB  through  the  calmer  water  sfreid 

id;  the  wild  towl  nestled  in  the  brake 

1  sedges,  broodmg  m  their  liquid  bed 

The  woods  sloped  downn  ards  to  its  brmk,  and  Mood 

With  their  green  faces  fil'd  Ufon  the  flood 

LVIH 
Its  outlet  dash'd  into  a  deep  cascade. 

Quiet — sank  mto  softer  npples,  ghd  ng 
Into  a  rivulet,  and,  thus  alay'd, 

Pursued  its  course,  now  gleammg,  and  now  hiding 
Its  winduigs  through  the  woods ;  now  clear,  now  blue, 
Accorduig  as  the  skies  their  shadows  threvr. 


^se  last  had  disappeared — a  loss  to  ar 
The  first  yet  (rown'd  superbly  o'er  the  soi, 
1  kindled  feelings  in  the  roughest  heai 
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Within  a  niche,  nigh  to 

Twelve  saints  had  or 

But  these  had  TaJLen,  ni 


s  forlfJice— as  (ell 


Lxn, 

mighty  window,  liollovi  in  ihe 
Shorn  of  its  glass  of  thouaan 
irough  which  the  rteepen'il  gh 


Lie  with  llie 

hallelujahs  que 
LXIII 

ncii'd  like  !iro. 

But  in  the  n 

loulide  of  the  ni 

oon,  and  when 

The  ivind  is  ivinged  from  o 

ne  point  of  he 

a  strange  unoa 

rthly  sound,  wh 

Is  musical — a  dying  accent 

driven 

Through  Hie 

luge  ntch,  ivhicl 

soars  and  sink 

Some  deem  it  hut  the  dist. 

Back  to  the 

night-ivind  by  th 

waterfall, 

And  hHn»n 

ed  hy  the  old  c 
LXIV 

horall  waU: 

Others,  that 

ome  oripnal  sh 

pe  or  form, 

Shaped  by 

hath  giisn  th 

(Though  less 

than  that  of  M 

In  Egypt's 

i4ya,  to  harp  at 

a  fii'd  hour) 

To  this  gray 

Sad,  but  B 

rene,  il  sweeps 

Tho  cause  I 

ui  solve  ;  hut 

TheCct:-! 

vo  heard  it,-o 
LXV. 

ce  perhaps  to 

Amidst  the  c 

oort  a  Gothic  E. 

untain  plaj'd, 

1,  but  deck'd  w 

th  carvings  qu 

Sliange  face 

masquerade. 

And  here  perhaps  a  moust 

r,  there  a  sain 

The  spring  ro 

I'd  through  gtim 

mouths,  of  grani 

And  splrk 

Its  little  torro 

nl  in  a  thousand  bttbbleS, 

Like  man's 

ain  gioty.  and 
LSVI 

is  vainer  troub 

The  mansion 

B  srif  was  vast 

nd  .,>erable, 

Forni'd 

awholo 

ular  inp 

fot  left  a 

^and 

n  the  m 

At  Je-Ts 

ofthos 

Wogazs 

pona 

iant  for  hi 

Nor  judge 

at  first 

if  all  be  ta 

Lxvra 

stonat. 

n  the  neit 

generalio 

To  silk. 

f  gay  and 

ilaneed  1 

With  fair 

ong  loo 

a,  had  also 

kept  th 

And  cot 

obea  am 

ilso  some 

beautie 

of  Sir  Peter  Lely, 

Whose  dr 

pe,yh« 

tswemay 
LXIX. 

dmire  th 

.  f»cly. 


Judges,  In  nry  formidable  ormine, 

,  with  brows  that  did  not  much  invii 
:o  think  thrar  lordships  would  dclermiii 
jy  leaning  much  Irom  might  to  r^ght : 
had  not  Lefl  a  single  sermon ; 
Attomeyt^genersJ,  awful  to  the  sight, 


Of  the  " 


e  (un 


rlo  Dolce  i 
pofsa 


or  keys  of  gold: 


itary  glori 


,0  Salvato 


wilder  group 

danced  Albano's  boys,  ana  nere 
Vereet^B  ocean  lights ;  and  there 
lartyrs  awed,  as  Spsgnoletlo  tainl 
brush  with  all  tho  blood  of  all  tl 
LXSH. 

tero  Rembrandt  made  his  < 


of  I.orr 


uth'd  goblet  makes  me  feel  quite  I 
ith  thirst— Whaf  ho  I  a  flask  of  R 

Lxxin. 

-eaderl  if  that  Chou  canst  read,~Bnii  h 


To  conslilule  a  reader  ;  then 

Vu-tues  of  which  botJi  you  and  I  have  need 
.j.irsilj,  begm  with  the  heginning  (though 

That  clause  is  hard),  and  secondly,  proceeo 

In  this  sort,  end  at  least  with  Ihe  b'^inntng. 
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LXXIV. 

But,  reader,  thou  hast  pai^eiil  been  of  late, 
While  I,  wilhout  reoiorae  of  rhyme,  or  fear, 

Dan  Phcebua  lakes  me  Ibr  an  auctioneer. 
Thai  pools  were  so  from  their  earliesl  date, 
Bt  Homer^B  "Catalogue  of  Ships"  <s  cleai 


The  promised  party,  I 


Pull  grows  his  bag,  and  wonderful  his  feats. 
Ah,  nut-brown  partridges  1  ah,  brilliant  pheasants  1 
&nd  ah,  ye  poachers  1 — 'Tis  no  sport  for  peasanl 

An  English  aulunrn,  though  it  hath  no  vines. 

The  paths,  o'er  which  the  fair  festoon  entwines 
The  r«d  grape  in  the  sunny  lands  of  song. 

Hath  yet  a  purchased  ihoioe  of  choicest  winesj 
The  claret  light,  and  tlis  madeira  strong. 

If  Britain  loourn  her  bleakness,  wd  can  tell  her, 

The  very  best  of  vineyards  is  the  cellar. 
LXXVn. 

Then,  if  she  hath  not  that  serene  decline 


As  if  't . 
The  s< 


,  ratlier  than  it 


spring  n 


he  hath  the  c 


LXXVIII. 

And  for  the  etfemuiate  viifejgiad 

Rifewithmorehornsthanhounda- 
So  animated  that  ii  might  allure  a 

Saint  from  his  beads  to  join  the  joctmd  race ; 
Even  Nimrod's  self  might  leave  the  plains  of  Dura,' 

Arid  wear  the  Mellon  jacket  fw  a  space  :— 
If  she  hath  no  wild  boars,  she  hilli  a  tama 
Preserve  of  bores,  who  ought  to  be  made  ^jame. 

LXXIX. 
Tita  noMe  guests,  assemhled  at  the  Ahhey, 

Consisted  of— we  give  the  sex  the  pat— 
The  Duchess  of  Mti-Fulke ;  ihe  Countess  Crabbey 

The  Ladies,  8ciHy,Busey;  Miss  Eclai, 
Miss  Bumbazeen,  Miss  Mackstay,  Miss  O'Tabhy, 

And  Mrs.  Rabbi,  the  ricli  banker's  squaw: 
Also  the  Hunourahle  Mrs.  Sleep, 
Who  look'd  H  white  lamb,  yet  was  a  black  sheep. 
LSXX. 


;Blhe  "lie"  and  the  «el 

tVhr.  pass  '<ke  water  Wter'd  in  a 

.*11  piugod  and  pious  from  the 

Or  paper  tum'd  lo  money  by  Ihe 


Is  nr>  .tin,  fitmed  for  tolerance  than  piet 


LXXXI. 

Prtain  point;  w 
difficult  in  pun 


Or   (10 

the  point  vHth  Horace 

'Omn 

LXXXII 

d  by  dint  of  ploiiery, 


've  seen  mora  than  I'll  say; — bnl  wi 
How  our  vilUgffiatura  will  get  on. 

'he  party  might  consial  of  Ihirty-lliree 
Of  highest  caste— the  Brainins  of'lh 

've  named  a  few,  not  foremost  in  de 
as  the  rhyme  i 


By  way  of  , 
There  also 


■inkling,  s 


LXXXIV, 

There  was  Parolles,  too,  the  legal  bully, 
Who  limits  all  his  battles  to  tho  bar 

And  senate:  when  inviled  claeivhere,  Imly, 
He  shows  more  appetite  for  words  than  war. 

There  was  Ihe  young  bard  Raclirhyme,  who  had  i 
Come  ont  and  glimmct'd  as  a  six-weeks'  st; 

There  was  Lord  Pyrrho,  too,  the  gieal  free-thinli 

Aod  Sir  John  Poltledeep,  the  mighty  drinker. 


■c  the  sin  Miss  Rawt 


LXXXVI. 

foin'  Honourable  Misters,  wh"a. 
Honour  was  more  before  their  names  mar  rH^; 


Thert 


Whom  France  and  Fonuni 
'hose  chiefly  harmless  latent  was  lo  amuse; 
But  Ihe  Clubs  found  it  rather  serious  laughter, 
ccause— such  was  his  magic  power  lo  please,- 
The  dice  seem'd  chann'd  too  with  hb  reparteei 
LXXXVII. 
'here  was  Dick  Dubious,  the  metaphysician. 
Who  loved  philosophy  and  a  good  dinner ; 
.ngle,  the  sol-diaant  malhematician ; 
Sir  Henry  Silvet-cup  the  great  race-winnerj 
'here  was  the  lieierend  Rodomont  Precisian  ; 
Who  did  not  hate  so  much  tho  sui  as  sirner ; 
iguslus  Fitz-Flantagenel, 


I  alt  1 


logs,  1 
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LXXXVllI. 

XCV, 

There  was  Jack  Jargon,  the  gigantic  guardsman; 

Our  ridicules  are  kept  in  the  back  ground. 

And  General  Fireface,  famous  in  the  field, 

Ridiculous  enough,  but  also  ilul! ; 

Professions  too  are  no  more  to  be  found 

Who  ate,  last  war.  more  Yankees  ihan  he  kill'd. 

Pi-cfessional ;   and  there  is  nought  to  cull 

There  was  the  waggish  Welsh  Judge,  Jelferics  Hards- 

Of  folly's  fruit;  for  though  your  fools  abouad. 

They  're  barren,  and  not  worth  the  pains  to  pull. 

In  his  grave  office  so  completely  skill'd, 

Soeiety  is  now  one  poUsh'd  horde. 

That  when  a  culprit  came  tor  condemnalion. 

Form'd  of  two  mighty  tribes,  the  Bws  and  S«red. 

He  hai)  his  judge's  joke  for  coneolatioD. 

XCVI. 

LXXXIX. 

Good  company 's  a  ehess-board— there  are  kings. 

But  from  being  farmers,  we  turn  gleaners,  gleaning 
The  seamy  hut  right  well  Ihresh'd  ears  of  Irulh  ; 
And.  gentle  reader!  when  you  gather  meaning. 

Queens,  bishops,  knights,  tooks,  pa  mis ;  the  world 's 

agamei 

You  may  be  Boai,  and  I — modest  Kulh. 

Save  that  the  puppets  pull  at  their  own  strings  ; 
My  Muse,  the  hutterlly,  hath  hut  her  wings. 

Forbids.     A  great  impression  in  my  youth 
Was  made  by  Mrs.  Adams,  where  she  criea 
"  That  scriptures  out  of  church  are  blasphemies."' 

Not  stings,  and  flits  through  ether  without  aim, 
All^tiiig  rarely:  were  she  but  a  hornet. 

Perhaps  there  might  be  vices  which  would  mourn  IL 

xcvir. 

XC. 

But  when  we  can,  wo  glean  in  this  vile  age 

I  had  forgotten— hut  must  not  forget— 

Of  chaff,  although  our  gleanings  be  not  grist. 

An  orator,  the  latest  of  the  aession. 

I  must  not  <;uite  omit  the  talking  sage. 

Who  had  deUver'd  well  a  very  set 

Smooth  speech,  his  first  and  maidenly  transgression 

Who,  in  his  commonplaee  book,  had  a  page 

Upon  debate ;  the  papers  echoed  yet 

Prepared  each  morn  for  evenings.  "  List,  oh  list  1" 

"Ah^,]ioor  ghisl  1" — What  uneipfected  woes 

And  rank'd  with  what  is  every  day  dlsplay'd— 

Await  those  who  have  studied  Ih^r  hons-mots  ! 

"The  Iwst  first  speech  that  ever  yet  was  made." 

xcvin. 

XCI. 

Firstly,  they  must  allure  the  conversation 

Proud  of  his  "  Hear  hims !"  proud  loo  of  his  vole, 

By  many  windings  to  Ihew  clever  clinch; 

And  lost  virginity  of  oratory, 

And  secondly,  must  let  slip  no  occasion. 

Proud  of  Ills  learning  (just  enough  to  quote). 

Nor  bcM  (abate)  their  hearers  of  un  inch. 

He  revell'd  in  his  Ciceronian  glory  : 

But  lake  an  ell— and  make  a  great  sensation. 

With  memory  eiceltenl  to  get  by  rare. 

If  possible;   and  thirdly,  ne-er  tlinoh 

With  wit  to  hatch  a  pun  or  tell  a  story. 

When  some  smart  talker  puts  them  to  the  test. 

Graced  with  some  merit  and  with  more  effrontery. 

But  seize  the  last  word,  which  no  doubt 's  the  best. 

"  His  eouniry'a  pride,"  he  came  dovm  to  the  country. 

XCII. 

XCIX. 

There  also  were  two  wits  by  acelamation. 

Lord  Henry  and  his  lady  were  the  hosts; 

Longbow  from  Irdand,  Sirongbow  from  the  Tweed, 

The  party  we  have  toueh'd  on  were  the  guests 

Both  lawyers,  and  both  men  of  education ; 

Tlieir  table  was  a  board  to  tempt  even  ghosts 

But  Slrongbow's  wit  was  of  more  polish'd  breed  r 

To  pass  the  Sty!  for  more  substantial  feasts. 

As  biautifiil  nnd  bounding  as  a  steed. 

Albeit  all  human  history  attests 

Tlial  happiness  for  man — the  hungry  sinner  -- 

While  Slrongbow's  best  things  might  have  come  from 

Since  Eve  nte  apples,  much  depends  on  dinner 

Cato. 

XCIH. 

But  Longbow  wild  as  an  iEolian  harp, 

c. 

Witness  the  lands  which  "  flow'd  with  milk  and  honey 

Held  out  unto  the  hungry  Israelites; 
To  this  we've  added  since  the  )ovc  of  money. 

With  which  the  winds  of  heaven  can  claim  accord. 
Ami  make  a  music,  whether  flat  or  sharp. 

The  only  sort  of  pleasure  which  requites. 
Youth  fades,  and  leaves  our  days  no  longer  sunny ; 

At  Longbow's  phrases  you  might  sometimes  carp : 

But  oh,  ambrosial  cash  I  ah!  who  would  lose  vhco  T 

Both  wits— one  bom  so,  and  the  other  bred, 
This  by  his  heart-his  rival  by  his  head. 

XUIV. 

CL 

The  gentlemen  got  on  betimes  to  shoot, 

To  he  assembled  at  a  country-seat. 

Or  hunt;  the  young  because  Ihexliked  the  sporv 

Vet  think  a  soecinien  of  every  class 

The  first  thing  boys  like  after  play  and  fruit; 

Is  belter  than  a  humdrum  t*te-k-iSte. 

Tlie  middle-aged,  to  make  the  day  more  sh^rl , 

The  days  of  comedy  are  gone,  alas  1 

For  nmiii  is  a  growth  of  English  root, 

When  Congreve's  fool  could  vie  with  MoUJre's  Ule. 

Though  nameless  in  our  language;  wereloii 

The  fact  for  words,  and  let  the  tVencb  transials 

That  manners  hardly  diSer  more  than  dress. 

That  awful  yawn  which  sleep  oarnot  abnio 
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CII.        , 

CIX. 

The  elderly  v^lk'd  through  the  library, 

The  politicians,  in  a  nook  apart. 

And  rumbled  boolis,  or  criticised  tha  piciuces. 

Discuss'd  Ihe  world,  and  Bellied  all  the  s[.hrrcs  ; 

Or  saiintM'd  through  Ihe  gardens  pileously, 

The  wits  watch'd  every  loop-hole  for  their  art. 

To  introduce  a  bon-mot  head  and  ears  ; 

Or  rode  a  nag  ivhich  IrotWd  not  too  high, 

Small  is  (he  rest  of  those  who  would  be  smart- 

Or  on  the  tuorning  papers  read  their  lectures. 

A  moment's  good  thing  may  have  cost  thorn  years 

Or  oa  the  watch  their  longiog  eyes  would  Hi, 

Before  they  Rnd  an  hour  to  introduce  it. 

Longing,  at  Biitj,  for  the  hour  of  sil. 

And  then,  eiren  rAcn,some  bore  may  make  them  lose  it, 

CHI. 

ex. 

But  nnoe  were  "  ffai :"  the  great  hour  of  union 

Bnl  all  was  gentle  and  aristocratic 

Was  rung  by  dinner's  knell;  lili  then  all  were 

In  this  our  party;   pollsh'd,  smooth,  and  cold. 

Masters  of  Iheir  awn  tJme-^r.in  communion, 

As  Phidian  forms  cut  out  of  marble  Atlic, 

Or  solitary,  as  Ihey  chose  Lo  bear 

There  now  are  no  Squire  Westerns,  as  of  old ; 

The  hours,  which  how  to  pass  b  but  to  few  known. 

Each  rose  up  a1  his  own,  and  had  tn  spare 

But  fair  as  then,  or  fab'er  lo  behold. 

What  time  he  chose  for  dress,  and  brolie  his  fast 

Whore,  when,  and  how  he  chose  for  that  repast. 

Bui  gentlemen  in  stays,  as  stif  as  stones. 

CIV. 

CXI. 

The  ladles— some  rouged,  some  a  little  pale- 

Tlifv  separated  al  an  early  hour; 

Mel  the  morn  as  Ihey  might.    If  fine,  they  rode, 

Thai  is,  ere  midnighl-which  is  London's  noon; 

Or  walk'd  ;  if  foul,  they  read,  or  told  a  (ale  ,- 

But  in  the  country,  ladies  seek  their  bower 

A  little  earlier  than  tha  waning  moan. 

UiBcuaa'd  the  feshion  which  might  next  prevail  j 

Peace  to  the  slumbuv  of  earh  folded  flower- 

And  settled  bonnets  by  the  newest  cade ; 

May  iho  rose  call  back  its  true  colours  soon  ! 

Or  cramm'd  twelve  sheets  into  one  little  letter. 

Good  hours  of  fiur  cheeks  are  the  feutst  tinlera. 

And  lower  the  price  of  rouge — at  least  sorae  wiDteu 

CV. 

Ii'or  some  had  a.bsent  lovers,  all  had  friends. 

Tho  earth  has  nothing  like  a  she  epistle. 

And  hardly  heaven — because  it  never  ends. 

1  <o<B  the  mystery  of  a  female  missal. 
Which,  hke  a  creed,  ne'er  says  all  it  intends. 

CANTO  XIV. 

But  full  of  tunning  as  UlyBsea'  whistle. 

When  he  allured  poor  Dolon ;— you  had  belter 

Take  care  what  you  reply  to  such  a  letter. 

cvr. 

Then  there  weie  billiards;  cards  loo,  but  no  dice 

gr       N 

0                                 Lh 

Boats  when  't was  water,  skahing  when  twas  ice, 

P  rh        man  <n     mi                ih        th 

And  the  haid  frosts  deslroy'd  (he  'sceatrng  days 

B         en                                                      so 

And  aneling  loo,  Ihat  solitary  vice. 

0        ys                                             lh 

Whatever  Isaac  Walton  sings  or  says : 

M 

The  quaint,  old,  cruel  ooAcon.b;  in  his  gullet 

F                                             ga 

Should  have  a  hook,  ajid  a  small  Irout  to  pull  1 

ad 

Wiln  evening  came  the  banquet  and  the  wine  ; 

B                                                T              ea    ast 

The  conversazione ;  Uie  duet. 

Alluned  by  voices  more  or  less  divine. 

ffi           P 

(My  heart  or  head  aches  with  the  memory  yei; 

The  four  Miss  Hawbolds  in  a  glee  would  shine; 

th    sta 

But  the  two  youngest  loved  more  lo  bo  set 

You  Innd  jouraelf,  and  call  some  mode  the  best  one. 

Nothing  more  true  than  not  to  Inist  your  senses) 

I'hey  added  graceful  necks,  while  hands  and  arms. 

And  yet  what  are  your  other  evidences? 

crai. 

UI. 

For  me,  I  know  nought;  nothing  I  deny. 

For  then  tha  gaitlemen  were  raihor  lired) 

Admit,  reject,  contemn  j   and  what  know  yav. 

L)is|riay'd  come  sylph-tike  figures  in  its  maze: 

Eicepl  perhaps  that  you  were  bom  to  dieV 

'rhm  (here  was  stoail-Ialk  rejdy  when  required ; 

j^inatioo — but  decorous  ;  Ihe  mere  praise 

An  age  may  come,  font  of  eternity, 

or  charms  that  ehouUl  or  shouU  not  be  admired ; 

When  nothing  shoJI  be  either  old  or  now. 

Tim  hunters  fnught  their  foi-hunl  o'er  again. 

Dealh,  eo  call'd,  is  a  thing  which  makes  men  weep, 

ind  ,hon  relroaled  soberly— at  ten. 

And  yet  a  third  of  life  is  pass'd  in  sleep. 

H.v.odb,  Google 


CANTO  XI F. 


IV. 


A  sleep  without  dreams,  si^ee  a  rough  ilaj 

How  clay  shiuika  hatk  (rtiin  tuot&  quieGcont  c 

The  lery  suicide  Ih-U  pays  his  debt 
At  ones  K-ilhaut  itislauneals  (an  old  »ay 
Of  paying  debts,  which  creditors  regret) 
LiGta  out  impalieiitly  hui  rushing  breath, 
Lees  from  disgust  of  life  than  dread  of  death. 
V. 
d  him,  near  hiin,  here,  there,  eiery  vi 


ourage  ■ 


The  worst  to  hum  it: — when  the  mouuisJ 
Their  peaks  beneath  your  human  feat,  and 

You  look  down  o'er  the  precipice,  and  dte 
The  gulf  of  rock  y&wns,-^you  CMiH  gaze.-a 
Without  an  awful  wish  to  plunge  within  it. 

VI. 
'T  is  true,  you  don't— but,  pale  ru  h       h 

And  you  will  Bnd,  though  shv  g        Ih 

Of  your  own  thoughlB,  in  a    th  If 


what's  this  to  the  purpose?  you  will  say. 
ent.  reader,  nolhmg;  a  mere  speculation, 


I    p  esy       CO  d 

A  pap      kite  wh   h  d 

A    I   d  w  wh   h    h 


I  h        b    ii„h    Ih 

rh       h         h 
Upoi    my  h    d  h 


lut  "why  then  publish?"— There  are  no 
Of  fame  or  profit,  when  the  world  grow 
ask  in  turn, — why  do.  you  play  at  cardE 
Why  drink?  Why  read?- To  mske  some 


nl  I'd,  sad  or  cheery; 
p  n  the  stream. 


With  more  ease  too,  she'd  tell  a  different  story 

XIV. 

variety 

A  bird's-eye  view  loo  of  that  wild,  S 

ciety; 

A  slight  glance  thrown  on  men  of 

very  « 

If  you  hare  nought  else,  here 's  at  lo 

V 

Both  in  performance  and  in  preparnlion; 

And  though  these  lines  should  only  hne 

Trade  will  be  all  the  better  for  these 

XV. 

The  portion  of  this  world  which  I  at 

Have  take,  up  Ui  fill  the  tbllowuig 

s  one  of  which  there  'a  no  description 

The  reason  why,  is  easy  to  determi 

Although  it  feems  both  prominent  and 

pleasa 

A  dull  and  femily  likoness  through  all 

agos. 

)f  no  great  ptoniise  tor  poetic  pages. 

SVI. 

With  much  lo  eicile,  there  'a  UHle  lo 

eiaJl; 

NeiKHg  't'fia-lpBafcrW-aftTnBinmd 

-iS-t, 

M 

fault ; 


A  kind  ol 
Factitious  passions,  wit  without  much  salt, 

A  want  of  that  true  nature  which  sublimes 
Whate'er  it  shows  with  truth ;  a  smooth  monot= 
Of  charucteis  in  those  at  lea^t  who  have  got  a 

XVH. 
Sometimes,  uideed,  like  soldiers  off  parade, 

They  break  their  ranks  and  gladly  leavo  the  d 
But  then  the  roll-call  draws  them  back  afraid. 

And  they  must  be  or  Beem  what  they  wet'c : 
Doubtless  it  is  a  brilliant  masquerade; 

But  when  of  the  first  sight  yeu  have  had  voui 
It  palls-at  least  it  did  so  upon  me, 
This  paradise  of  ;.lea5iire  ano  ■TiDui. 
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XVIII. 
When  wB  hare  made  our  love,  and  gained  our  gaming, 

Dress'd,  voted,  ehone,  and,  may  be,  Eomething  more ; 
With  dandies  dined  J  heard  senalors  deelaiming; 

Seen  beauUes  "brought  to  market  by  the  scora; 
Sad  raics  to  sadder  huabsjids  chastely  laming ; 

Thei-a  's  little  left  but  to  be  bored  or  bore. 


The  vufltde  exactly  as  thej  ought  to  paint. 
Soma  say,  that  authors  only  analch,  by  hribi 

The  porter,  some  slight  scandals  strange  and 
To  ftiinish  matter  for  their  moral  gibing; 

And  that  their  books  have  but  one  stylo  in  con 

My  lady's  praltle,  filler'd  through  her  vnanan. 


All  this  were  very  well,  and  can't  bb  heller; 
even  Uiis  is  difficult,  Heaven  knoive  I 
my  troubles  from  her  birlh  beset  her, 
h  small  distinction  between  friends  and 
ilding  wears  so  soon  ftom  aS  her  fette 

t but  ask  any  woman  if  she'd  choi 

(TaJie  her  at  thirty,  that  is)  to  have  been 
Female  or  male?  a  aehool-boy 
XXVI. 


Why 'do  thei 

sheichea  &il  Ihem  as  indiiers 

or,  what  ( 

ey  deem  Ihemselies  most  consi 

The  real  por 

rait  of  the  highest  tribe? 

'Tis  that,  in 

fact,aiere'shttle  to  describe. 

XXI. 

"  Ifavd  ignin 

fui,"  but  etill  art  and  part. 

Noi.  I  oonld 

much  mora  eauly  skehih  a  he 

A  battle,  w 

reek,or  history  of  the  heart. 

■nian  these 

ings;  and  besides,  I  wish  to  s 

Tor  reaso 

swhich  1  choose  to  keep  apar 

"V^ahoCa 

«  soerum  <pd  iulgoril," 

Which  mean 

3,  that  Tuigar  people  must  not 

XXII. 

Lower'd,  leaven'd,  hlte  a  history  of  Freema 

Which  bears  the  same  relation  to  the  real. 

As  Captain  Parry's  voyage  may  do  to  Jason 


XXIII. 

lorlds  fall— and  woman, 


ing,  and  martyr  oft  when  right, 


Condemn'd  I( 

Have  shaving  too  entaifd  upon  their  chins, — 

XXIV, 
A  daily  plague  which,  in  the  aggregate. 


on  the  ■> 


llul  «  lo  WOff 

The  real  ""iferinp  of  i]«ir  she  eonditiouT 
Man  *s  very  sympathy  wtlh  thair  estate 


I  obey  would  fein  be  thought 


ly  various  joltings  of  life's  hackney-coach, 
I  fcr  one  venerate  a  petticoat — 

XXVII. 

luch  I  respect,  and  much  I  have  adored. 
In  my  young  days,  that  chaste  and  goodly  ve 


scabbard  o 


with  a 


A  cure  for  grief-fo 

Before  a  petticoat  and  peeping  ande? 

xxvin. 

And  when  upon  a  silent,  sullen  day. 
With  a  Sirocco,  for  ezample,  bkiwing 

When  even  the  sea  looks  dim  wilh  all  i 
And  sulkily  the  river's  ripple's  Aowin) 

And  the  sky  shows  that  very  sjii^ent  grf 
^owing,- 


"Tis  plea) 


any  ih 


itch  a  glimpse  even  of  a  pretty  pea: 
XXIS. 
We  left  our  heroes  aid  our  he 


uite  independe 
Though  cena 
ocause  the  su 

re  there  oft  d 
l^hether  a  sky 

nt  of  the  Zodiac's 
nly  more  difficult 
and  stars,  and  a 
d  an  we  can  be 
U  and  dreary  as 
or  tradesman's. 

Jid  in-door  life 
And  out-of-d 
Filh  which  I  o 

XXX, 

is  less  poetical ; 
lorhatli  showers,  a 
uld  not  brew  a  p 

ass'd 

omewha 

both  I 
XXXI 

ith  Ere 

n  this 

at  lea^ 

tike  sai 

Igs  unt 

people 

ofalls< 

ed  cc 

wilhou 

in  cottages,  or 

th  thai  happy 
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xxxn. 

■signer  is  slrani 
10  the  double 


anger 


Rode  o'er 


Of  wmblLng  first,  and  hi       _ 

Some  plcassnt  jesting  at  tho  a-vkivard  Blranger ; 
But  Juan  had  heen  early  laught  to  range 

The  wilds,  as  doth  an  Arah  tum'd  avenger, 
So  thai  his  horse,  or  charger,  hunter,  hack, 
Knew  that  he  had  a  lider  on  his  hack. 

XXXIII. 
And  now  in  this  new  tielJ,  with  some  appfanse. 

He  olear'd  hedge,  ditch,  and  double  post,  and  ra 
And  never  crtmtd,'  and  made  but  few  "/ku»  jini." 

And  cnlyfretLei!  when  the  scent 'gan  fail. 
He  broke, 'tis  true,  some  statutes  of  the  laws 
unting— (or  the  sageat  youth  is  frail ; 

'  e  hounds,  it  may  be,  now  and  tlten. 
And  once  o'er  several  country  gentlemen. 

XXXIV. 
But,  on  the  whole,  to  general  adntiretion 

He  ocqtiitted  both  himself  and  horse ;  the  squue 
Marvell'd  at  moiit  of  another  nation : 
The  boora  cried  "Dang  U!   who'd  have  thought 
it  ?"— Sires, 
The  Ncsiors  of  the  sporting  ■generation. 
Swore  praises,  and  recali'd  their  fom 
The  huntsman's  self  relented  to  a  grin 

XXXV. 

Vet  I  must  own,— clLhough  in  this  I  yield 

He  Uiuught  at  heart  like  courtly  CheBlerficld, 

Who,  after  a  long  chase  o'er  hills,  dales,  bushes, 
tnd  what  not,  though  he  rode  beyond  all  price, 
Ask'il,  next  day,  "if  hien  ew  hunted  (race?" 

XXXVI. 
He  also  had  a  quality  uncommon 

To  early  risers  sfter  a  long  chase. 
Who  wake  in  whiter  ere  the  cock  can  summon 

December's  drowsy  day  to  his  dull  race,— 
A  quality  agrecahle  to  woman, 

When  her  sofl  liquid  words  run  on  apace. 


And  rather  held  in  than  put  forth  his  vigoui 
IVhich  might  defy  a  crotchet-critic's  rigour. 


Or,  like  a  flying  hour  before  Aurora, 
■n  Guide's  famous  fresco,  which  alone 
»orih  a  tour  to  Rome,  although  no  more  ( 
lomnmt  were  there  of  Iho  old  world's  sole  lb 


He  d: 


leap  just  afler 
XXXVII. 


Now  grave,  now  gay,  bi 


xxxvm. 

And  then  he  danced  ;— all  foreigners  eicel 

The  serious  Angles  in  the  eloquence 
W  pantomime;- he  danced,  I  say,  right  well. 


He  danced  without  lliealrical  pretence, 
)f  his  drill'd  nymphs,  but  like  a  gentlemat 


A  full-grown  Cupid,  very  much  admired; 

At  least  he  kept  his  vanity  retired, 
tch  was  his  tact,  he  could  alike  deUght 


in  the  grand,  grand  tnonde. 


ustus  Fit£-Planla{ 
XLIII. 


T 

l.;slr 

I'o 

alculatots,  when  they  cou 
SLIV. 

nt  on 

n. 

I'ho 

circle  smiled,  then  whispe 

d,  nn 

then 

nner 

■ 

'1' 

e  Misses  bridled,  and  the 

mntm 

afro« 

Som 

hoped  things  might  not 

tastheyfe 

r' 

oonli 

l«fn 

[» 

'^om 

ne'er  believed  one-half  of  wha 

Ihey 

pnrd 

S- 

nie  look'd  perplei'd,  and 

ihers 

ook'. 

!everal  pitied  with  smci 

Poor 

Lord  Augt^tus  S1t3-Pla 
XLV. 

ntagen 

ot. 

ameil 

ihBrt 

Who,  one  might  ihmk,  was 

n^in 

Ihea 

True 

he  was  absent,  and,  'tw 

s  rumour'd 

took 
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SLVI. 

Bui,  Dh  that  I  ahould  ever  pen  s 
Fired  Willi  an  abslraci  love  of 

M;  Ditin  of  the  Ephciuans,  Lady 
Began  to  tliink  tiia  duclieas'  co 

Regretting  much  that  aha  had  chosen 
And  wasing  cJiiller  in  her  <rourtesy 

'     '  'd  grave  and  pale  to  sea  her  ft 
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CANTO  xiy 


This 


iduot 


For  1 


It  friends  i 


XL  VII. 


iTrictesl  in  chronoiogy  and  virlue 

ranee  beyond,  wlule  they  could  pass  for  new. 

Oh,  Time  1  why  dost  not  pause  1  Thy  scythe,  so  dirty 
Ji  rust,  should  surely  ceEise  to  hack  and  hew. 
it ;  share  more  smoothly,  also  slower, 

If  but  to  keep  thy  credit 


'Tis  so 


lught  in  this  bad  world  liWe  sympathy : 
becoming  to  the  soul  and  face ; 
\  music  Ihe  harmonious  sigh, 
And  robes  sweet  friendship  in  a  Brussels  lace. 
Without  a  friend,  what  were  humanity, 

To  hunt  our  errors  up  with  a  good  grace? 
Consoling  us  with—"  Would  you  had  thought  twice ! 
Ah!  if  you  had  but  foUow'd  my  advice!" 

3a.VUI. 
Oh,  Job!  you  had  two  friends:  one's  quite  enough. 
Especially  when  we  are  ill  at  ease ; 

Doctors  less  famous  for  their  cures  than  fees. 
Let  no  man  grumble  when  lua  friends  fall  off. 

As  Ihey  will  do  like  leaves  at  the  Brsl  breeiet 
When  your  affairs  come  roond,  one  way  or  t'  other, 
Oo  to  the  coffee-house,  and  take  another.' 

KLIX. 
Hut  this  is  not  my  maxim :  had  it  been, 

Of  stubborn  shell,  which  waves  and  weather  wear  not: 
'Tis  better  on  the  whole  to  have  felt  and  seen 

That  which  humanity  may  bear,  or  bear  not ! 
'TwiU  teach  discernment  to  the  sentiilve, 

L. 
Of  all  the  horrid,  hideous  notes  of  woe. 

Sadder  than  owl-songs  or  the  midnight  blast, 
la  that  portentous  phrase,  '■  I  toU  you  ao," 

Uttered  by  Irienda,  those  prophets  of  the  past, 
Who,  'stead  of  saying  what  you  now  should  do. 

And  solace  your  alight  lapse  'gainsl  "tojioj  aiDrd," 
With  a  long  memorandum  of  old  stories. 


LI. 


The  Lady  Adeline's  s 

rene  sev 

Was  not  confined  to 

IVhose  fame  she  rathe 

doubtec 

Unless  her  habitsshouhl  begl 

Rnt  Juan  also  shared 

a  her  au 

But  mix'd  with  pity. 

Ilis  ineiperience  moved  her  gei 

And  {as  he,  junior  by 

ix  weeks 

Lll. 

These  forty  days'  adva 

ntage  of 

Holdly  referring  to  the 

:ijit  ofp 

And  noble  births,  n. 

dread 

(iave  her  a  right  to  h 

ve  mate 

ior  a  young  genllei 

,  that  le 

fwmil"  dates,  strips 

ume  all 

nay  be 


e  before 


lirty- 


UV. 

■■  for  from  that  ripe 


It  the  1 


But  Adeline  Wi 
Whose  rip^r 
'Twas  rather  her  experience  made  her  sage. 

As  I  have  said  in — I  forget  what  page ; 

My  Muse  despises  reference,  as  you  have  guees' 
By  this  lime ;— but  strike  sii  from  seven-and-twenlj 

■  ■  '  "    plenty. 


I  she  ca 


LV. 


presented,  vaunted. 


That  Aiam,  call'd  "the  happiest  of  men." 

Smee  then  she  had  iparkled  through  three  gluwm; 


That 


e  had  puided  all  the  ai 
appan 


vVom  off  the  marble,  which  had  no  defect. 

LVII. 

Fondly  Lie  wheeling  fire-flies  flew  around  her, 
Those  liule  glitlerers  of  the  London  nighi ; 


L  stmg  to 


flight. 


But,  whatsoe'er  she  msh'd,  she  acted  right ; 
And  whether  coldness,  pride,  or  virtue,  dignify 
A  woman,  so  she 's  good,  what  does  it  signify  7 

L?in. 

1  hate  a  motive  liko  a  lingering  bottle. 
Which  with  Ihe  landlord  makes  too  long  a  st&nd 

leaving  all  daretlesH  the  urnnoistcn'd  Ihroiile, 
Especially  ^vilh  politics  on  hand ; 

I  hate  it,  as  I  hate  a  drove  of  cattle. 
Who  whirl  the  dust  es  Simooms  whirl  the  san 


LIX. 

•Tis  sad  to  hae 

0  the  roots 

So  that  the  bra. 

cha 

I  reck  sot  if 

n  acorn  gave  it 

To  trace  all  ao 

Would  make 

nd"" 

But  Viis  is  not 

sent  my  cwi 

And  I  rder  you 

rise  Oienslie 

b,L,oogle 


CANTO  XIV. 


DON  JUAN. 


Both  [a  ihe  duchess  and  d 
Tlio  Lady  Adeline,  as  Boon's 

That  Juatt  was  unlikely  lo 
(For  foreigners  don'l  know  Ih 

In  England  ranks  quite  on 
From  tboae  of  other  lands,  ur 
Whose  Terdiet  for  sueh  sin  q 


Lxvn, 

And,  (herefore,  doublless,  to  apj 
Of  the  last  axiom,  he  advised 

At  least  as  far  as  iiens&nce 

That  time  would  temper  Juan's 

Thai  young  men  rarely  niadi 


The  Lady  A 
The  further 


she  thought  might  beat  impede 
of  this  sad  mistake. 


d  doth  not  need 


e  those  palisades  by  dames 


Into  a  scene,  and  ew  ell  Uie  clients'  clan 
Of  Doctors'  Commons;  but  she  dreaded  first 
The  mngio  of  her  grace's  talisman. 

With  Lord  Augustus  FitK-PlantaEenet. 

LXIII. 
Her  grace  too  pass'd  for  bemg  an  tntn^TiUt 


rind  one,  each  day  of  the  delightful  year ; 
witching,  torturing,  as  they  freeze  or  glow. 


purer  soul  should  dread 
^r  to  bo  wed  or  dead. 


«>■(. 


really  " 


LXV. 

in  the  o'erflowing  of  her  heart, 
.gaily  knew  or  thought  it  knew  no  gt 
her  husband  now  and  tbeu  apart, 
le  him  counsel  Juan.    With  a  smili 
ry  heard  her  plans  of  artless  art 
I  Don  Juan  from  the  «reo's  wile ; 
er'd,  like  a  statesman  or  a  prophet. 


liirdly,  that  "Juau  had  more  brain  than 
And  was  not  to  be  held  in  leading-strin 
nd  fourthly,  what  noed  hardly  be  said  tv 
That  good  but  rarely  came  from  good  a- 


rer  brought  in  despatches  7 
LXVIH. 


LXIX. 

e  added  a 
ommonplac 


hrief  appendix, 
ight  hint. 


i  pass,  Ibr  want  of  better,  though  not  t 

Then  broke  his  pocket,  to  see  what  was  in ' 

And  having  casually  glanced  it  through, 

etired ;  and,  as  he  went  out,  calmly  kiss'd 

Less  hke  a  young  wife  than  an  aged  sister. 


He  was  a  cold,  good,  honourable 
Proud  of  his  birth,  and  proud 

A  figure  lit  to  walk  before  a  l< 
'all,  stalely,  form'd  to  lead  the 
On  birth-days,  glorious  wilh  a 


Which  pretty  w 
Certa  it  was 


I!  then 


now  what,  and  iherefort 

poplai  or  a  pelf 
in,  that  human  m 


natJiing  wanUng,  a 


isqaai," 


That  undefinable  «je 
Which,  for  what  I  know,  ma 

To  Homer's  Iliad,  since  it 
The  Greek  Eve,  Helen,  from  the  Sparl 

Though  on  the  whole,  no  doubt,  the  Dardan  b> 
Was  much  inferior  to  King  Menelaus , - 
But  Ihus  it  is  soma  women  will  betray  us. 
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CANTO  XIV 


iei  Ibe  rub — and  Uiie  ihey  are  but  weak  in. 
inere  ailoat  without  a  chart, 
n  before  the  wind  through  high  seas  breaking ; 
they  have  made  the  shotejUiroughevarj' shock, 

LXXV. 

a  flower  call'd  "love  in  idleness," 

ch  see  Shakspeare's  ever-blooming  garden; — 


But  though  the  flewer  is  different,  jvith  the  French 
Or  Swiss  Rousseau,  cry,  ^^  ttai^  ta  pervenche !" 

LXXVI. 
Eureka!    I  have  found  it!   What  I  mean 


Tout  men  of  business  are  not  apt  to  t 
Convey'd  Medea  as  her  supercargo. 

LXXVJI. 
**SeBlu3  ilte  proffulP'  irom  "negofiis" 

Saith  Horace ;  the  great  hule  poet 's  wi 


Though  ei 


1  Ihalw 


T^B  earliest  knowledge  from  the  tree  so  ki 

As  far  as  I  know,  that  llie  church  receii 

And  since  that  lime,  It 


That  11 
And  still  m 


f  of  the  i 


which  n- 


I  gnoi 


le  hours  to  make  the  remnant  worth  enjoyi 
LXXIX. 
Aud  hence  high  life  is  oft  a  dreary  void, 

A  rack  of  pleasures,  where  we  must  uivent 
A  something  wherewithal  lo  he  annoy'd. 

Bards  may  shig  what  they  please  about  cmle 
Contented, 'whva  translated, means  but  cloyMj 


And  h- 


e  theni 


.  and  bkie-siockings,  ai 
Iteduced  lo  practice,  and  perform'd  like  ai 
LXXX, 


Some  truthH  are  better  kept  behmd  a 
Fl^ci^y  when  they  would  ^'K'.i  ,iEe  lie 
I  iheicfore  deal  ■"  iciiCTalilies. 


1  idly  In  h' 


Because  he  mop 

Much  as  a  monk  naj  do  witbui  his  cell : 
nd  itpropoa  of  monks,  then-  piety 

With  sloth  hath  found  it  difficult  to  dwell ; 
hose  ycgclables  of  the  Caiholie  creed 
le  apt  exceedingly  to  run  to  seed. 

Lxxxin. 

ih,Wilberrorce!  thou  man  of  black  renown. 


ick  one  i 


Washington  of  Africa! 

Which  you  should  perpetrate  some  sunimer^s  day, 
nd  set  the  other  half  of  earth  to  rights : 
You  have  freed  the  btacka—'iiQv/  pray  shut  up  the  whites. 
LXXXIII. 
hut  up  the  bald-coot  bully  Alexander ; 
Ship  ofl'  the  holy  three  to  Senegal ; 


o  eals  fire  gratis  (since  the  pay 's  but 
Shut  up — no,  no/  the  king,  but  the  pavilion. 
Or  else  twUl  cost  us  all  another  milhon. 


pursue  exactly  the 
with  those  of  »i-i 


LXXXV. 

Our  gentle  Adeline  had  one  defect— 

Her  conduct  had  been  perfectly  correct, 

But  when  the  latter  works  its  own  undoing. 
Its  inner  crash  is  like  an  earthquake's  ruin. 

LXXXVI, 
She  Wed  her  lord,  or  thought  so;  but  lAof  to 

Cost  her  an  effort,  which  is  a  sad  toil, 
The  stone  of  Sjsiphus,  if  once  we  move 

Our  teelmgs  'gainst  the  nature  of  the  soil. 
She  had  nothing  to  e<Hnplain  of,  or  reprove. 

Serene  and  noble,— conjugal  bat  cokl. 

LXXXVII, 
There  was  no  great  disparity  of  years. 
Though  much  in  temper ;  but  they  never  c 


The  river  from  the  lalw,  all  bbely  dash'd 
Through  the  serene  and  placid  glassy  deep. 
Which  f^in  would  lull  its  river.'child  to  sleep. 


b,  Google 
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And  ga  h  d  as  they  ruzi^  libe  growing 
(III  n  h  m  d  ;  the.  more  sn,  as  her  hr 
Was  nol  at  first  too  readily  impress'd. 

■    LXXXIX. 
But  when  it  was,  she  had  that  lurking  dci 

FirmneaB  yclept  in  heroes,  kings. 
That  is,  when  iJis;  succeed ;  it 

As  obstmacy^  hoth  in  rnni  and  w 
Whene'er  their  triumph  nales,  o 

To  fix  the  due  hounds  of  this  dai 


Lily  hi 


at  Water 


If  so,  she  TiDuld  have  had  the 
The  wild  sensation,  unto  het 
She  metely  feU  a  common  sympathy 


bow  should  t 
with  Juan: 
igth  to  fly 


or  Platonisni,  which  leads  so  ofl  amiss 
Ladies  who  h&vc  studied  friendship  Init  in  Prance, 

Or  (iermany,  where  people  purely  liiss. 

To  thus  much  Adeline  would  not  advance ; 

But  of  such  friendship  as  man's  may  to  man  be. 


w 

there,  as  also  in  the  ties  of  blood 

fln  in 

tune  the  concord  to  a  finer  mood. 

Hire 

from  passion,  which  all  friendship 

An 

your  true  feelings  fully  understood 

within 


XCIV. 

a  the  ' 


rygerr 


"  change ;  and  how  should  Ibis 
violent  things  more  quickly  fina  a  term 
shown  throuirb  Nattire's  whole  analogies : 
how  should  the  most  fierce  of  all  ba  firm  7 
ould  you  have  endless  lightning  in  the  skies : 
links  love's  very  Utle  says  enough : 
should  "the  Jemte passion"  e'er  bo  (DMg-i? 


Alas 

by  all  ei 

ce,  seldin 

j-t 

ewh 

t  I  have 

H^d 

lovers  not 

I'l 

made  Sol 

wives  (no 

to  forget 

Tl 

stale 

Ihe  best 

or  worst  of  a 

were  Ihe  v 

Vet 

made  the  n 

xcvr 

-male  frH 

Bi 

,f>^H'«n'.l« 

■I'ha 

ougntniCH 

and  thm,  abroad. 

A 

than  eve 

yet  was  love. 

Who 

did  not  q< 

.  n,p 

Up 

could  remove 

Fought,  an< 

hghl 

Uesi 

te  the  ana 

ke  so 

ciety's  lou 

Whether  Don  Juai 


The  surest  way  for  ladies  and  for  books 
To  bait  their  tender  or  their  tenter  hooks 
XCVIU, 


omething  to  the  purpose,  and  display 
idcrable  talent  in  my  way. 

SCIX. 
e  all,  I  beg  all  men  to  forbear 

They  '11  only  make  nilslakes  about  the  fair. 

It  is  nol  dear  that  Adeline  and  Juan 
Will  fill  i   hut  if  they  do,  't  will  be  Iheir  ru 


'earn  could  form  tl 


r  is  sltange—hut  true ;  for  truth  is  always 
Stranger  than  fiction :  if  il  could  be  lold, 

low  much  would  novels  gain  by  the  excban. 
How  differently  the  world  would  men  hehc 
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CU. 

VI. 

What  "antte 

vast  and  deserts  idle"  Iheu 

The  Lady  Adelme,  right  honourable, 

Would  bedUcover'd  in  the  human  soul! 

And  honour'd,  ran  a  risk  of  growing  loss  so ; 

What  ice-bet 

8  m  the  hearts  of  mighty  men, 

Pot  few  of  tha  soft  sei  are  very  stable 

WLlh  >df-lo 

ve  in  the  centra  as  thair  pole ! 

In  their  resolyes— alas !   tliat  I  should  say  so! 

ophagi  are  nine  of  (en 

Thay  dllFer  as  wine  differs  from  its  label, 

o  hold  the  kingdoms  in  control  1 

When  once  decanted  ;~!  presume  to  guess  so. 

Wore  things 

ut  only  i^n'd  by  their  right  name. 

But  wiU  not  swear :  jet  hoLh  upon  occasion. 

Casar  himself  »ould  bo  ashamed  of  fame. 

VII. 

Bul  Adeline  was  of  the  purest  lintage. 

The  unmingled  essence  of  Ihe  grape  ;  and  yet 

Bright  as  a  now  Napoleon  from  Us  minlage. 

Or  glorious  as  a  diamond  richly  set ; 

CANTO  XV. 

I. 

A  page  where  Time  should  hesilale  to  print  age, 
And  for  which  Nature  might  forego  her  debt — 
Sole  creditor  whose  process  doth  involve  in't 
The  hick  of  finding  every  lady  solvent. 
Vlll. 

Am! what 

should  follow  slips  from  my  reflection : 

Oh,  Death  !  thou  dunnest  of  all  dims !  tnou  daily 

Whatever 

Enockesl  at  doors,  at  lirst  with  modest  lap, 

As  though 

he  lurking  Uioughl  had  fbUow-d  free. 

Some  splendid  debtor  he  would  take  by  sap: 

But  oft  denied,  as  patience  'gins  to  fall,  he 

An  "Oh!" 

or  "Ahl"  of  joy  or  misery. 

Adiances  with  exasperated  rap. 

Or  a  "Ha!h 

!"  or  "  Bah  !"•— a  yawn,  or  "  Pooh !" 

Of  wh 

OS 

On  ready  money,  or  "a  draft  on  Ransom." 

II 

IX. 

Jiut,nore 

th                                 p6 

Whate'er  tliou  lakcat,  spare  awhile  poor  Beauty ! 

Or           gu 

She  is  so  rare,  and  Ihou  hast  so  much  prey. 

th             gr         nn 

What  tiiough  she  now  and  then  may  slip  from  duly. 

Wh         Hi 

The  more 's  the  rsason  why  you  ought  to  slay. 

riial          ry 

mly 

Or  m 

You  should  be  civil  in  a  modest  way  ; 

Which      lu 

rs           Ih 

Suf^ress  then  some  shght  feminine  diseases, 

In«e    gma 

lers     hi 

X 

than  Ih                     es 

Fair  Adeline,  the  more  ingenuous 

m       th 

Where  she  was  inlorested  (as  wa.       *d) 

Makln    Ih 

Because  she  was  not  apt,  like  som      f  us, 

To  like  too  readily,  w  too  high  b  cd 

Fe-m       ar 

th      th 

To  show  it— points  we  need  not          d          — 

Dia^m 

Would  give  up  artlessly  both  h  art       1  h    d 

Unto  such  fedings  as  seem'd  inn        t 

la  Iha         ch 

es                          d, 

XI. 

Ahl   w      can 

0    ra 

Some  parts  of  Juan's  hislory,  wh   h 

Ram     be 

That  live  gazette,  had  scalter'd  t    d  hgu 

The  d™  et 

Halh 

Such  aberrations  than  wa  men    f    g 

Wlia<  th    g 

L             Ire  m                       fl 

Besides  his  conduct,  since  in  Engl    d  g 

H6  cannot 

nk  bis  tremors  or  his  terrors  j 

Strict,  and  bis  mind  assumed  a  manlier  vigour ; 

The  ruby  gLas 

that  shakes  wiUim  his  h^d, 

Because  ho  had,  like  Alcihiades, 

r-eavea  a  bad  sediment  of  Time's  worst  sand. 

The  ait  of  hvmg  in  all  climes  wiih  ease. 

V. 

XII. 

flna  as  for  lova— Oh,  Love ! We  will  proceed. 

His  manner  was  perhaps  the  more  seductive. 

Because  ha  ne'er  seemed  anxious  to  seduce  j 

A  [irolty  name 

as  one  would  wish  lo  read. 

M.iat  perch 

Of  coxcombry  orconi|uest:  no  abuse 

j-here-B  musi 

in  the  sighing  of  a  reed ; 

Theie's  mu 

sLcinihe  guslnng  of  a  rill ; 

To  indicate  a  Cupidon  broke  loose, 

in  all  Ihings,  if  men  had  ears! 

And  seem  lo  say,  "resist  us  if  you  can"— 

Tbfi!  eari,': 

bul  an  echo  of  the  sohi-*-. 

Whirh  msko!  a  dandy  while  it  suoiUi  a  man. 

b,  Google 
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xm. 


ITiey  ate  wrong— that 's  not  ll 
As,  if  they  lold  the  truth,  could  we 

But,  right  or  wrong,  Don  Juan  nas  vt\ 
In  fsci,  his  manner  was  his  omi  al 


The  devi 


lalh  n. 


XIV. 


e  address  held  off 
Suspiaon ;  though  not  timid,  his  regard 

Was  such  as  rather  seem'd  to  keep  aloof; 
To  ehield  himself,  than  put  you  on  your  guard . 

Perhaps  'twas  hardly  quite  assured  enough. 


Serene,  aocomplish'd,  iheerliil,  but 


Obscrvanl  of  the  foibles  of  the  crowd, 
Tet  ne'er  betra-ying  this  in  conversation ; 

Proud  wilh  the  proud,  yet  courteously  proud, 
So  as  ro  make  them  feel  he  knew  his  stall 

And  theirs;— without  a  struggle  for  priority. 


That 


with  n 


XVI. 


'hey  pleased  to  make  or  take  him  for ;  and  their 
Imagination's  quits  enough  for  that: 

So  that  thfl  outlbie  's  tolerably  fau', 
rheyfiU  the  canvas  up— and  "verbmn  sat," 

If  once  Iheir  phantasies  be  brought  to  bear 
Upon  an  object,  whether  sad  or  playful. 
They  can  transfigure  brighter  Iban  a  Raphael 

xvu. 

Was  apt  to  add  a  cd         g  fm      h        wn 


Theit  folly  in  forgetting  th  f   I 

XVIK 
Great  Sncrates  ?    And  tJi       d  n  11 

And  thy  pure  creed  m  d      aJiCl       <rf*    11  )11  ? 
Kedeeming  worlds  to  he  by  b  g  ts    h  W 

How  was  Ihy  toil  reward  d7  W    m  gh    fill 
Volumes  with  similar  sad  dl  ns 

But  leave  them  to  tho  f  h         * 


XIX 


Amidst  life's  infinite 


Eut  there's  a  conversational  facility. 
Which  may  round  off  an  hour  upon  a  tini 


Inmin 

irregularity  of  chime. 

Which  n 

new  or  hoa 

Just  as  I 

feel  the  "improvnsalort 
XXI. 

"Omnia 

vult  Mie  Matho  dicere— 

Ettot, 

,  die  nmtram,  die  aliqus 

ndo  mi*." 

Tho  first 

is  rather  more  than  mo 

talcandoj 

Thes 

cond  may  be'  sadly  done 

or  gaily; 

The  third  is  still  more  difficult  to 

Thefo 

irth  we  hear,  and  see.  and 

sayloo.dail 

The  whole  together  is  what  I  could  wish 

To  serve 

XXIL 

dish. 

A  modes 

hope— but  modesty's  m 

y  forte. 

And  p 

de  my  foible:- let  us  r 

mbleon. 

to  make  this  poem  veTy  short. 

w  I  can't  tell  where  it  m 

ly  not  run. 

No  doubt 

if  I  had  wish'd  to  pay 

■ay  court 

To  cri 

ics,  or  to  hail  the  i^i^ 

Oftjran 

y  of  all  hinds,  my  concls 

Were  m 

ire(-but  Iwae  bom  f« 
XXUL 

But  then 

'lis  mostly  on  the  weaker  side: 

So  tha 

I  verily  believe  if  they 

Who  now  are  basking  in  their  full-blown  prid 

Were 

haken  down, and  "dogs 

ad  had  their 

Though 

t  the  first  I  might  by  ch 

ance  deride 

Their 

umble,  I  should  turn  the 

other  way, 

And  wai 

an  ultra-royalist  in  loyalty, 

Becau^ 

I  hate  even  democratic 
XXIV. 

-oyalty. 

think  I  should  h 
But  for  my  own 
Gainst  rhyme  I  ne 
Nor  broken  my 


r" — knights  and  dames  I  sing. 


Such  as  the  ti 
Which  seems  at  Erst  to  need  no  fofly  w 

Plumed  by  Longinus  or  the  Stagytite : 
The  difficulty  lies  m  colouring 

(Keeping  the  duo  proportions  still  in  sight) 
With  nature  manners  which  are  artificial, 
And  rendering  general  that  whicli  is  especial, 

XXVI. 
The  difference  is,  that  in  the  days  of  old 

Men  made  the  manners ;  manners  now  make  mci 
Pinn'd  like  a  Hock,  and  fleeced  loo  in  their  fold 

At  least  nme,  and  a  ninth  beside  of  ten. 
Now  tliis  at  aU  events  must  render  cold 

Your  writers,  who  must  eilher  draw  again 
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CANTO  XV, 


Mar 


!  Uy< 


Or  fitarch,  as  are  the  eJJCts  slal^s 
We  surely  ebaM  find  somelhing  wor 

Or  briganlLne,  or  pink,  of  no  greal 
While  yet  America  was  ia  ber  nan 

XXVIII. 
When  Adeli 


in  the' 


and  hla 


Or  that  he  had  an  air  of  innocence, 

Whieh  is  for  innocence  a  ead  tempta^on,— 
As  women  hue  half  measures,  on  the  whoie, 
She  'Ban  lo  ponder  ho™  to  save  his  soul. 

XSIX. 
She  had  a  good  opinion  of  advice, 


For  this  an  heiress,  and  for  that  a 
For  one  a  songstress  who  halh  no  del 

ind  fur  her  escellenl  oonneiions 
d,  because  there  cui  be  no  obj< 
XXXV, 
When  Rapp  the  harmonist  emhargo'd  i 

Slrangely  enough  as  yet  without  misoai 


Like  all  w 


re  the 


highes! 


Sio  lhou„ , _..„ 

And  morally  decided,  Ibe  besL  state 

She  seriously  advised  him  to  get  marr 
XXX, 


He 


ut  that 


in  for  that 


e  refere 


To  Ins  own  circumstanoi.., ...^ , 

Some  dilficuUies,  as  in  his  own  preference, 

Or  lliat  of  her  to  ^hom  he  might  apply  ; 
That  still  he'd  wed  with  such  or  such  a  lady. 
If  thai  they  were  not  married  all  already. 

XXXI. 
Neit  to  Iho  making  matches  for  herscilf. 

Arranging  them  like  books  on  the  same  shelf. 
There 's  nothing  women  bve  lo  dabble  in 

More  {like  a  alookholder  in  poivuig  pelf) 
Than  match-making  in  general :  't  is  no  sin 

Thai  is,  no  doubt,  the  only  reason  wberefbre. 

xxxu. 

ir.yet  (eicepl  of  course  a  miss 


Unwed. 
Was  then 


la  of  the 


me  who 
irriage  ui 


his) 


bed. 


Observed  <^  ,...^~.,  — .  ,-. 
An  those  of  Aristotle,  though  j 

XXXIII. 

They  generally  havo  some  only  son. 

Or  grave  Lord  Gecrge,  with  whom  perhaps  might  e 
A  iki^.  and  leave  postevity  undone, 

Unlosa  a  marriage  was  applied  !o  mend 
The  prospect  and  their  mors'  f :   and  besides, 
ThB»  .'mys  lit  band  it  Wooniing  glut  of  brides. 


Or  niarria 

cbT 

dirorcmg  them 

thus  oddly. 

Jot  whether 

■nd  Rapp  learn' 

this'inGerr 

Or  no,  'I 

oai. 

his  sect  is  rich  and  godly. 

Pious  and  p 

ure,b 

yond  what  I  ca 

0  term  any 

ay  objeelio 

's  lo 

his  lit' •  >■ 

Although  I 

onde 

how 
XSX 

lut  Rapp  i 

the 

Who  fav. 

Igrfil 

^^fessors  o 

thai 

genial 

Of  all  the 

ino.1 

Which  ailer 

ucha 

That  hall 

■educe 

Two  iveeds 

Lvhieh 

pose  our  econc 
XXXVIIL 

™ic  Catos. 

3ad  Adelin 

readMallhus7  lea 

n't  tell ; 

I  wish  she 

lad: 

shock's  the  ele 

enlh  common 

Which  says 

ry  "-unless 

3  I  can  ondorsi 

nd)  meant : 

Tis  not  m 

ose  on  his  view 

lo  dwell, 

Nor  caov 

swi 

t"  so  eminent 

a  hand"  niea 

But  cenes  i 

jc. 

Or  turning 

n,arn 

XXXCX. 

tie. 

But  Adeline 

who 

probably  presumed 

That  Jua 

Or  JcporiUf 

'1  was  doom' 

That  bridEgrooms,  after  they  are  fairly  grootn'rf. 

May  retrograde  a  little  in  the  danoe 
Of  marriage--(  which  might  form  a  painter's  fame, 
Like  Holbein's  "  Dance  of  Death"— but  'I  is  the  same 


In  her  own  mind,  and  that 's  enough  for  woman. 
But  then^lh  whom?  There  was  the  sageMissReadi 


Miss  Raw,  Miss  Flan 


And  might  go  on,  if  w 
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691 


a  there  was  the  MIse  Audacia  Shoe! 


Whosi 


ih-ingi 


But  whether  English  dukes  grew  tare  orklG, 
Or  that  she  nad  not  harp'd  upon  Ihe  'jue  siring. 

By  which  audi  sirens  can  allracl  our  great. 
She  luek  up  with  some  foreign  younger  brother, 
A  Russ  or  Turk— the  one 's  as  good  aa  t'  olhec. 
XLIll. 


"d  go  off?~thero 


A  lovely  being,  soarcelj  form'd  or  moulded, 
A  rose  wilh  all  its  sweetest  leaves  yel  folded  | 

XLIV. 
Rich,  noble,  but  an  orphan ;  lea  en  only 

Child  \o  the  care  of  guardians  good  and  kind  j 


Is  wanting,  and.  our  heel  lies  in  Ihe  tomb? 

ur— wiial  13  jual  uio  same— it  weanes  out. 
So  the  end's  gun'd,  what  signifies  the  route? 

XLV. 

in. 

Early  in  years,  and  ;el  more  infantine 

In  figure,  she  had  something  of  sublime 

In  eyes  which  sadly  shone,  as  seraphs'  shine. 

As  pure  EB  sanctity  itself  fi-om  vice. 

AU  youth— but  with  an  aspect  beyond  lime 

Wilh  all  the  added  chaim  cf  form  and  fealn 

Radiant  and  grave — as  pitying  man's  decline 

Since  Adeline  was  hberal  by  nature; 

She  Wk'd  as  if  she  sat  by  Eden's  door, 

But  nature's  nalure,  and  has  mora  capnces 

And  grieved  for  those  who  .;ould  return  no  more. 

Than  I  have  time,  or  will,  to  tike  lo  pirosa. 

XLVI. 

LllL 

She  was  a  Catholic  too,  sincere,  austere. 

Perhaps  she  did  not  like  the  quiet  way 

As  far  as  her  own  gentle  heart  allow'd. 

With  which  Aurora  on  those  baubles  look'd. 

And  deem'd  that  fallen  worship  far  mora  dear 

Which  charm  most  people  in  Iheir  earher  day 

PerhapshecausB 'twas  alien:  hashes  were 

proud 

For  there  are  few  things  by  mankmd  less  broc 

or  deeds  and  days  when  they  had  ffll'd  the  e. 

Of  nations,  and  had  never  bent  or  bow'd 

Than  finduig  thu.  theu  genius  sland  rebuked 

To  novel  power;   and  as  she  was  the  last. 

Like  "Antony's  hrrffisar,"  by  Ihe  few 

She  held  (heir  old  hiih  and  old  feehngs  fast. 

Who  look  upon  them  as  they  ought  to  do. 

XLVII. 

LIV. 

She  gaiod  upon  a  world  she  scarcely  knew. 

As  seeking  not  lo  know  it ;  silent,  lone. 

Her  place  was  far  beyond  i^  and  bet  niinu. 

As  grows  a  flower,  thus  quledy  she  grew. 

It  was  not  soorn-which  could  not  light  on  one 

And  kept  her  heart  scrone  within  its  zone. 

Whoso  greatest  Jauit  was  leavmg  few  lo  find. 

There  was  awe  in  the  homage  which  she  drm 

'i 

It  was  not  jealousy,  1  think;  but  shun 

Her  spirit  seem'd  as  sealed  on  a  throne 

Following  the  "ignea  fetul"  of  niankind, 

Apart  from  the  surrounding  world,  and  Wrong 

II  „„  not but  'lis  easier  far,  alasi 

XLVill. 
Now  it  so  hpppen'd,  in  the  catalogue 

or  Adeline,  Aurora  was  omiUod, 
Although  her  binh  and  wealth  had  ^ven  her  vogue 

Beyond  the  chermers  we  have  already  cited : 
Her  neauty  also  seem'd  lo  form  no  dog 


By  many  vlrt 

es,  to  he  worth  the  tro 

uble 

or  single  gen 

lemen  who  would  be  d 
XLIX. 

Jiuble. 

knd  this  om 

saon,  liko  that  of  the 

>nsl 

Of  Brutus 

at  the  pagaint  of  Tib 

(lade  Juan  w 

onder,  aa  no  doubt  he 

'l-hia  he  ex 

half 

When  Adelin 

repUed  wilh  some  di 

gust. 

And  iherefore  iillesl,  a 
Sinee  he  was  suro  his  m 

If "  But  hersAdelmi 

Herself  eslremely  on  ll 
Of  olhers  whh  her  own  ■ 
As  usual— the  same  rea» 

And  wherefore  not7  Ate 
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le  Aurora  deein'd  she  t 


ripple  of  the  brilliant  e 


little,  of  the  child. 


The  I 


LVI. 


ir  of  A. 


Imposed  not  upon  her;  tFhe 
Then  lum'd  onto  the 

Yel  sha  ■ 
Because 


luld  not  divine, 
the  new  world's  ways  i 
dazzled  by  the  meteor, 
.  pin  her  faith  on  feature. 


LVII, 


Which  sometimes  pkys  the  deu< 
A  heterogeneous  mass  of  elorioua  blame, 

Faults  which  atlraM  because  they  are  not  tami 
Follies  trick'd  out  so  brightly  that  they  blind 
'  ler  wax  made  no  jmpres^o^ 

■ess  or  her  selt^posaessioD. 

Lvur. 


Suchw 


More  warm,  a 

lovely,  and  not  less 

Was  nature 

s  fJl:  Aurora  could 

Nor  would  be 

Jius;— the  diffcrencl 

LIS. 

Having  wound 

up  with  this  sublime 

And,asn.yrri 

Scott,  the  3 

Scott,  who  can 

Srjf,locd,m. 

m,  with  such  BkiU  as 

it,  if 

There  had  nol 

To  play  upon  the  surface  of  bun 


e  tho  world,  i 


-e  iTUiat 


inity, 
>rtd  read, 


My  Muse  bath  bred,  and  alill  "perhaps  may  "breed 

Mors  foes  by  this  same  scroll :  vhon  1  began  it, 
Thonght  that  it  might  turn  out  ao— nom  I  inoW  i1 
"         '"  '  jretly  pod. 


LXI. 


The  I 


IS  (for 


.  rather  Uended 


p  in  array  a  single  day-bill 
Than  witches,  li-ches,  or  physicians  brew. 

Lxin. 

Tierewas  a  goodly  "soupe  ^  la  bmnie  femme," 
Though  Oodknoivswhenceitcaine  from;  there  wastM 
.  turboi  for  relief  of  those  who  cram, 
Relieved  with  dindon  h  laPerigueux; 

liore  also  vss the  unner  that  I  am  ! 

How  shall  I  get  this  gourmand  stanza  through? 
Soupe  h  la  Beauveso,  whose  rdlef  was  dory, 
Relieved  itself  by  pork,  for  greater  glory. 

Lxir. 

But  I  must  crowd  all  into  one  grand  mess 
uass ;  for  should  I  stretch  into  detail, 

1  when  aobie  squeamish  people  deem  her  fraiU 

et  doth  require  some  slight  refbi^llon, 
I  relievo  her  spirits  from  dejection. 

LXV. 
b  la  Gondii,  slices  eke  of  sabnon, 
I  sauces  Genevoise,  and  haunch  of  venison ; 
might  again 


nan  like  > 


id  Westphalii 


Lxyi. 

vi'ssGod 

mows  wl 

"AI'Es 

iVith  thing 

I  can't  w 

thsland 

Though 

wallow'd  w 

lb  much 

Gently  to  lull  down  the  subdding  soul ; 
While  great  Lucullus'  Tobe  trkmphale  mulll 
(Thtre'i  fame) — young  pai-iiidge  fillets, de 
truffles.' 

LXVII. 
What  are  the  j!«rfj  on  the  victor's  brow 
Tolhese7TheyareragBordust.  Where  I 


the  arch 
I  below  7 
ighty  majTih? 


But  oh  I  ) 
When  will 


Polluw'd  by  " 
If  which  perhap 


Lxvm. 

re  no  bod  access 


jrettj picking  m  those  "petils  puits.'" 
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LXIX. 

The  mind  is  lost  id  mightj  conlemptation 
Of  inlelleot  expended  on  Ivm  coursca ; 

And  indEgeslion^f  grand  mullipliciUion 
Kequires  arilhmetic  b^triid  my  forcps. 

Who  woHid  suppose,  from  Adam's  simple  rat 
""    ■   aokety  could  have  call'd  ftrth  such  re 


13  form 


1-XX. 

Tlia  glasses  jingled,  and  ihe  palates  tingled ; 

The  diners  of  eelebtily  dined  well  i 
The  ladies  with  more  moderation  mingled 

Also  the  younger  men  too;   Tor  a  spTiugald 


"Bubble  and  squeak"  would  spoil  my  liquid  lay 
The  ehaate  description  even  of  a  "becasae," 
LXXI. 

From  nature  for  the  service  of  Ihe  goflt,— 
Tmle  or  the  go'ii, — pronounce  it  as  uiclines 

Your  Bletnach.    Ere  you  dine,  the  French  will  do  ; 
But  ajkr,  tliere  are  sometimes  certain  signs 

Which  prove  plain  English  truer  of  the  Mo. 
Hast  ever  had  the  gaol }  I  have  not  had  it— 
But  I  ma,y  have,  and  you  (oo,  reader,  dread  it. 

LXXin. 
The  simple  olives,  best  allies  of  wine, 

Must  I  pass  over  In  my  hill  of  fare  ! 

In  Spain,  and  Lucca,  Athens,  everywhere; 
On  them  and  bread  't  was  oft  m;  inch  to  dine. 


TTtei 


^oth,  i 


On  Sunium  or  Hymeltus,  like  Diogenes, 

Of  whom  half  my  philosophy  the  ptageny  is. 

LXSIV. 
Amidst  this  tumult  of  Rsh,  flesh,  and  fowl. 

And  vegetables,  all  in  masquerade, 
The  guests  were  placed  Eccording  to  Iheir  roll, 

But  various  as  Ihe  various  meals  display'd: 
Don  Juan  sale  neil  an  "  M'EspagnoIe " — 

No  damsel,  but  a  dish,  sa  hath  been  said; 

LXXV, 
Aurora  and  the  Lady  Adeline- 


dialogues  which  pasa'd  without  a  word  1 


LXSVII, 


noihmc 


red.    Auri 

■  even  smiled  enough  for  sjiy  vanity. 
The  devil  was  in  the  girl  I  Could  jt  be  pride. 
Or  modesty,  or  absence,  or  Jnani'.y? 
caven  knows!    But  Adeline^s  maht^ous  eyes 
Sparkled  with  her  successful  propheiucs, 

LXXIX. 
And  look'd  as  much  as  if  to  say,  "I  said  it;"— 
A  kmd  of  triumph  I  'II  not  recommend. 

Both  in  Ihe  case  of'k™-  and  of  friend. 
Will  pique  a  gentleman,  for  his  own  credit. 

To  bring  what  was  a  jest  to  a  serious  end  j 
For  all  men  prophesy  what  is  or  tuni, 
And  hale  those  who  won't  let  them  come  to  pau. 


•n  was  drawn  thus  ii 


LXXX. 


id  JUS1 


Slight 
To  females  of  persp 
That  he  would  rather  make  them  more  than  less. 

proba.bty  much  less  a  fact  than  guess) 
('d  her  thoughts  froni  their  sweet  prison, 
r  twice  to  smile,  if  not  to  listen. 
LSXXI. 


very  di^cult,  they  say,  i' 


ixxxn. 

B>rt  of  winning  may, 
A  proud  humility,  if  J«ch  there  be, 


Whld 


As  if  each  charming  word  were  a  decree, 
laet  loo  temper'd  him  from  grave  to 
id  taught  him  when  to  be  reserved  or  irj 
lad  the  art  of  drawing  people  out, 
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or  fluUeren,  Ihough  she  deem'd  he  had  man 
Than  whispering  fbpluigs,  ot  than  wiLings 

To  feel  thai  fiatiery  which  altracta  (he  p 
Rather  by  delbrence  Ihan  compliinent, 
And  wins  even  by  a  dehcale  disseat. 

LXXXIV. 
And  then  he  had  good  looks  ; — that  point  wa 

Nem,  mn.  amongsl  the  women,  which  I 
To  saj,  leads  oft  lo  crini.  con.  with  the  m 


Since  with  digresBi 

ons  we  too  long  ha 

ve  tarried 

Now  though  we 

mew  of  old  that  looks  deeei 

And  always  have 

one,  somehow  these 

good  look 

Malio  more  impreBsion  than  the  best 

of  books. 

LXXXV. 

Aurora,  who  look' 

more  on  books  than  faees, 

Was  very  youn 

,  although  GO  very 

Espccisny  upon 

a  printed  page. 

th  all  her  tightest 

Has  not  the  natural  slays  of  strici 

Own'd  to  a  pencl 

ant,  though  discree 

LXXXVI. 

And  girls  of  eixte 

n  are  thus  far  So 

ratio. 

But  innoeenlly  i 

And  really,  if  the 

sage  Euhhme  and  Altio 

had  phanlasios  hi 

0  these. 

Which  Plato  in  h 

dialogues  drama! 

Hag  shown,  I  kn 

wnotwhylheysho 

uld  displea 

Lxxxyii. 

Also  observe,  that  like  the  ereal  Lord  Coke, 

(See  IJttlelon)  whene'er  I  have  express'd 

Opinions  two^  which  at  tirat  eight  may  look 


But  if  a  writer  should  be  quite  consialenl. 

Was  dangerous;-!  think  sh 

is  as 

How  could  he  possibly  show  things  existent? 

As  some  who  labotu'  more  an 

d  yet 

LXXXVUI. 

If  people  contradict  themselves,  ean  I 

xcv. 

Help  contradicluig  them,  and  every  liody, 

Grim  reader !  did  you  ever 
No;   but  you've  hcard-I 

Even  my  veracious  seir7— but  that's  a  lie; 

I  never  did  so,  never  will— how  should  17 

And  don't  regret  the  time  yo 

u  may 

He  who  doubts  all  things,  nothing  can  deny ; 

For  you  have  got  that  pic 

[Vuth's  fount^ns  may  1»  clear— her  streams  are 

And  do  not  ihuik  I  mean  to 

muddy. 
And  cut  through  BUch  canals  of  c<wtradictu>n, 

Of  these  things,  or  by  ridlc 

ule  bei 

That  source  of  the  sublime  a 

That  she  must  often  navigate  o'er  fiction. 

For  certain  reasons  my  belie 

is  se 

LXXXIX. 

XCVI 

Apologue,  fable,  poesy,  a 


■ealily?  Who  has  its  due  7 


turn  out  that  all 


a  second-slghi. 
It  from  the  aphen 


Myse 


XCI. 

again,  why  will  I  thus  enf? 
with  metaphysics?  None  i 
'    ■  'imd  of  wi 


And  yet  such  is  my  folly,  or  my  fate, 
[  always  knock  my  head  agauist  'some  at 

About  the  present,  past,  and  fiiiure  sis 
Tel  I  wish  well  to  Trojan  and  to  Tyrian, 
Pot  I  was  bred  a  moderate  Presbyterian. 

XCIt 
But  though  lam  a  temperate  theologian. 

And  also  meek  as  a  metaphysician, 
Impartial  between  Tyrian  and  Trojan, 

In  politics,  my  duly  is  to  show  John 

It  makes  my  blood  boil  like  the  springs  i 


i  positively  hencetbrlh  no  lempation 

Shall  ^fool  me. to  the  top  up  of  my  bent;** 

I,  IT  begin  a  thorough  reformation. 


e  those  of  tht  ohihwouher  of  Malt 
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xcvn, 

rhe  nigbt  (I  sing  by  night— ssmetitne 
And  now  anii  lliea  a  Dightingala) — 


e  up  tt 


XCVIll. 

And  Ihetefore,  though  'tis  by  no  means  m 

To  ihink-of,  if  I  ever  think,— I  any 
I  fed  some  chilly  niidnight  shudderinga, 

And  pnidenlly  postpone,  until  mid-iiay} 
Treating  a  topic  which,  alae !  but  bruigs 

Shadows;— but  ygu  must  be  in  my  condit] 

Before  you  learn  to  call  ibis  sunarslilion. 


Our  bubbles ;  as  the  old  bun 
LashM  from  tho  foam  of  ages ; 
Of  empires  heave  but  like  somt 


CANTO  XVI. 


The  antique  Persians  taught  three  useful  things,— 
To  Arnv  the  how,  to  ride,  and  speak  the  truth. 
This  was  the  mode  of  Cyrus— beat  of  kings- 
Bows  hayo  they,  generally  with  two  strings ; 
Hotsea  ihey  ride  without  remorse  or  ruthj 
At  speaking  truth  pe 


Is  what  I  hare 

Bui  this  I  ni 

Of  all  the  Musi 


The  ni 


11. 


III. 


From  any  thing,  tliis  Epic  will  contain 

WJjich  you  might  elsewhere  hope  to  finJ  in  vai 
rris'  tnis  there  be  some  bitters  with  the  sneets, 

Tel  mii'd  bo  slightly  that  you  cant  complain, 
But  wonder  they  so  few  are,  sines  my  tale  is 


True  is  that  which  ^be  is 
said  it  was  a  story  of  a  ghc 
What  then  ?  I  only  know  it 
lave  you  eiplored  the  limits 
Where  all  the  dwellers  of  I 


with  "quia  impoaaibile." 


s  gospel,  and  wiiich  gi 


half,  le 


VIII. 
The  dinner  and  the  sob^  too  were  done. 

The  supper  too  diacuss'd,  the  dames  odmlred. 
The  banqueters  had  droppM  off  one  by  one — 

!  song  was  silent,  and  the  dahoe  expired; 
The  last  thin  petticoats  were  yanish'd,  gone, 

nothing  brighter  glesm'd  through  the  saloon 
Than  dying  tapers— .-and  the  peepnig  moon. 
IX. 


The  eva 

oration  of 

lovou 

day 

The  foam  which  mat 

Of  lik 

conplei 

with  a  d 

Or  like 

aoda-bottle 

when 

Hass 

arkled  and 

et  h.1 

Or  like 

billow  led 

ns  behind 

Wiihout 

the  anmial 

on  oft 

0  *ind; 

Or  like 

n  opiate  w 

ch  hri 

p  troubled  res 

Or  no 

o;  or  like- 

liitp  n 

hing  Iha 

1  kn 

Eicept  i 

self  i— such 

Athm 

,  of  which 
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No  real 

ikoness,-)ikB  the 
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XI. 

but  next  la  dressingi  for  a  rout  or  ball, 
l7ndre£siDg  \b  a  woe ;  our  robe-de-chambni 

May  sit  like  thai  of  Nobsus,  and  recall 
ThDugfaU  quits  us  jelloH',  but  less  clear  than  gm 

~  ■■■..■-      ■       a  davf"    Ofall 


nlghu  a^ 


it  peopj! 


XII. 

And  Juan,  on  retiring  liir  the  night, 
Fell  restlssa  and  psrplei'd,  and  coniproniisei 

He  thought  Aurora  Raby's  eyes  more  bright 
Than  Adeline  (such  is  advice)  advlsedj 

If  he  had  known  eiacliy  his  own  phght, 
Ha  probahly  would  have  phlloaophized ; 

A  great  resQuree  to  all,  and  ne'er  denied 

Till  wanted ;  therefore  Juan  only  sigh'd. 

xin. 

He  Eigh'd;~lhQ  neit  resource  is  tho  full  mooE 

Where  all  sighs  are  deposited ;  and  now, 
It  bappen-'d  luckily,  the  chaste  orb  shone 

To  hail  hetwitb  the  apostrophe— "Oh, ihou 
»ry  egoliam  the  (  " 


Whiob 


mid  h. 


XIV. 


ihold, 


Shepherd, 
Feel  sonio  ahslraefien  when  th( 

Great  thoughts  we  catch  from  thence  (besidcB  a  cold 
Someiimea,  unless  my  feelings  rather  err) ; 

1  he  ocean's  tides  and  mortals'  brains  she  sways. 
And  also  hearts,  if  there  be  truth  in  lays, 

XV. 
Juan  felt  somewhat  pensive,  and  disposed 

For  contemplation  rather  Ihsn  his  pillow; 
The  Gothic  chamber,  where  he  was  enclosod. 

With  all  the  mystery  hy  midnight  caused ; 

Below  his  window  waved  (of  course)  a  willow ; 
And  he  stood  gaiuig  out  on  the  cascade 
That  Sash'd  and  alter  darken'd  in  the  shade. 

XVI. 
Upon  his  table  or  bis  toilet— which 

(I  slate  this,  for  I  am  cautious  to  a  pilch 

Of  nicety,  where  a  fact  is  to  be  gain'd) 
A  lamp  ham'd  high,  while  he  leant  from  a  niche, 

Where  many  a  Gothic  ornainenl  remain'd. 
In  chisell'd  stone  and  painted  glass,  and  all 
That  time  has  lefl  our  fathers  of  their  halL 

XVII. 
Then,  as  the  night  was  clear,  though  cold,  he  three 

His  chamber-door  wide  opai— and  went  forth 
Into  a  galley,  of  a  somOre  hue. 

Long,  furnlsh'd  with  old  pictures  of  great  worth. 
Of  knights  and  iamci  herinc  and  chaste  too, 

As  doubtless  shouki  be  people  of  high  birth. 
But  by  dim  h^is  the  poriraiia  qf  the  dead 
Have  ffometldng  ghastly,  des^^te,  and'  dread. 


L  vigil  there,  where  all  but  death  should  sleep. 

XIX. 
Lnd  the  pale  smile  of  beauties  in  the  grave. 
The  charms  of  other  days,  in  starlight  gleams 
Glbnmgr  on  high;  their  buried  locks  still  wave 
Along  the  canvas;  theh-  eyes  glance  hke  dream 

But  death  is  imaged  in  their  shadowy  beams. 

Be  gilt,  who  sale  hath  ceased  to  he  the  same. 

XX. 
As  Join  mused  on  mutability, 

No  sound  except  the  echo  of  his  sigh 


jwl  and  beads  and  dusky  garb,  appear'd, 
,  the  moonlight,  and  now  lapsed  in  shade, 
1  steps  that  trod  as  heavy,  yet  unheard ; 


a  statue,  Uood;  he  felt  his  hair 
like  a  knot  of  snakes  around  his  face; 
lis  tongue  for  words,  which  were  not  granted 

XXIV. 


g,  and  thus  far  thert 
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CANTO  XVI. 


Siriiin'd  on  Ihe  epot  ivhere  first  the  figure  gleai 
Then  by  degrees  recali'd  his  energies, 


e  family  physidsn  had  gm 


All  there  was  as  he  left  it;   still  hie  taper 

Receiving  sprites  with  sympallieljd  vapour ; 

Ho  robb'd  his  eyes,  and  they  did  not  r eKisb 
Thar  office  ;  he  took  up  an  old  newspaper; 


well;  yea,  n 


■— Thesi 


He  rei 
And  a 


This 


e  the  I 


d  of  this 


bed. 


It  his  dc 
>aragra|ih,,  1  think  about  Home  To< 
ndress'd,  and  rather  slowly  went  to 

;h'd  all  snugly  on  his  pillow's  m 
With  what  he'd  seen  his  phantasy  he  fe 
And  though  it  was  no  opiate,  slumber  crop 
Cpon  him  by  degrees,  and  bo  he  slept. 

xxvin. 

He  woko  betimes ;   and,  as  may  be  supposi 


And  whether  it  ought  not  to  be  disclosed. 
At  risk  of  being  quiu'd  for  superstition. 

The  more  he  thought,  the  more  his  mind  was  posed ; 
In  the  mean  tuna  his  valet,  whose  precision 

Knock'd  to  inromi  him  il  was  time  to  dress. 

XXIX. 
Ho  dress'd ;  and,  like  young  people,  he  was  wont 

To  take  some  trouble  with  his  toilet,  but 
This  mornuig  rather  spent  less  time  upon  'I ; 

His  curls  fell  negligently  o'er  his  front, 

Hia  clothes  were  not  curb'd  to  their  usual  cut, 
lEa  very  neckcloth's  Gordian  knot  was  tied 
Almost  a  hair's  breadth  too  much  on  one  side. 

SXK. 
And  whpji  ho  walk'd  dovra  uito  Iho  saloon. 


And  yet  his  looks  a^ipear'd  to  sanction  both 
However  they  might  savour  of  dehrious  ; 
Somcthmg  hke  ilbiesa  of  a  sttdden  growtii 

But  for  the  re^  as  he  himself  seem'd  btb 
To  Slate  Ihe  case,  it  nught  be  ta'en  for  grant! 
It  was  not  the  physician  that'  he  wanted. 

XXXIV, 
Lord  Henry,  who  had  now  discuss'd  his  chocoh 

Also  the  muffin,  whereof  he  complain'd. 
Said,  Juan  had  not  got  his  usual  look  date. 


irveL'd,  si 
Then  ask'd  her  grace  what  news  we 
Her  grace  replied,  his  grace  w 
With  some  slighl,  hght,  heredita 


He  . 


a  dish  o 


^er-d  f 


ook'd  a 


■aetf;  then  hastily  look'd  down  and  mutter'd 
Somethuig,  hut  what's  not  slated  in  tny  I 
Lord  Henry  said,  his  muffin  was  ill  but 
■fhe  Duchess  of  Fiti-Fulka  play'd  with  1 

And  kiok'd  at  Juan  hard,  but  nothing 
Anrora  Baby,  with  her  large  dark  eyes, 
Burvey'd  him  with'  a  hind  of  cahn  surprisi 
3m  S  9? 


of the d 


Of 


gout. 


Then  Henry  tum'd  to  Juan,  and  address'd 
A  few  words  of  condolence  on  his  state  ; 

"  You  look,*'  quoth  he,  "  as  if  you  'd  ha4  yi 
Broke  in  upon  by  tJio  Blaik  Friar  of  late 

"What  friar?"  saidJuan;   and  he  did  his 


It  the  qi 


-Hsith  a 


I  not  valid 
To  hinder  him"  trom  growing  still  more  pallid. 

XXXVL 
"Oh!   have  you  never  heard  of  the  Black  Fii; 
The  spirit  of  these  walls  ?"—',' In  truth  not  I. 
«  Why  fame— but  fame  you  know  sometime 's  a  lii 

Tells  an  odd  story,  of  which  by  Ihe  by : 
Whether  with  time  the  spectre  has  grown  shyci 

Or  that  our  sires  had  a  more  gified  eye 
For  such  sights,  though  the  tale  is  half  believed 
The  friar  of  late  has  not  been  oft  perceived. 
XXXVIl. 


"  The  I 


1  pray," 


(Who  wateh'd  the  changes  of  Don  Juan's  brow, 
And  from  its  content  thought  she  could  diYuiB 
stronger  than  he  choae  to  avow 
With  this  same  legend),— "if  you  but  design 

To  jest,  you  *1I  choose  some  other  theme  just  now. 
Because  the  present  tale  has  oft  been  lold, 
And  is  not  much  improved  by  growing  old." 

XXXVIII. 
"Jest!"  quoth  Milor,  "Why,  Adeline,  you  know 

That  we  ourselves— 'twas  ui  the  honey-moon- 
Saw "  "Well,  no  matter,  'twas  so  long  ago; 

But  come,  I'll  set  jour  story  to  a  tune." 

As  toiich'J,  and  plainliT^y  began  to  play 
The  air  of  "  'T  was  a  Friar  of  Orders  &f\i.'" 
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SXXIX. 

For  Adelino  is  half  a  poeleaa," 
1  (irking  round  to  tlie  resl,  be  BmilLng  saiil, 

or  course  the  oDiers  could  not  buL  eipress 
In  courlesy  Iheir  wish  lo  see  displajM 

By  one  three  lalenta,  for  Ihere  wi 


■de,  Ihe  ! 
Could  hardly  be  united  by  a 


5,  Iba  ■ 


irpor'a  i 


Though  he  came  in  his  m  ght,  wilh  K  ng  Honry's  righ 

To  turn  chuicb  lands  to  k^, 
Wiib  sword  in  hand,  and  torch  to  hghl 

Tbeir  walls,  if  tbey  said  nay, 
A  monk  letnajn'd,  unehssed,  uncbain'd. 


Andwbetber  f-r  good,  or  whether  for  ill. 

It  is  not  mine  to  say; 
But  still  to  the  house  of  Amundeville, 

He  abideth  night  and  day. 
By  the  maniage-bed  of  their  lords,  '1  is  said. 

He  flits  on  the  bridal  eve; 
And  'tis  held  as  faith,  to  thar  bed  of  death 


!  may  be  seen  from  the  folds  bctwc 
seem  of  a  parted  soul. 

5. 
!  beware  of  the  Black  Friar, 


laj  be  the  lav. 
s  lord  by  day, 
ink  is  lord  by  night. 


WO 

IKS. 

CANTO  X!'l 

Say  no 

ughl  to  him 

as  he 

walks  the  hall. 

And 

be '11  say  n 

Uf-hl 

io  s« 

usky  pa 

. 

Afio 

ihe 

rhen 

ranieroy!   f 

r  the 

Black  F 

ar; 

And  the  pa 

isefijllow'd,  which,  when  St 

g. 

a  moment  those  who  listen 

And  then  o 

emirse  the  i^rcle  much  ad 

mires. 

Nor  Isss 

pplauds,  as  in  politeness  bound. 

The  tones. 

he  feeling,  and  the  ceculi 

XLII. 

Fair  Adelin 

though  in  a  eareless  way 

As  if  she 

rated  such  acconiplishnien 

pastime  of  an  idle  day. 

n  instant  for  her  own  con 

ent. 

Would  now 

and  then  as  'twere  mlhou 

dlspl 

Yet  liiWi 

display  in  fact,  at  times  re 

rformanoes  with  haughty  sn. 

e, 

To  show  sh 

amM,  if  it  were  worth  he 
XLIII. 

while 

Now  this  (b 

tit  we  will  whisper  it  aside) 

Was-par 

don  the  pedantic  illustratio 

Trampling  o 

n  Plato's  pride  with  greater  pride 

eCmic  on  some  like  occa 

Jopnung  th 

sage  would  be  much  mor 

ificd, 

Of  throwT 

into  a  philosoptuc  passion 

For  a  "poil 

d  earpet — but  the  "Attic  1 

ee" 

Was  mui-h 

consoled  by  his  own  repat 
XLIV. 

Thus  Adeii 

p  would  (brow  into  tJie  sha 

ie 

[By  doing 

easily,  whene'er  she  chose 

What  diletl 

jiti  do  with  vast  parade). 

Their  sort 

.ri,*  !"/«*».•  fcii 

grow 

splay'd 

And  thai 

I  is  so  everybody  knows 

Who've  he 

rd  Miss -niat  or  This,  or  L 

aiyT 

Show  ofT-tt 

XLV. 

other. 

Oh!  the  lo 

g  evenings  of  duets  and  1 

Ds! 

The  "Tanti  Palpilis"  on  si 
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CANTO  xyi. 

XLvn. 

6he  slsa  had  a.  twilight  (ingo  ol 
Upon  her  friends, 


So  much  the  i 


DON  JUAN. 


sublitn. 


XLVIII. 

Wh 

rh 

Byw 

degrees  « 

>re  elase'd- 

■I'h^  « 

nrid 

beyond 

Us  world's  p 

ipleiing  «a 

Hni 

re  of  her 

ejisience,  for 

There 

a  depth 

of  feeling  10 

Thoughts, 

deep,  but  sile 

nltoo.. 

Ni-t  s 

he 

gracioHS 

'I'lifl 

lill 

be  of  Kti-Puike,  whoao 

If  she 

ha/" 

!.„_  r. 

" 

Also  th 
For  fear  i 


LI. 
'Twere  dilEouli  to  Bay  what  was  the  object 

Of  Adeline,  in  bringing  this  same  lay 
To  bear  on  what  sppear'd  to  her  (he  sobjeet 

Of  Juan's  nervous  feelings  on  that  day. 
Perhaps  she  merely  had  the  simple  project 

To  laugh  him  oot  of  his  supposed  dismay; 
Perhaps  she  mr^t  wish  to  oontinn  him  in  it. 
Though  why  I 


LII. 


priely, 


■ssary  to  the  elect, 
Who  wish  to  take  the  lone  of  their  society 

Whether  the  mode  be  persiflage  or  piety. 
But  wear  the  newest  mantle  of  hypocrisy. 
On  pain  Of  much  displeasing  the  gjnocraCy. 

Lin. 
And  therefore  Juan  now  began  to  rally 

To  jest  upon  such  themes  in  many  a  Gaily, 
Her  gruce  too  also  seined  the  same  occasio 

With  various  Bimilar  remarks  to  tally, 

-  It  wish'd  for  a  still  more  det^lM  narratioi 


orih 


,t  family's 


iaths  and  w 


Ifilh  some 

while  oibe 

s,who 

had  more 

ed  the  strange 

nd  much 

was  lalk'd 

m  all 

sides  on  1 

But  Juan 

when  cros 

on'd  on  1 

niidi  sorr 

e  supposed  (thougl 

he  hadn 

ad  stu-r'd 

him,  answe 

I.V, 

a  way  to 

he  mld-diy 

iririrc 

The  con- 

pany  prepar 

id  to 

eparale : 

Soniew 

mdering  tw 

here  was 

a  goodly  „ 

!di,lo 

,  to  her 

Between 

somegrayh 

ound9 

on  my  lor 

Th 

he 

ma 

himself  bad  cheapen'd  il 

d  list  Ihe  deigns  to  ace 

.b,, 

ation) 

'oo 

y,  in  these  limes  of  low 
LVII. 

rd  Henry  was  a  connoiss 

Tl 

nd  of  artists,  if  not  arts, — (he  owner, 

^l.h 

No 

the 

alh 

r  tl 

an  seller,  had  his  wants  1 

een  fewer. 

So 

1  he  deem'd  his  patrons 

.'ad 

or  sale. 

Bui 

or  h 

IS  Jidgmenl,— never  know 
LVllL 

n  to  fail. 

a  modern  Goth,  I  mean 

aGothie 

■er  of  Bahel,  call'd  an  ar 

Brou 

=hl 
thi 

o  survey  these  gray  walls, 
k. 

which,  (hough  « 

M 

ght 

me  slight  defeel 

The  . 


LIS. 


n  "old  B. 


lousaiids  ('li 
Of  tiiat  sama  tune,  when  people  hum  i(  long)- 

The  price  would  speediij'  repay  its  vtotth  in 
An  edifice  no  less  sublime  than  strong, 

By  which  Lord  Henry's  good  taste  would  go  forll 
lis  glory,  through  all  ages  shining  sunny. 
For  Gothic  daring  shown  m  English  mojiey.' 

LX. 
There  were  two  lawyers  busy  on  a  mortgage 


Kindling  Religion  tilt  she  throws  down  her  gag. 
"Untying"  squires  "to  hght  against  the  tngroht 
There  was  a  prize  ol,  a  prize  pig,  and  plou^on; 
For  Heprv  was  a  sort  of  Sabine  showman. 


by  Google 
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LSI. 

1  here  wore  two  poactora  caught  in  a  steel  trap, 
Readj  for  jail,  Iheir  plice  of  convalescenca ; 

I'here  was  a  lounlty  giti  in  a  dose  cap 
And  scarlet  cloak  [I  hale  [he  sight  to  see,  since- 

Sjnce — siocs — in  yonlli  I  had  the  sad  mishap — 
But  luckily  IVe  paid  few  parish  feoB  since). 

That  scarlet  cloak,  alas  !  unclosed  iviih  rigour, 

Presents  the  problem  of  a  double  figure. 
LXII. 

One  can't  tell  how  it  e'er  got  hi  or  out, 
Therefore  the  present  piece  of  natural  history 

I  leave  to  those  who  are  fond  of  solving  doubt, 
And  merely  state,  though  not  fijr  the  consistory. 

Lord  Henry  was  it  justice,  and  thai  Scout 


Those  who 
ave  **public  days,"  ^ 
Though  not  exactly  wl 

LXIX. 
or  fortnight, 


The  . 
Had  b 


And  of  all  things,  eicepUng  tithes  I 

Perhaps  these  are  most  difCcult 
Preserving  partridges  and  pretty  we 


By  nature,  as  in  higher  dames  less  hale, 
'Tis  while,  at  least  when  they  just  rise  from  bed. 

Perhaps  she  was  ashamed  of  seeming  frail. 
Poor  soul  f  for  she  was  country  bom  and  bred, 

Th^n  to  wax  wliile— for  blushes  are  for  quality. 

Lxy, 

ller  black,  bright,  downcast,  yet  espi^gle  eye 


Parading  all  her  sensibility, 

Bui  stood  in  iremWing,  patient  tribtdation. 
To  be  call'd  up  for  her  eiamuiation. 

LXVI. 
(If  course  these  groups  were  sralier'd  here  and  there. 

Not  nigh  the  gay  saloon  of  ladies  gent. 
The  lawyers  in  the  Bludy ;  and  in  air 

The  prize  pig, ploughman,  poachers;  the  niense 
F^m  town,  viz.  architect  and  dealer,  were 

Beth  busy  (as  a  general  in  his  tent 
Writing  despatches)  in  their  several  stations, 
Kxultins  in  their  britii^t  lucubralions. 

LXVII. 
But  this  poor  ^^  was  left  in  the  great  hall. 

While  Scout,  the  parish  guardian  of  the  frail, 
I'lBCiiBs'iI  (he  hated  War  yciept  Ihe  "small") 

A  miglity  mug  of  mond  double  ale : 
Kiie  waited  until  Justice  could  recall 

lis  JuKd  attenliooG  to  their  proper  pale. 


e  a  Ihii 


ig  m  n 


Lonclaluri 


rather 


Bt  virgi 


ins— a  child's  feiher. 


For  the  Lord  Henry,  liok'd  wilh 

Below  stairs  on  the  score  of  sec 
suits  their  rank  and  si 


call'd 


(Thus 


ike  their 
t  the  full  lioard,  and  sit  aUhe  delighted 


h  fashioni 


the  isthmus  of  the  grand  connexion, 
■L  aid  o  er  themselves,  the  past  and  next  election. 

LXX. 
Lord  Henry  was  a  great  electioneerer. 
Burrowing  for  boroughs  hke  a  rat  or  rabbit. 

Because  the  neighbourmg  Scotch  Earl  of  Giflgabbil 
Had  English  mBuence  In  the  self-eame  sphere  here 

His  son,  Ihe  Honourable  Dick  Dice-drahhit, 
Was  member  for  "the  other  interest 
The  aelCsaioe  interest,  with  a  differe 

Lxxr. 


uiing 


To  galher 
Not  calc 
lut,  what 


d  the  I 


s  another's. 


LXXII. 
A  friend  to  freedom  and  freeholders^yet 

Mo  less  a  friend  to  government— he  held 
That  he  exactly  the  just  medium  hit 

'Twist  placB  and  patrioljsm — olb^t  eompell'd. 

He  added  modestly,  when  rebels  rail'd). 
To  hold  some  sinecures  he  wish'd  abohsh'd, 

hat  with  them  all  law  would  be  demolish'd. 
LXXIII. 

He  was  "free  to  oonreas"— (whence  comes  this  ph;j^ 
Isl  English!  No— 'tis  only  parliamentary) 

Had  made  more  progress  Ihan  for  the  last  centu 
.e  would  not  tread  a  faclious  path  to  praise. 
Though  for  the  public  weal  diBposcd  to  venture  hig 
s  for  his  place,  he  could  but  say  this  of  it. 
That  the  fatigue  was  greater  than  the  profit. 
LXXIV. 

ut  could  he  quit  his  king  in  times  of  strife 

Which  threaten'd  Ihe  whole  eouni 
When  demagogues  woulJ  with  a  b 

Cut  through  and  through  (oh!  damns 
The  Gordian  or  the  (leordian  knol,  wl 
tied  together  Commons,  Lords,  ai 
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Tbe  eounirj  would  haVB  fat 


LXXXII. 

I  knew  him  in  his  livelier  London  daji 


Who  WQuld  suppose  lliy  gifta  eo 
lave  him,  to  ley  the  devil  who  1 
L  fat  fen  vicarage,  and  nought  ; 


Hinls  irom  the  independent  heart  ot  head 

Of  the  official  candidate.    1  '11  touch 
No  more  on  this— (he  dinoer-beU  halh  rung. 
And  grace  is  said ;  the  grace  I  lAouId  have  auxg- 

LXSVIII. 
Bui  I'm  too  late,  and  therefate  must  make  play. 

Were  someiliing  very  glorious  to  hehold. 
But  'twos  B  public  feaat  and  public  day,— 

Quito  full,  fight  dull,  guests  hot,  and  dishes  cold. 
Great  plenty,  much  formality,  small  cheer. 
And  overy  body  out  of  tholr  own  sphere. 

LXXIX. 
The  sriuires  familiarly  formal,  and 

My  lords  a   '  '    " 


Thdr  plates- 


s  puzzUng  hi 
without  it     ■ 


light  be  too  much  bf 


v;ere  some  massy  members  of  the  cl 

eral  who  sung  fewer  psahos  than  C3.ti 

LXXXI. 
ere  some  country  wags,  ton,— ^nd,  aij 
exiles  from  the  town,  who  had  been 


Lxxxin. 

sermons,  and  his  i 
e  thrown  away  at 


a  diifere 


juish  IbUts. 
d  ahort-baJid  pens 
or  happy  hoa^i: 


ong,  *^  between 


!J  (of  la 


The  latter  worsa  used  of  the  tw< 
But  we'll  say  nothing  of  aflsfca  of  state)- 
dilTcrence  '<  'twin  a  bishop  and  a  dean," 
A  difference  between  crodiery-ware  and  plate, 
s  between  English  beef  and  Spartan  brolb— 
nd  yet  great  heroes  have  been  bred  by  both. 

LXXXV. 
ut  of  all  Nature's  discrepancios,  none 
Upon  the  whole  is  greater  than  the  difference 
eheld  between  the  country  and  the  town, 

'S  prefwence 


From 


And  only  Ih 


IJtXXVI. 

But  "  en  avan 

1"  The  light  loves  kngiush  o'er 

Is  and  too  niBOy  guests,  althougl 

A  slight  repa£ 

Bacchus  and  Ceres  being,  as  we  know. 

With  vivifyi 

g  Venus,  who  doth  owe 

:o  these  the 

nvenlion  of  charapagne  and  Irufil 

remperance  < 

Elighls  her,  but  long  fasting  ruffle 

Lxxxvn. 

Dully  pass'd  o 

er  the  dinner  of  the  day; 

And  Juan  t 

ok  his  place  he  knew  not  where. 

And  silting 

as  ifnail'd  upon  his  chair; 

Though  knive 

and  forks  clang'd  round  as  ma 

He  seem'd 

nconsMous  of  all  passing  there, 

Till  some  one 

with  a  groan,  eipresa'd  a  wish 

Unheeded  tw 

oe)  to  have  a  Gn  of  fish. 

Lxxxvni. 

On  which,  at 

he  Oatd  asking  of  the  bans. 

He  started; 

Bod,  percdving  smiles  arounn 

Broadening  to 

grins,  he  eolmired  more  than  on 

And  hastUy- 

-as  nothing  can  corfound 

ore  than  laughWr  from  a  dunce- 

the  dish  a  deadly  wound, 

4nd  with  such 

hurry  thai,  ere  he  could  curb  .1, 

He'd  paid  his 

neighbour's  prayer  with  half  a  lu 

b,L,oogle 


BYRON'S  WORKS. 


CANTO  XVi 


ThB  aupplicator  being  an  amateur ; 
But  others,  who  were  lefl  with  scarce  a  Iliird, 
Were  angry — as  Uiey  well  mighi,  to  be  sure. 

Lord  Henry  at  bis  Uble  eliDuld  endnre  ; 


Hao  fallen  last  marile^  cost  bis 

host  thra 

XC. 

They  lillle  knew,  or  might  have 

ympathiz 

That  he  the  night  before  had 

A  prologue,  which  but  slightly  ha 

monlzed 

With  the  substantial  company 

Higrpss'd 

By  matter,  and  so  much  materia 

led. 

That  one  scarce  knew  at  wha 

Of  two  tbings>-how  (the  questjoi 

a  rathar 

Such  bodies  could  hare  souls,  or 

souls  su 

XCI. 

But  what  confused  him  more  Ih 

1  smile 

Prom  all  the  'squires  and  'squ 

Whowonder'd  at  the  abstraction 

of  his  ai 

Especially  as  ha  had  been  ren 

wn'd 

Were  g/mi  small-talk  for  others  sUll  less  graat)- 

XCIl 
Was,  that  ha  caught  Aurora's  eye  on  his, 


Or  hope,  or  love,  with  any  of  the  wdes 

Which  some  pretend  to  trace  in  ladies'  smiles. 

The  debt  unsunk,  yet  sinks  all  it  rectivas. 

XCIII. 

C. 

'T  was  a  mere  quiet  smile  of  confemplalion, 

IndioaiivB  of  some  surprise  and  pily , 

Tha  fau'  Rlz-Fuike  seam'd  very  much  at 

And  Juan  grew  camaUon  with  Teialion, 

Though  loo  well-bred  to  quii  men  to  ttolr 

Which  was  not  veij  wise  and  sull  lass  witty. 

Her  laughing  blue  eyes  with  a  glance  Cvu 

Since  he  bad  gain'd  at  least  her  observation, 

The  ridtcnlaa  of  people  in  ail  places — 

A  most  important  outworli  of  the  city— 

As  Juan  should  have  linown,  had  not  his  senses 

By  lost  niglit's  ghost  been  driven  from  their  defences 

XCIV. 

CI. 

But,  what  was  bad,  she  did  not  blush  in  turn. 

However,  the  day  closed,  as  days  must  clos 

Nor  seem  enibarrass'd — quite  the  contrary; 

And  she  withdrew,  but  east  not  down,  her  eye. 

And  curtsying  off,  as  curlMea  country  dam 

llltle  p^e- 

1  know  not ;  but  her  colour  ne'er  was  high — 
Though  sometimes  jointly  flush'd— and  always  cli 

SCV. 
Put  Adeline  was  occupied  by  fame 
This  day ;  and  wetchmg,  witching,  condescendu: 

And  dignity  with  courtesy  so  biendmg, 

jts  all  must  blend  whose  part  it  is  to  aim 

Fspeciall]  as  the  siith  year  is  endmg; 


Which  she  went  through  as  though  it  were  a  danca 
(Betraying  only  now  and  then  her  soul 

ome  doubt  how  much 'of  Adeline  was  teoI; 

XCVII. 
iO  well  she  acted  all  sjid  every  part 
By  turns— with  that  vivacious  versatility, 
Fhieh  many  people  take  for  want  of  heart. 
They  err— 'I  is  merely  what  is  call'd  mobility,^ 
L  thing  of  temperament,  and  not  of  art,  ^ 
Though  seeming  so,  from  its  supposed  facility ; 
And  ^dee — though  true  j  for  surely  they  *ra  sinccresl. 
Who  'te  strongly  acted  on  by  what  is  nearest. 


Little  that's  great,  but  much  of  what  is  clevei 
Most  orators,  but  very  few  Unanciers, 
Though  all  Exchequer  Chancellors  endeavour. 


with  their  figures. 


The  pools  of  arilhmeti 

Who,  though  they  pr 
Fwe,  as  they  would  do  m  a  modest  way. 

Have  plainly  made  it  out  tiiat  four  are  three, 
Jud^ng  by  what  they  take  and  what  llioy  pay. 

The  Sbiking  Fund's  unlathomablB  spb. 


by  Google 


CANTO  XVI. 


DON  JUAN. 


CIII 

ex. 

Meanwhile  sneetAdelne  deserved  their  praiBes, 

And  full  of  sentiments,  sublime  as  billows 

By  an  impartial  indemo  Rualion 

Heavmg  between  lliis  world  and  worlds  bevond, 

For  all  her  past  e-icrlion  and  soft  phrases, 

Don  Juan,  when  the  midnight  hour  of  pillows 

Arrived,  retired  to  hjs;  but  to  despond 

Whinh  lorn'd  upon  their  lale  gueata'  miens  and  fates, 

Rather  than  rest.     Instead  of  poppies,  wiflows 

And  families,  even  la  lh«  last  relation , 

Waved  o'er  his  coueh  ;  he  meditated,  fond 

Their  hideous  mves,  their  horr  d  Eelvi.s  and  dresses, 

Of  those  sweet  bilter  ihoughts  which  banish  sleep, 

\nd  make  the  worldling  sneer,  Ihe  youngling  wee|i 

CIV 

CXI. 

Tnts,  the  said  httl&-'t  was  the  test  ihat  bruke 

Tb°  night  was  as  before:  he  was  undrest, 

Forth  into  universal  epigram 

laving  his  night-gown,  which  is  an  undress: 

Bui  then  't  was  to  ti  e  7  ur|.  ose  what  she  spolie 

Completely  "aana  eulolte,"  and  without  veel ; 

Like  Addison's  "  faint  praise     so  »oi  t  to  damn 

In  short,  he  hardly  could  be  ulolhed  with  less ; 

Her  own  but  served  to  set  off  every  jrko. 

He  sate,  wiih  feehngs  awkward  to  express 

Howswcfll  the  task  10  sh  eld  an  ab.ent  friend' 

(By  Ihose  who  have  not  had  auch  visitations), 

I  ask  but  this  of  mine,  lo not  defend 

CXII. 

There  were  but  tuo  escepiions  io  this  keen 

Aid  not  in  vain  ho  listen'd— HushI  what's  that? 

Skirmish  of  Bits  oVr  the  departed     onu. 

Aurora,  with  her  pure  and  plauid  mien. 

lie  powers!  it  is  the— ihe— the— Pooh !  the  cat! 

And  Juan  too,  in  general  behind  none 

The  devil  may  take  that  stealthy  pace  of  his! 

In  gay  remark  on  what  he'd  heard  or  sesn. 

Ss.le  silent  now,  his  usual  spirits  gone ; 

Or  tiptoe  of  an  amatory  Miss, 

In  vain  he  heard  the  others  tail  or  rally. 

Gliding  the  first  time  to  a  rendeivous. 

He  would  not  JQln  them  in  a  single  sally. 

And  dreading  the  chaste  echoes  of  her  shoe. 

CVl. 

CXIII. 

Tis  true  ho  saw  Aurora  look  as  rhou,.* 

Again  what  is  't  1  The  wind  7  No,  no,— -this  time 

She  approved  his  silence;  she  perhaps  mistook 

It  is  Lhe  sable  friar  as  before. 

Its  motive  for  that  charity  we  owe 

But  seldom  pay  the  absent,  nor  would  look 

Or  (as  rhymes  may  be  in  these  days)  much  moio 

Futiher ;  it  might  or  it  might  not  be  so ; 

Again,  through  shadows  of  the  night  sublhne. 

But  Juan,  Bitting  silent  in  hia  nook. 

When  deep  sleep  fell  on  men,  and  the  world  wor. 

Observing  little  in  his  reverie. 

The  starry  dariiness  round  her  like  a  girdle 

ret  siw  Ais  mueh,  which  ha  was  glad  to  see. 

Spangled  wilh  gems— the  monk  made  his  blood  cunJle 

cvn. 

CXIV. 

The  ghost  at  least  had  done  him  this  much  good. 

A  noise  like  to  wet  fingers  drawn  on  glass.' 

In  making  him  ss  silent  as  a  ghoat, 

Which  sets  the  teeth  on  edge;  and  a  slight  clatter 

Like  showers  which  on  the  midnight  guests  will  pas. 

He  gain'd  esteem  where  it  was  worth  the  moat. 

And  certainly  Autora  had  renew'd 

Came  over  Juan's  ear,  which  Ihrobb'd,  alas  ! 

In  him  some  feelings  he  had  lately  lost 

Or  hatden'd  ;  feelings  which,  perhaps  ideal. 

So  that  even  those  whoso  faith  is  the  most  greu 

Ar«  so  divine,  that  I  moat  deem  them  real:- 

In  souls  immortal,  shun  them  l6te-h-iete. 

CVIII. 

cxv. 

The  love  of  higher  things  aad  heller  days  ; 

Were  his  eyes  open?— 'Yes!  and  his  mouUi  too. 

The  unbounded  hope,  and  heavenly  ignorance 

Surprise  has  this  efTecl — to  make  one  dumb, 

or  what  is  call'd  the  world,  and  Ihe  world's  ways ; 

Yet  leave  the  gate  which  eloquence  slips  throogh 

As  wide  as  if  a  long  speech  were  to  come. 

Mote  joy  than  from  aU  future  pride  or  praise, 

Nigh  and  more  nigh  the  awful  echoes  draw. 

Which  kindle  manhood,  but  can  ne'er  entrancB 

The  heart  in  an  ejislence  of  ils  own. 

His  eyes  were  open,  and  [as  was  before 

Of  which  another's  bosom  is  the  lonu. 

Staled}  lus  mouth.     What  open'il  nejt?~lhe  d-ny 

CIX. 

CXVI. 

Who  would  not  sigh  Ai  o<  mv  Kufloi>£iav ! 

It  open'd  with  a  most  infernal  creak. 

That  hadi  a  memory,  or  that  had  a  heart? 

Like  thai  of  hell.     "Lasciate  ogm  speranza. 

Alas  !  /HT  star  must  wane  like  that  of  Dian, 

Vio  che  enlrale!"    The  hingo  seem'd  to  speak. 

Bay  fedea  on  ray,  as  years  on  years  depart. 

Dreadfid  as  Dante's  rima,  or  this  stanja  ; 

AnacteoB  only  had  the  soul  to  tie  on 

Or — but  all  words  upon  such  themes  are  weax  - 

Of  Eros ;  but,  tlmugh  Ihcu  hast  play'd  us  many  tricks, 

Hero— for  what  is  substuice  to  a  apiiit? 

Sullwe  respect  thee,  "Alma VenusGeniirii!" 

Or  how  is 't  moUei-  trembles  to  eoma  near  1  V 

Hoa=db,  Google 
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CANTO  XVI 


I  flew  wide,  nol  swiftly— but,  as  Rj 
sa-gulls,  wiib  a  steady,  eober  flight — 


ily  bright,— 


He 


St  began  to  awaken 


And  then  b 
Hia  own  inlemal  ghosi 

Within  huH,  and  to  quell  hia  corporal  qu 
Qindne,  that  soul  and  body  or  thewhala 
"Were  odds  against  a  disembodied  soul. 

CXIX. 
And  then  his  dread  grew  wrath,  and  his  wra 

And  ha  atose— advanced- the  shade  retn 
But  Juan,  eager  now  the  traih  to  pietce, 

Poliow'd;  his  veins  no  longer  cold,  but  '. 
Resolved  to  thrust  the  mystery  carte  and  t 

At  whatsoever  risk  oT  being  defeated : 
The  fihoal  a 


He  I 


CXX. 


in  silvery  showers 
:ry  of  the  hall : 
B  btavest  lowets 
is  thai  doth  appal. 


And  rather  variahly  for  stony  deatl 
Yfi  one  thing  rather  good  the  grave 

The  ghost  had  a  remarliably  sweel 
A  slra^ling  curl  showM  ho  had  beei 


His  other  an 
It  press'd  npon 

Which  beat  . 
Ho  found,  as  p 

That  he  had 
And  that  in  hi 
i>^ly  the  wall  it 


As  i^(  lurk'd  beneath  a  holy  hood ; 
A  dimpled  chin   »  neck  of  ivory,  stole 


And  IbcyrevesI'd  (alas  I  that  e'er  theyehould!) 
The  ohanio.n  of  her  frolic  araee— Fiti-Fuike  I 


CANTO  I. 

Note  I.  Stanza  V. 


Macassar."- See  t 


Notes.  Slanzn ciJviii. 
Is  it  for  ISiis  that  General  Count  O'ReiHr, 
Who  took  Algiers,  dsclarw  1  aaed  him  vlleir? 
Donna  Julia  hero  made  a  mistalie.     Count  O'RMlly 
■  jAIgiers— but  Algiers  Tery  nearly  look  him; 


and  hi 


id  fleet  n 


wilhgr 


credit,  from  before  that  city,  in  the  year  n—. 
Note  T.  Stanza  ccivi. 


CANTO  III. 

Notel.  Stanza  ilv. 

9  elloi  Ms^gatte:  adhtolt 


Note  2.  S 
is  Moorish,  and  the  1 


.    The  reader  will  per 


b,  Google 


The  bar  of  goW  abovo  tho  instep  La  a  mark  of  sov 
vreign  rank  in  the  woiuea  of  the  families  of  the  Dcyt 


This 


;  there 


e  four 


ir  to  have 

bairm  Lhis  profusioo  J  of  llieee,  three  v;eteEaghsh,lhi 
other  was  a  Lerantine.    Their  hair  was  gf  that  length 

shaded  the  pcreon,  so  as  nearly  »  render  dress  a  i 

perOuily.    Of  these,  oni;  one  had  darli  hair ;  the  C 

eotal's  had,  perhaps,  the  lightest  colour  or  the  ibur. 

Notes.  Stanza ciiL 


JVfUfmeni  of  St^tpho. 


npany  Ibr  soma  foreign  theatre  j  embarked  the 
Italian  port,  and,  carrying  them  to  Algiers, 
them  all  One  of  the  women,  returned  from  her 
ivity,  I  heard  sing,  by  a  strange  coincidence,  in 
uiL'a  opera  of  » L'ltaliana  in  Algieri,"  at  Yenii 
the  begirniiug  of  1817. 

Note  4.  Slanialixxvi, 
To  end  three  perfeotpipes  of  the  Oird  eai. 
It  is  strange  that  it  should  be  the  pope  and  lbs  s 
Bho  aro  the  chief  encouragers  of  liiia  branch  oftrs 
fomen  being  prohibited  ae  Bingers  at  Si.  Peter's 
Lot  deemed  trustworthy  as  guardians  of  the  harai 
Notes.  Stanza  tnlL 


he  fiver  to  the  road  towards  Forli.  Gaston  de  Foil 
rvho  gamed  the  battle,  was  killed  in  it;  there  fell  oi 
joUi  sides  twenty  thousand  men.  The  present  staU 
>f  the  pillar  and  its  «te  is  described  in  th«  text. 


CANTO  IV. 


This  is  no  very  gncommon  effect  of  the  violonoe  o 
conflicting  and  different  passions.  The  Doge  Franc! 
Foscari,  on  his  deposition,  in  1451,  hearing  the  lie 
of  St.  Mark  announce  the  election  of  his  successoi 
"  moumt  subiLement  d'une  h6morrha^e  cans6e  par  uo 
teine  qui  s'^data  diivi  l^  poitnne,"  (see  Sisniondi  an 
Daru,  vols.  i.  md  ii.)  at  ths  age  of  eighty  years,  mhe 
"  vjha  would  boht  thought  tht  otd  man  had  90  r/aich  blao 


e  Iwi 


of  the  I 


lixed  passions  upon  a  young  person ;  who,  hoi 
,  did  not  die  in  consequence,  ai  that  thne,  but  G 


Notel.  Stanza  iii. 
The  ccean  atreetn. 
Tnra  eipression  of  Homer  has  been  much  critieised. 
t  hardly  answers  to  our  Atlan^c  ideas  of  the  ocean, 
ut  is  sufficiently  appUeable  to  the  Hellespont,  and  Iha 
tosphorus,  with  the  ^gean,  uilersecled  with  islands. 

■■TheGianfseiave." 

"The  Giant's  Grave"  is  a  haghl  on  the  Asiatie 

hore  of  the  Bosphorus,  much  frequented  try  holiday 

arties ;  like  Harrow  and  Higbgate. 

Note  3.  Slania  Msiii. 


^Loation  alluded  ti 


looli  place  on  tha  eighth 

■eels  of  R ,  not  a 

Lca  of  the  writer.    The 


Must 


al  glares  of  sti 


dinner,  and  swear  that  Ihey  dht 
the  heller  for  it }  I  tried  the  experiment,  but  was  S 
the  Scotchman,  who  having  heard  that  the  birdi  call 
admirable  wheta,  ale  sii  of  Ihera,  a 
**he  Moj  '40  hwigri^  than  wAen 


NoleS,  S-anzi 
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raid  to 


Notes.  Slania 


lianil :   it  is  ainiosl  the  only  sign  of  bloo 
tQCTBCj  can  getiHrate. 

Note  9.  Stanza  csliii. 
Save  Sulrman.  the  gbrr  of  Ihcir  line, 
not  be  unworthy  of  lemark,  that  Bacon,  i 
on  "Empire,"  hints  thai  Soliimtm yiss  li 
line;  on  what  authority,  I  know  not.  Thai 

»  The  deelruclion  of  Mustapha 


iendiir^  to  be  denounced  as  the  deb' 

.frord  to  give  it  mote  than  .Mr.  Camsbdl  himself,  i 
vilh  a  high  reputation  for  originality,  andafamowl 
lannot  be  shaken,  is  the  onlypoet  of  the  lioiee  (cxi 

'      '  1  reproach)  with  having  written  too  fiufc. 


lelym. 


la  Turli 


m  Solyroiin, 

and  of  strange  blood ;  for  that  Solymus  the  Second  wai 
thought  to  be  suppoatiuous."  But  Bacon,  in  his  his- 
torical authorises,  is  often  inaccurate.  I  could  give 
half  a  dozen  instances  from  his  apophthegms  only. 

afler  bai  ing  ventured  tlpon  the  slips  of  Bacon,  to  toud 
on  one  or  two  as  trifluig  in  the  edition  oT  the  Briiisl 
Poets,,  by  the  juBlly-oelebrated  Campbell— But  1  di 
this  in  good  will,  and  trust  it  will  he  so  taken. — If  any 
thing  could  add  to  mj  opinion  of  the  talenis  and  lr\i' 
faeling  of  that  gentleman,  it  would  be  his  classical 
honest,  and  triumphant  defence  of  Pope,  against  th 
vulgar  cant  of  the  day,  and  its  eiieluig  Grub-street. 
The  inadvertencies  to  wKch  I  allude,  are,— 
Firstly,  in  speakulg  of  Anala/,  whom  he  accuses  ol 


1770. 


r«ISr  Mr.  Campbdi 

Secondly,  Mr.  Oarapbcll  aajf 
(notelDpaga35B,(Dl.7),that  '; 
IJowper  alludes  in  these  lines ; 

Built  Ooi  a  chxTrh.  iiui  laiijb' 
The  Calvinist  meant  Voltaire, 


n  hisbves  of  Sttid- 
tho  life  of  Cowper 


idtliechurchofPt> 

■esit  Volldro." 

li.  0.  quotes  Shak- 


mthel 


ivmg  bi 


CANTO  VI. 


Fact:   Souvaroffdld  lb 


CANTO  VIII. 


WORDSWORTH'S  T, 


ig-it-arms What  would  have 

!-apolien  people  diBooverad  such 

Note  3.  Stanza  xi 

WoBpfinteil  Gropf.  aithouEh  his 


a  friend ;— "  TAfre  is  /mw  / 


by  Google 
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leS.  Staniasiv. 

Toverb  sap  Ihat "  Hell  is  paied  nilh 

aneiliBeDven.FrLarBaeonl 

^  to  have  been  discovered  bj  Ibis 

Notes.  Stanza Iiiii. 
Yom"ronin,o"»s»ii,if™v.ar- 

"His  fortune  swells  him,  it  is  rank,  h9 
SirGi!es0ve™ach;MissiBaER.-S6e 
Ui  Pay  Old  Ikhis." 

'ANiwivi^ 

to  7.  Stanza  xlrii. 

Qse  much  bigbcr  thsn  emsa  blade). 

CANTO  X. 

t  twQ  feet  high  above  the  level. 


A  kind  of  couplet ;  Tor  ho  was  c 


Notol.  Stanza  i. 

Query,  A'sj  ?— Phibiek's  Devi 

Note  e.  Siania  vl 


lor  some  days.    When  thus  engaged,  (he  Prodigal 
was  never  once  oat  of  my  mind ;  and  I  sighed,  as  I  fed 
the  dogs,  over  my  bumble  situation  and  my  n ' 
hopes."— JmBTiai  qf  a  Sdikr  of  the  71j(  Regt.  <li 


Note  4.  SlaniBxIvii. 

And  hsd  juBl  buried  <be  Giir-f^ced  Liniliol. 

lis  was  the  "grande  passion"  of  the  grande  Ca 


Query,  ami  ?-Phikter'9  Devil, 

Note  3.  Stanza  iviii. 

BalEonnie's  Bris's  Hick  »a!i. 

The  brigofDon,  near  the  "auH  loun"  of  Aberdeen, 

is  in  my  memory  as  yesterday.  I  still  remember,  thougo 
perhaps  1  may  misquote,  the  awful  proverb  which  made 

delight,  being  an  oniy  son,  at  least  by  the  mother's  side. 
The  saying,  as  recollected  by  me,  was  this— but  I  havt 
never  heard  a  seen  it  since  I  was  nine  years  of  age  ;— 


A  metaphor  taken  from  the  "forty-horse  power"  of 
L  steam-engine.    TJiat  med  wag,  the  Reverend  S.  S., 

vards  that  his  dull  neighbour  had  a  ^^tmdv^parion 
lower"  of  cODversat^on- 

Note  6.  Stanza  nxvi. 


Note  7.  Stanza  Iviii. 
Which  ea>e  hei  duh«  the  ericeleiB  name  of  "  Bicon." 
In  the  Empress  Anne's  time,  Birea  bet  favourite  as 
umed  tlie  name  and  arms  of  tho  "  Birons  "  of  France, 
.hioh  families  are  yet  extant  with  that  of  England, 
'here  are  still  the  daughters  of  Courland  of  that  name ; 
ne  of  tliem  I  remember  seeing  in  Bnglaod  m  the  bJesBeo 
ear  of  the  Allies— the  Duehess  of  S.— to  whom  tho 


ingiisl 


ssofS— 


enteJni. 


H.rod  by  Google 
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Note  8.  SlanzaLdk 

mg  the  "  drapery"  of  an  "  taHadiered"  but  "preUy  vii^ 

ginitiea"  (like  Mis.  Anne  Ppge)  of  the  Om  day,  which 

The  sreaiBt  number  flo.h  halh  e.o.  fenowi. 

us  now  been  some  years  yesterday : — she  assured  ms 

Si.  Ursula  and  her  eleven  thousand  virglna  were  still 

that  the  thing  was  common  in  LondOT ;  and  as  her  own 

extant  in  181G,  and  may  be  so  yat  as  much  as  ever. 

thousands,  and  blooming  looks,  and  rich  simplicity  of 

array,  p!)t  any  suspicion  in  her  own  ease  out  of  the 

Note  9.  Slaniat.™. 

question,  I  confess  I  gave  some  crodit  to  the  allegation. 

Who  bnlchcr-d  half  the  earth,  and  hullied  f  othsr. 

India.    America. 

could  quote  both  "  drapery"  and  the  wearers.    Let  us 

hope,  howerer,  that  it  is  now  obsolete. 

Notes.  SiauMlx. 

CANTO  XI. 

Shcnld  let  itself  be  snuff'd  out  br  an  article. 

Note  I.  Stania  xix. 

"  Divioffl  particulam  aurE." 

Who  on  a  tark,  with  bUck-esed  Sal  (hk  blowing) 

8o  Drimo,  (0  awoll.  so  nutti',  nod  so  knowlcs  1 

CANTO  XII. 

it  unnecessary  to  translate  Ihe  ahore  good  and  true 

English,  spoken  in  its  original  purity  by  the  select 

Note  I.  Stanza  xii. 

mobility  and  their  patrons.    The  following  Is  a  stanza 

Gives,  with  Greek  tmlh,  t}»  good  old  liieek  the  lia. 

nf  a  song  which  was  very  popular,  at  least  in  my  early 

See Mitford's Greece.  "Grffiiaa Fernj."  Hlsgreal 

,wya:- 

■■  On  die  high  lobi-»picD  flsBh  tho  muzils. 

spelling  oddly,and  writing  quaintly;  and,  what  is  slranga 

alter  all,  hU  is  the  besl  modern  history  of  Greece  in  any 

You'll  bahobblod  in  mahiog  a  Clont. 

Then  your  Uo»In«  will  wai  lallowa  haughty, 

When  Ae  hesnofrout  scair  miBlaka, 

Shs'll  »urel,  tun,  .nitch  fo,  the  forty. 

wrath,  and  partiality.    I  call  the  latter  lirtnea  in  a 

That  her  Jack  may  be  teanlar  weight." 

writer,  because  ihey  make  him  write  in  earnest. 

If  there  be  any  gan'mSLH  so  ignorant  as  to  require  a 

NoleS.  Stanza  mvii. 

pastor  and  master,  John  Jackson,  Esq.,  Professor  of 

A  liazy  widower  turo'd  of  forty  'a  sura. 

Pugilism ;   who  I  trust  still  retains  the  altength  and 

symmetry  of  his  model  of  a  form,  together  with  his 

g<H.d  humour,  and  athletic  as  well  as  menial  accom- 

Notes.  Stanza kiiii. 

pliahmehls. 

Like  Russiang  tuahing  from  hot  baths  10  snows. 

St  James'sptlBCoiiidsrijmwV'Helli" 

The  Russians,  as  is  well  linown,  run  uul  from  lhe» 

"  Hells,"  gaming-houses.    What  their  number  may 
now  bo  in  this  life,  I  know  not.     Before  I  was  of  age 

hot  baths  to  plunge  into  the  Neva :  a  pleasant  praedoal 
antithesis,  wluch  it  seems  does  them  no  harm. 

1  knew  Uiem   prolly  accurately,  both    "gold"  and 

Noted.  Stanza Imadl, 

"silver."    I  was  once  nearly  called  out  by  an  aequMot- 

The  world  to  ga™  open  those  nonhem  lights. 

ance,  because  when  he  asked  me  where  I  [bought  that 

For  a  description  and  print'  of  this  mhahitant  of  tht 

his  soul  would  be  Ibuod  hereafter,  I  answered,  "In 

polar  rc^n  and  native  country  of  the  aurora  borealia 

Silver  Holl." 

see  pAKEy's  Voyege  in  se^>A  <tfa  iVflnft-WeM  Pa. 

This  luhiect  quote. 

sage. 

NoleS.  Stanza kMvi. 

As  Pbiliii's  son  pmiioied  10  do  wiUi  Alhos. 

"Anenl"  was  a  Scotch  phraSe,  meaning  "concerning," 
"  with  rogard  lo."    It  has  been  made  English  by  the 

beotch  Novels ;  and,  as  the  Frenchman  said-"  If  it  be 

™t.™gn((oie  English." 

A  sculptor  projected  (ohew  Mount  Athos  into  a  statue 
of  Alexander,  with  a  city  in  one  hand,  and,  I  believe,  a 
river  in  his  pocket,  wiUi  vatious  other  similar  devices. 
But  Aleiander  'a  gone,  and  Athos  remains,  I  trust,  ere 

Note  A  Stanza  iUj. 

long,  to  look  over  a  nation  of  freemen. 

The  milliners  who  lumi^  "draperr  miwei.  ■ 

-  Drapsry  misses  "—This  term  is  probably  any  thing 

Bsn  but  a  tnt/tlen/.    It  was  however  almoel  so  ta  me 

CANTO  XIII. 

when  I  fast  returned  from  the  East  in  181I-I812.     I- 

nea™  a  jretty,  a  hl?h-bom,  a  fashionable  young  fe- 

Note I.  Stanza  vii. 

male,  wall  inslruolod  by  hor  friends,  and  furnished  by 

her  milliner  with  a  wardrobe  upon  credit,  lo  he  repaid. 

Right hcaestlr.  ■■heliksdanhooMlhaler." 

when  fflamsJ,  hy  the  hu^b^d.     The  riddle  was  first 

"Sir,  I  like  a  good  haler."-See  the  Life  ef  D, 

X191I  lb  me  by  a  yung  and  pretty  heiress,  on  my  prajs- 

Johnson,  etc 

b,  Google 


Notes.  Slanzahsii. 
Ifleirnot,  "  Your  Dane"  is  onsoriago'aCatalogui 


"Mrs.  Adams  answered  Mr.  Adams,  that  k  vi-as  blas- 
phemous to  lolk  of  Soriplure  out  of  ohuroh,"  Thij 
dogfua  was  broached  to  her  husbaod — the  best  Chri^ 
lian  jri  any  hook.     Sua  Josfpk  Atjdri 


NoK 


II  would  bare  taught  him  humanity  at  least, 
lentiniental savage,  whom  it  is  amode  ID  quote  (amongst 
Iho  novelists)  lo  show  ihair  sympatJiy  for  mnoceni  spMts 

thfat  legs  b;  way  of  e«periraenl,  in  addition  to  the 
of  angling,  tha  cruellest,  the  coMesI,  and  the  stupi> 
of  pretended  sports.  They  may  talk  about  tlie  beai 
of  UGlure,  but  Ihe  angler  merely  thinks  of  his  dish  of 

streams,  and  a  single  tile  is  irork.  to  him  more  than  all 
the  scenery  around.    Bosiites,  somo  Gsh  bite  hoe 
rainy  day.  The  whale,  the  shark,  and  the  tunny  fishery 

fishing,  trawhng,  etc.,  are  more  humane  and  useful — but 


"Oneorthebes(menlo> 
alc-minded,  generous,  and  ex< 
an  angler 


a  good 


iie,de 


?,  he  angled  wil 
pamted  ities,  and  would  have  been  mcapablo  of  tti 
extravagances  of  I,  Walton." 
The  above  addition  was  made  by  a  fri«ni!  in  readiti 


le  MS.— "Audi 


CANTO  XIV. 


ise :  for  though  ^^  the  horp 
arle  a  gap,  through  which,  ai 
e  field  niighifoLow. 


at  on  ag^n  ;  and  lo  good  pur. 


jr  HoKACE  Walfole's  Lellea,  I  (hink 
that  somebody  regretting  the  loss  of  a 

we-ed  by  a  universal  Pylades:  "When 
to  the  Saint  James's  Coifee-houee,  and 


having  he 


eoftbesa 


Bkind. 


irW.D.ivasagreatga 
e  etubofwhieh  he  was  a  member,  he  was  observed  to 
ok  melancholy.  "  What  is  the  matter,  Sir  William  )'• 
ied  Hare,  of  facetious  memory.  "Ah  I"  replied  Sir  W. 
I  have  just  fcji  poor  Lady  D."  "iosf.' What!  ol— 
hdnte  or  Hazard  ?"  *vas  the  consolaicry  rejoinder  of 


iing  from  petty  causes  in  the  | 
itics :  "  You  see  by  this,  my  sot 
n  the  kingdoms  of  the  world  ar 


CANTO  XV. 


I  say,  that  I  mean,  by  "  Diviner  still,"  Christ.  If  ever 
GodwasMan— orManGod— hewasiwA.  I  never  ar- 
raigned  his  creed,  but  the  use — nr  abuse — made  of  it. 
Mr.  Canning  one  day  quoted  Christianity  to  sanction 
Negro  Slavery,  and  Mr.  Wilberforce  had  litUe  to  say  m 
reply,  And  was  Christ  crucified,  that  black  men  might 

to  give  both  colours  an  eqaal  chance  of  freedom,  or  at 
least  salvation. 

Note  a.  Stanza  jctv. 


of  years;  whichbinha  (as  Mr.Hulme 
ally  arrive  "  in  a  little  flock  Uke  those  of 
IS,  all  within  the  same  month  perhaps." 

presented  as  a  remarkably  flourishing. 


di„  Google 
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Jacob  Tofisoo,  according  to  Mr.  Pope, 

Note  4.  Stanza  livi. 
While  inm  Luculltii'  ro^t  triimiihiile  mi 
(Thare ',  fame)^oans  panridge  fillela,  d 

Ad;5h"^]aLiicullus."    This  hero,  who  conquEred 
the  Eaal,  haa  left  his  mote  tastended  celebrity  to 
tranaplsxlation  of  cherries  (which  he  first  brmight  i 
Europe)  and  Ihenomencltduraoraome  very  good  diet 

not  dona  mora  sarviee  to  mankind  by  his  cookery  thi 

bloody  laui^ ;  besides,  he  has  contrived  to  eajn  celel 


Note 


abviii. 


Ilobbes;  who,  doubting  of  his  own  soul,  p^d  1 
nphment  to  the  soda  of  other  people  ea  to  decl 
sir  tisita,  of  which  he  had  some  apprehension. 


CANTO  XVI. 
Note  I.  Stansa  x. 


Notes,  Stoma jdiii. 


I  think  that  it  w<a  a  carpet  on  which  DiogcjieE 
with—"  Thus  I  trample  on  the  prida  of  Plato !"-—"  With 
greater  pride,"  as  the  oihet  replied.     But  as  carjidi 

nisgivea  me,  and  it  might  be  a.  robe,  or  tapestry, 
lahle-cloth,  oTBome  other  eipensiva  and  uneyaical 

Note  3.  Stanza  sW. 


jmewhat  surfeilad  with  g  sitnilar  display  frsiu  lbtffl|n 
u-ts,  did  laJui  indecaro-js!/  break  thn-Aigh  the  ap- 
lauffas  of  tM  itAtiJi%er,^  ^.ivlieiea.— tptelligent,  I  mean, 
!  10  masio, — for  Ita  wtnJj,  besider  btjng  in  recondho 
nguagM  (il  was  some  years  before  the  peace, 


,  and  while  I 
^ere  rerely  disguised  by  the  performi 

implehallal!"    Ro 


collegian)- 


—Ihiai 


ni  will  go  a  good 


day.    Who  > 

cessor  of  Mozart  1  However,  i  Elate  Ibis  with  diffidence, 
as  a  liege  and  loyal  admirer  of  Ilahan  music  in  general, 
and  of  much  of  Rossmi's:  but  we  may  say,  as  the  con- 
noisseur did  of  painting,  in  the  tricar  of  iFafcySeW, 
"that  the  picture  would  be  belter  painted  if  ihe  painter 
had  laiien  more  pains.  ^' 


II  inscribed  in  this  instance)  on  the  sea  walls  between 
Adriatic  and  Venice.  The  walls  were  a  republican 
rk  of  Ihe  Venetians ;  the  inscription,  I  believe,  ini- 
ial,  and  inscribed  by  Napoleon. 


Notes.  StanzBlx, 


Note  8.  Stanza  J 


oh  "mobilil*,"  I  am  not  sure  that  mobiiitj 
(  hut  it  is  axpressive  of  a  quahty  which  rathei 

extent  in  our  own.  Il  may  he  defined  as  an 
susceptibility  of  immediate  impressions— .^t 
time  without  hnng  the  past ;  and  is,  though 
apparently  useful  to  the  possessor,  a  most 
1  unhappy  altributa. 


A  noise  like  lo  wet  fineets  drawn  on  s)o=s. 
the  account  of  the  ghost  of  the  uncle  of  Princa 
s  of  Saiony,  raised  by  Schroepfer— "  Karl—Karl 


a  by  Google 


IThe  foUowing  productions  of  Lord  Byron's  pen  were  not  putliihed  dm  ing  his  life ; 
and,  TBith  the  exception  nf  two  or  three  of  them -wkich  were  attributed  to  him  upon  Kacertain 
grounds,  {key  have  jnade  tkeir  appearance,  for  the  frst  time,  in  Mr.  Murray's  recent  and 
mithorilative  editiim  of  the  Life  and  Writings  of  Byron.  From  that  work  they  have  been 
earefvUy  selected,  and  added  to  the  present  volume,  with  a  vievi  of  rendering  it  in  evE'j 
respect  a  complete  edition  of  Byron's  Poetical  Works.] 


^intu  Ctom  ^oritcc. 


Baw  eiia  eiow  eei 
Or.  should  some  1 


le  brlef-'liecoma  obEcnre; 


(Like  patriot  epeEChEs)  bal  lo  paltry  ends; 
And  nonssnse  in  a  lofly  note  goes  down, 
As  pertness  pasaea  with  a  legal  gown : 

The  clear  brook  habbliog  Ibroajh  Iho  joodly  plain; 
Hmnano  capili  cervieem  plclor  eqainam 


cS^^ile.  Fiaonas,  isK 


iiniique:  profeBsua  grandin.  target: 


^milium  el 


I. vod  by  Google 
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For  gBltigaikiDB  Sluwibeai 


:l,  skilful  in  his  cb< 
lioughls,  and  DiusLc 


Nor  Aljgbi  fipplause  ^vjll  candid  pe 
To  him  nbo  rumJxllea  a  wsnling 
Tben  fear  not  if  'tis  neeilful  to  pr 


ics  Ihey,  by  forca  of  rbyme  and  fore 


.a  Ibreala  flhed  their 


Nan  magis  esse  velim.  qnam  pntio  vivers  nan 
SpectaniSiiD  Digria  oculis  nigro^ue  capilLo. 


Ut  jaia  nunc  dicat,  Jam  nan 
Pleraque  dlfibrst,  et  prssena  in  wni 
Hoc  amet,  hoc  Bpatnat  promisai  car 
'-  —       -■'-- n  lenuiB  caulusque 


RsddiderltJunelDra  m 


H  fbcCaque  nnper  t^hebnnl    .  _...,  ._ 

.Kisco  fonts  cadani.  parte  detoiltt.    Q,nid  auteni 
OeciUa  Plautoqao  dabit  Romanua.  attemptum 
Tiigllla  VaricHfue?  ego  eur,  acqulrere  pones 
EH  posaiun,  Invideoii  cam  lingna  CittaniB  et  Enoi 
Sennanam  pMtiiiili  diraverit,  et  nova  lernm 
Nomina  pululeiill    Llcuit,  Kmperque  licebit, 

Dt  SilvB  foiita  pronP"    miit.ntii/ 1 1.  mHio' 

El  juven.aiD  ritn  florsnl  modo  naia,  viganuiue.' 


Tboiigh  swamps  su 

bdued.  Bad  mnrahes 

Tbe  hoavy  plnughi 

are  and  tiie  yelK 

And  rising  pons  a 

.ng  the  busy  ahoi 

All,  an  fl,ua.  psri! 

half  preserves  the 

True.  iBino  decay. 

Thnugh  tboK  ahal 

sink,  which  now 

a,  whose  shifting 

Our  \ik  and  langn 

ge  must  alike  Ob. 

Thu  ininiorUL  w 

ri  which  gods  an 

hich  holds  011  Belicon  the  higlier  rank? 

iaiiric  rhyme  lirst  sprang  from  selfish  spleen, 
in  douhl— SCO  Diyden.  Pope,  Bt.  Patrick's  deaa.f 
JIank  verse  is  now.  wilh  one  codaenr,  allied 
.  Tragedy,  and  rarely  quits  her  side. 


mulavil  iniquum  fruglbus  amnis, 


B  impariter  Junetia  qiierun  lua 

BD  eiiEiioB  elegoe  etniee  t 

let  certant.  et  adhue  sub     dl 


Masa  dodlt  tIdlhuH  diraa.  ^pueroaq      d 
Et  pngilem  .Tictnreni,  et  eguatn  eettaci!        pntn  a 


H.,r,:db,  Google 


HINTS  FROM  HORACK 


To  ■  holldwine  Hotspur"'  a 
'T«  not  enoueh.  Jo  bonis. 
To  polisli  poems;  thcf  muEt 


Wbiche'er  may  pisase  you— aoylliin;  but  sleep, 
TLe  poel  claims  our  Uars;  but,  by  his  leave. 


,or  sigh  nor  i 

a  serious  fact 
iropst  piQce. 


worn  wiib  use,  of  laie  would  fain  dispense 
'aise  a  lai^h  nilh  anytbing  but  nit. 


d^nirrrat 

m,  iHena  uilu 

,  ai.1  impelli 

Komani  loile 

t  eqnilBfc  psditaque  tachi 

JIUU 

Colcbua  an  Assyrins;  Thebis  nulritus,  an  Arsix. 

A'll  fimaiQ  cequers,  out  libl  conventenlia  ^njs. 
Scrlptor  honoratum  si  forte  cepnis  Aebillem: 

ait  Medea  ferox  invitlaque,  flebiliB  fto; 
Perfldua  Ision;  lo  vaga ;  Iiistis  ptasles ; 

Personam  fonnar«  noTam;  servelur  ad  imum 
CtuaiiH  ab  tneepto  pcosesscrit,  el  albt  constel. 
Difficile  est  propria  comtnuoia  dicore;  tuque 

Quam  Hi  proferre*  ^iiola  indieiaque  piimui. 


ilhor  lliey  seelt  applause 
lraWi."Lyln8Vaiet,"f 

andering  ■*  Peregriue,"  o 


Mall 

it  appear  as  i 

It  ^ight  ha 

et«». 

you  aspire 

to  draw. 

male  furies  in  y 

re  piann-d, 

elh's  lierce  dam 

is  ready  to 

'or 

ry.  for  good 

or  evil. 

f  a  new  design 

you'date  ess 

ay. 

And 

freely  wander  f 

en  way, 

True 

ts,  till  all  b 

e  past, 

r/e  consistency 

"T 

s  hard  to  venlu 

e  where  our 

betters  foil, 

And 

yot.  petdiance, 

A  bacfcnej'ri  plot,  ih 

n  choose  a 

Vet 

opy  not  I03  tim 

Miy.  but  rec 

rd. 

justly,  thougbl 

for  IhouEbt 

«or 

race  your  proto 

niy  fi.i!oiv  whi. 

praise. 

kless  fnlo  m 

Tot 

d  of  111  wh 

En 

out  fiiEl  score 

re-fjr  God's  sa 

ko  don't  beg 

■A>v 

■qke  a  louder  an 

pray,  what  foJlo 

WB  from  im 

boiling  bra 

nks  la  Soutbey 

Whoso  epic  mouota. 

s  never  fail 

Un 

de  padem  jirofer 

e  podor  vet< 

1,  aut  open 

?' 

jt«°m^Frikm 

cantabJ,  et 

d  dignum  lanto 

ferel  hie  f^ 

imiiesor  hiat 

,nlo"™Krhrc 

qui  nil  mo 

turiueptel 

c  mlh),  Hnta, 

iruin  eapte 

moret  hDmlnn 

B  multorum 

!lSt,'™Ci 

Antiphaten.  acyltamque,  el  com  Cyclope  Chorybdim. 
Nee  redhuai  Dfomedis  >b  tutetitu  Meleagri. 
Nee  gemino  bellum  Ttojanum  orditur  ab  ovo. 


«tiy  w^bcd  up  frr«  Ibc  bitbn^^HTa  U  Lin  ngk«  wHE  SiidOiht,  CotlK 
SDd  p^^  dt.j^'  E«a  itlait  un  1  ifllUiii^mjliiliellcr  timn  Stot. 
cut,  UK  vDiwmurfai  DflBr]HHlTlH,*wa  It  aot  idilrrBBd  Ea  djhi  il»U 
FDoBinr.    Hr-l^nnBd  bvUHrrnliitdJfflnlHtttaucodiikr:  iHil  lb 
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Ill's  firat  diaolKdiencE  nnd  ihe  ftuil" 

taaven,  and  hnilea  fclio  witH  Ihe  ma%. 
ths  mMst  of  things  He  liasU'na  un, 
re  ivJtnFKS'd  nil  olrearLy  dons ; 

BB  each  page  iipptovea  upon  the  sight. 

lOke  from  brtghtrBss,  but  from  darfeiiesa-^ghl; 

iith  and  fiction  with  Bucii  nrt  compouncia, 


W<j  I 


n  would  fienee  lie  public,  deign  to  hear 
WhHl  MothcH  Ihe  (nany-.ieacleil  monjtet'a  enpi 
If  vouc  heart  triumph  when  tbe  hands  of  tUl 
Aiiaaa  in  thunder  at  the  curtaio'.  fi.11.^ 

WJiile  varying  man  anii  varying  years  upfoW 
I.ift'a  little  talc,  so  oft,  so  vainly  told. 

Ills  pranSs.  his  prat*,  his  playmates,  end  his  playaj 
Till  lima  at  length  the  mannish  tyro  weana. 
And  pmiienl  vice  oulstlips  his  lardy  loensl 
Beliold  him  ftoshman)  forced  no  more  lo  groan 


'  Hu  flies  from  T— v--l's  frown  to  "F(i 
By  pugilistic  pupils  and  by  bearat,) 


•sMowfl 


pare  my  precepts,  though  they  pTeai 

'        ]  nvhat  is  done  is  rather  seen  tlian 
nany  deeds  preserved  in  history's  p< 


ilied  'tis  surely  hetter  to  lelrenih; 
The  gladiatorial  gnte  we  teach  to  flow 

And  And  Sinai]  sympathy  in  1>eing  siclt. 
Not  nn  the  alage  the  regicide  Macbeth 
Appals  an  audience  with  a  iDonBtcb's  death: 


Bl  plauBorla  ogee-ai 


tkninia  cen 

pet  cent,  and  smiles,  or  vainly  frets, 

Vciehs  we 

and  wisely  what  to  sell   or  hny. 

;oniph>le  ii 

all  iile's  lesfons-but  to  die; 

spiteful,  doting,  lard  to  please. 

every  lime,  save  limes  like  these; 

Crazed,  que 

ilnus.  forsaken,  half  fiirgot. 

Bough  with  his  eiders^  wilh  hie  equals  rash. 

A5 

alter'd  heroine.  Johnson  sought  to  slay- 

Civil  10  sharpers,  prodigal  of  cusli; 

saved  Irene,  hut  half  dumn'd  the  play. 

(Heaven  be  praised !)onr  tolerating  times 

Stin 

Unread  [unless,  «nee  books  beguile  disease, 

Lewis'  self,  Willi  ail  his  sprilea,  would  qnuk* 

The  l>-i  becoioea  his  giassige  to  degrees); 

To 

FoolM,  ^llaged,  dunn'd,  ha  wastes  his  lerm  away. 

Beca 

use,  in  scenes  exciting  Joy  or  grief. 

And,  ni.eipoird  peihapi,  retires  M.A. 

We 

flathe  the  action  whicli  exceeds  heilef: 

Master  of  artsi  as  hctk  and  cMiX  proclaim. 

Where  scarce  a  blackle?  hears  a  hrifhier  namct 

Wh 

se  postscripts  prate  of  dyeing  "heroines  blue* 

Launched  into  life,  ellincl  his  early  fire, 

out  your.  acts.  I  pray,  with  mortal  man; 

Marries  Bit  money,  chooeea  friends  Hjr  rank. 

Buys  land,  and  shrewdly  trusts  not  to  the  Bank; 

Mus 

open  ten  trapdoors  for  your  escape. 

Bemper  ad  eventnm  fesliaati  et  in  medias  res 

0 

udet  equls  canibusquB,  et  aprici  gramine  campi 

Noil  secus  ac  notas,  aiidllorem  rspil,  et  quie 

Desperul  ^aetata  nilosceia  powe,  reiinquit; 

U 

liuih  tardus  proiisor,  prodiguB  fftis. 

Vel  quod  res  omnes  limide  gelideque  ministii 
Dilator,  spe  longus,  inets,  avidusque  futori; 
Dilhcilis,  quieruius.  laudator  lemporis  acti 
9s  puem,  oastigator  eensorqua  minorum. 
Miilta  ferunt  snnl  vanlslitea  inmmoda  secum 


^1^."— frvuidA  Lift  <^  JcAnwn, 
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ing  hy  his 'owh  "encure;" 
I's  Alley,"  Jostlal  by  Ihe  b. 

rough  Ihe  nighl.  nor  lasle 


(What  hnrm,  if  David  danced  before  11 

rinproving  years,  wilh  [liinge  no  loiige 
Produced  blilhe  Punch  aod  merry  Mad: 
■in  wilh  fcBls  BO  lewdl' 


Tisi 


ling  peer  I 


fngl  who  jiardon'd  none,  nor  spared  il^  beat, 
lurcli  nor  atale  escaped  his  public  sneers, 

?e!  loves  a  IniiBb  miial  sigh  for  Foole. 


i  smile  n  folly,  if  we  can'l  al  wil ; 


Aut  t'n'avem  Pragne  venatur,  Cadinua  in  angu. 
ttundcunque  oslendis  mihi  sic,  increrfulua  odi. 

"'"'  """"  iisi  dienurvindica''nodiiB 


qniTii 


,'  ^vere  (wn^  ntdWal  Chrtaou^  by  nnrthi  (u  Ihfl  eo^  pm 
1  dnimlh  pcmiia  n«Te  nlitlllT  Adtm,  Alar.  I^cJhiIi.  Sa^t,,  Via 


lief  WB9  forin'd  before 


E'en  now  111'  aonga  of  Bolyina  beii 
Faith  eanlB,  terplei'il  apnlngial  of  i 


s  youthful  ecloipies  of  our  Pope  t 
PhililB'  fkutta,  of  dilTerent  kind, 


Offeni 


Nee,  el  quid  ftlcli  cicerii  nobat  et  nucis  emlor. 
iBquis  Bcoipianl  ■nlmlB,,  donantve  corona. 

Syllaba  longs  breri  giil|]ecla,  vocaiur  iamlinB. 
Pea  cituBi  unja  etJam  trlmelris  acwscere  Juffilt 


Z^'j-:-^ 


UtJII..- 


iriHl>cli>el  Fend,  tht^'CDppHriiitAlB.''iD 
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o  naaly  tor  a  cily  knighll 


Quplet  Lopii'd  two  final  feet; 
t  than  Ihe  longer  line, 
jves  n  faiDurlte  of  the  Nim 


iVhalE'er  their  falliea,  nod  their  foulta  beaide, 

ir  do  they  merit  sligbt  Applause  viiho  chooso 
I  Bnellsli  Kubject  for  ed  Enelieh  muse, 
Id  leave  to  mlods  which  never  dare  ir.vent 
each  flippancy  and  German  lentlment. 
here  ia  that  livinj  language  which  coulil  claim 

oald  slop,  liKo  FopE.  10  poliah  by  Ihe  way) 


To  gain  the  paltry  saffiagH  of  "• 
Or  prune  the  spirit  of  each  darir 
To  fly  torn  error,  not  lo  merit  | 
Ye  who  seek  finish'd  models,  i 
By  doy  and  night,  lo  read  the  w 
Bui  our  good  Iklhera  never  heni 
To  Heathen  Greek,  eontent  with 

Were  satisfied  with  Chaucer  and 

Yet  whether  right  or  wrong  the 
It  will  not  do  to  call  our  falhon 
TliouBh  yon  and  I,  who  eruililel, 


Aut  Dpere  celerii  niminra,  curaqiia 
Aui  Iguorata  premll  orila  crimlne  1 
Von  qulviflvidet  ImmodulaU  poei 
Et  data  Romanie  venia  sm  iniHsna 
Iddrcone  vag9r,  Bcrlbamqi 
ViearoB  peceata  patent  mea:  latue. 


.   Voa  exemplaria  Gnecn 

At  vestri  proBvl  PlaaUnog  et  nunKr«  ec 
[:HDdBvara  nira;  nlni)iin>  potlealer  utrumque, 
Nr.  diMm  atulte.  mlmtl;  a  modo  «ia  et  voa 


^ulte.  mlmtl;  a  modo  «ia  el 
tannra  lejildo  aeponers  dicto 


n  [dauBtria  vaidne  poemata  Theepla. 
iiMx  miierant  agerenlqufl  peruneli  'AMihue  nra 
foM  liunc  personit  dsllBque  repertor  honeiiB 
'/Bs'rliylus  el  modida  Inatrarit  pulinta  tignis, 
El  oncuK  magnuinque  loqui.  nlilque  cnihiirnn. 
aatensail  vetua  Bis  comoidla.  nnn  sine  miilla 


Who  soon  detect,  aod  mark  where'er  w^  fail, 

.critus  himself  waa  not  bd  bad ; 
Illy  ilumgki,  but  ^ou  would  make,  ua  tnadl 
t,  truth  lo  any,  most  rhymers  rarely  gimnl 
list  that  ridicule  they  doom  so  buti; 
irson  negligent,  they  wear,  from  aloth, 
Is  of  a  iveek.  and  nails  of  annual  growth-. 


lid  boy 

shall  hunt  your  hardship  up  and  do 

in  spring  (lite  Bayea)  before  I  writ 

this  1 

no  scribbler  with  a  madder  style; 

Tonsnti  Ucino  cbnim^til.    < 


iivCiiJ>^glc 


HINTS  FROM  HORACE. 


ThouBfi  m 
Tih  Jusl  H> 
Lei  every  li 


To  friend  and  camitiy,  and  to  jmrdon  foes; 


Babe  of  a  city  liirlli  I  from  siipence 

■'  A  gtoal.'C"  Ah.  ijravo  1  DJek  hath 
ile'll  ewell  my  fifty  thausand  [o  a  I 
They  whose  young  Botils  receive  I 
■Tis  elear.  are  lit  for  any  lhln[  but 


Ould  Jece 


id  alal  fotiiietqii«  poetam^ 

Qui  didiclt  patriffi  quid  il«hesi,  et  iiiiid  ainida; 
Quo  ait  aoiore  parens,  qno  ftatsr  unandai,  el  hospei 
aund  sit  conecripti.  qood  Jodlda  oadum;  qua 
Partes  in  beJlum  mlasl  duels;  ills  ptofeeto 

ReEpieere  eiemplir  viUE  maruniqile  jubebo 
Doctum  imitatorem,  et  vivat  hlnc  ducete  voces. 
Interdum  epecioso  locis,  moralaque  reele 

Musa  loqul,  pi 


n  longia  ntionilius  v 
lortsi  ceDlDm  didneen 
li,  K  de  qnlnennco  rei 
quid  nperal?  polecat  din Ibbo— Trie 


Romani  puen  longia  ntionilius  isaeni 
DiHGunE  IB  portal  ceDlDm  didneere:  dicat 
^Filiua  Albini.  K  de  qninennco  remote  cat 


augtit  hut  elegance  dispense, 
lal  bord  for  «][  is  Rt 


y  thine  ba9  fbults.  m 


aulhor,  spits  of  foe  or  l>iend, 
advice  loo  mucli  tO  mend. 

angs  the  same  discordant  siring. 

1  quarter,  hoivsoe'cr  lie  sing. 

•b  fate  o-ertaHe  him.  vijio.  for  on 

play  too  dashing  fer  a  dunce: 


lie  do  lei. 


nbldi  Iv  Int,  nd  M^'dam  Mb  buijlEL-^'ody 
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Though  all  deplore  nhea  Milton  deigns  to  dozi 
IQ  s  long  worn  'Lis  fair  lo  Bteal  tEpow, 
As  piauKu,  ao  Bhall  poems  lie;  some  aland 


B,  worse  Ihan  Turks, 


Ajain,  my  Jcffrcyl- 

Fires,  such  as  gentle  C 
When  Southerns  wiilli 
Ot  mild  Eclectita,"  wh 
Would  rob  pODE  Faith 
Aut  homana  parum  cavlt  natiirs.    Quid  ergo? 

Eidetur,  chorda  nui  semper  aherrat  eadem : 

iDdignor.  qumdoqus  bonus  dorniitat  Homerus 
Varum  operi  tongo  fast  est  obrepete  EoniJiuDi. 

Fineeris  ad  rettuni,  el  per  te  aapis;  hoc  libi  dictu 

Becte  CODCedi :  consuUua  Juris,  et  actor 
natisaruni'medlociis  abest  virlute  diserti 
Messsls,  nee  soil  quantum  Cassellius  Aulua: 


«b«llBi  )iiihEm>  H  id^  kid  In  cgMta  ni^n»bl9t,i 

uri rf  I liU MinSlSi.  J At*ud  ■SiSr>kia< >l>Mi  ■>» jnl  ibkI 
>natDiMnis,'|Mrilldiii>icr>iiaiinn  baitl  m  Ibt  brmi.  Ibrtni 
(Km  ta^w  ivl  >  UK  AH 'El^^^di  n^  inri  Urilr  jn- 
B^j^m^UK^^  m^OuSlBll  j^'bT!^  iS^^  b  ibi 
M,wmw»,alrlwiw^  IdaUtaw^Aril  bililirHUlhH|Eb 


■sAlbuiTlBldll  uraairuto^IiK  liiinDC.  •TiaiuabnK 
■FwttoftefWlft  iKaBb&ItlatotbBibnvi^'udinr.iBlliiiCnilf- 
-■-^•- — " — < inDDicliKk.'IbiildniKtBaatlbwlmiliirs' 


ofvfA    Iau^«a1bfl•l^all*^tb■l,  paUlaDuHl 
■n.SiiiL«liaTR>iDid«iKboiildba  EDE&Scd  la 


My  faloou  fiies  a 

Mighliosl  of  all 

Arise,  my  Jeffrey 

Inhuman  Sa.on 

Hast  thou  no  v( 

If  uniffovoked  Ih 

pon  for  my  dating  deed! 

.who  never  .pared  a  foo  J 

Hast  thou  no  wi 

Ih,  or  Wish  to  give  il  Ten 

es,  dunces  by  descent! 

Is  il  fbt  Ihii  on  Ilion  t  have  slood, 

And  thought  of  Homer  less  than  Holyrood 

My  hale  untravell'd,  fondly  tura'd  to  thee. 


woo  that  anger  whicli 
What  llieni—Edina  starves  sod 
To  wrlle  an  article  thou  cansl 


then  be  half  a  crime, 


Why  not  J— shall  I,  tliii 
For  rotten  boroughs,  ni 

And  lived  in  ft-eedoni  c 
Who  left  me  heir,  with 
To  aU  their  ioaxBe,  ea( 
Whose  Ibrm  and  pedigr 
Shall  I,  I  say,  si 


Besides  all  this,  must  have  some  genius  loo. 

Be  this  your  sober  judgment,  and  a  rule. 

And  print  not  piping  hoi  from  Southey's  Khool, 

Id  libi  JtuUlium  est.  ea  mens;  si  quid  tamen  ;>ltm 
.  Bcripiena,  In  Helil  descendant  Judicls  aurea. 

Hembranla  intus  posilis.  delere  licebit 

Quod  non  edideris;  ncEcJt  vox  missa  reverti. 
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Who  (ere  anolher  Ttaalaba  appeanj, 

Rum  all  you'r  laEl  liiree  worfta— and  half  Ihe  lit: 

Thiwjl.  "Maiioc."  ivith  '■PiM!elle,"t  insKaii  of  P< 


ih  much  Bpp^ause^ 


Included  kingdoms  in  tho  cum  of  souls. 

And  old  TjTlaiua,  wbeii  Ihe  Sparlaus  wa 
(A  liinpine  leader,  iu[  a  Igfly  batd.) 
Though  Witird  Ithome  had  resisted  long, 
Reduced  Ihe  fortresa  by  the  force  of  sopg. 
When  oracles  prevaii'd.  in  limes  of  old, 


ir-  SnuUiBy  hv  UlalJ'  liw 


(d^F  ihe  en  if  »«■  1>  inuliTlii  TiMlk^  collHUd  I  bud;  of 
lrqlih]riBakfln(iiilv<«OKB«taniUklauidJiHatn*diEh>,T«iaind 
Ibm  ibW Dia  ttttftnial  ■  hBdlv«^ sA  at bsl (Iubs «£^iii4 
>u>  Urce  «iuto  wivuTilk  la  bid  UkB  IbiMp,  wtkb  proni,  oa 
:niuliy,u  biilHKMr.'biiBivtliilsoit,  lU"Bl«rtly  d( ilulifai" 
i*u  ■»  gtbt.  thAt  tt  tB  nnw  dBH  bwi  hnu^  o^lkHwIi  HBH  laainblD 
llal  it  fi  utUi  nnnBt  mpcuM  il.lUaii>ii  Shm  puDr  pnalw 
ChbIiiII.    bAta  tf  KBSTttliBBannB^liiqiuAbnngUlD  fHidlflt^ 


EnJii,  E^iH^dTCAlnr^Vtll  oFOuDbrb,  flva  of  Acn,  Dm  B 
■nd  Tom  Thtimb  Oh  Ot^,  an  0*  uaihb  ftflha  lirdta  Jum^  — 
Jihl^arePpivftawWaHlawlHUuiiof 8t.BqNkbn>.  TbennHAd- 
HEfbrKlcd QUO hitLeBnIA  court,  TlMpdibBflDiiijBlT4A^  tbs  nm^r^ 
■ihl  all  line  pDblUmwiU  b4  nbnaflud  ttfrlbsBb 

riiilMr,9oulli(VhMBdUi^Mtbe«CDntoCKehAni"ulBTil]i«i 
UmiibUui.  $tbitT,l(lniiBddiqd1>anlli»xHu<aiiidieII,ud 
niidi  absn  S«lllB^  HiHiivlliibiniT  BUInitrni  b><alitta  lum,  in 
EdInlMiEli  ^ubI  ll'iUn'  al  wtlclCbr  On  bl,  Baattj  l>  Bdlbi)  "  „. 
Krand  poelkAl  t4inrii>u  of  II*  dnr."  Bit,  n  ■UDHd  thout lif  U  GAD  IM  aa 
•ml ^areiotpnMuba thinned  halen  el  Hie  ldnl,«m|b  Ibei 

cil  u  q^ll  keep  b3  11ieneeJn«'i4oall^  Dnrly  ttnuid  "rwaa  ■dd.r 

But  -nwlBrliiir  Ibi  laijl  ticuBi  tlen^         ' 

Tfc  Irk  m  inn  didud  In  Iki  ililb  iKini^liii  of  EiKlid  t " , 

tatbeln>ntleiDBC>'ACB,DB  h  eqKl  teiC-uid  BC,  coEunira  la  hoili  i 
he  lin>  lidSTDBTB^  UB  e^  >D  fte  In  A^  OB,  euh  ID  ach,  end  U> 
iKl«  mc  iiAIHl  to  flnuHto  ApRi  aeRAiTD,tbe  ban  TIC  n  oquil  lalbfl 
bw  AB,  BeJ  tbB  UhiId  £ffiC  Ofr,  anAeri  BHial  Id  tbe  b^uula  ACB, 
Uir  bn u  Ibi CRirivn'Ueli •  dns4°liiVTIie eUUr <i(  ttiidiDbiir^ 


n  Hist  she  feeli  affiight. 


ough  without  genius,  and  a 


with  unruffled  fuDe, 


e  follow'd  Music  through  lier  faithesl  flight! 


(Theu  PhtBbus  first  thund  credit  ia  a  bank ! 

Fool  on,  as  fluent  as  an  Orpl"i>'  liead;^ 
Daain'd  all  tUeir  days,  ihey  posthumoiisiy  t 


Alas  I  woe  worth  llis  scribbler!  o^en  seen 
la  Harnlug  Post  or  Monthly  Magazine. 
Tfiere  lurk  ills  earlier  lays;  but  soon,  hot-presl, 

DIctuB  Ob  hoc  lenlre  ligrea,  rabidoa^ue  leonea; 

Saia  rnoTere  sono  tesludinis,  et  prece  bland'a 

Pabllca prtvalii  ae'eernere;  sacra  proftnle; 

Op^da  moliri;  leges  incidere  ligno. 

Sic  honor  at  nonen  divinis  vatiliue  aique 

VenlbuB  exacult;  dictiB  ft'  cormina  sortes: 
El  Vila  taomtrala  Yla  ealiet  gratia  legum 
Pieriis  leptBta  modis;  ludosque  reperius. 

Sit  libi  Haaa  ^™  aolera,  et  eanlor  Apollo. 

Nalura  fiaret  laudaUls  carnwn,  an  arte, 

Quesiciun  eit:  ego  nee  ■tndium  slue  divJte  veil 

Altera  poaeit  upein  tea,  et  conjutat  amice. 
Qui  (tudet  optalam  cursu  conlingere  metatu, 
Hulta  tulit  leeitque  puer;  audavil,  et  alsil; 
Abnlnull  Venere  et  vino:  qui  Fythia  cantat 
llbieen,  didldt  pHue,  eitlmuilqne  wagittruni. 
Nunc  salis-Bse  diiisBe;  ego  mirn  pnemaia  p^tng 
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3  shamo,  ot  «rh 

is  »pl«n  ot  gra 

:J  Eliglit  has  r( 

croB3-d,  some  ji 

IP  tiEri  Epeecb  you've  iani  lo  frown 


Then  beit  so;  and  may  his  wUh 

ring  bays 

Bloom  freali  in  salire,  lliOugh  Ihc 

1  Sleep  and  stink. 

Tlie  dullest,  SaUesl  weeJs  on  Lei 

urn  springing  itp^-ai^s  f.^m  the 

uggish  mould. 

Re,  (what  they  »fver  were  befor. 

■  of  the  snrtl- 

A.I1  but  one  poor  dependent  pries 

(Ahl  iDa  tcgatdlesB  of  lile  chapla 

"■«  )'»«'"  ') 

ripHI  Loft  loHi#  Hv  flmfenim  ia  hia  pHfua  to  two  »(r  of  p4B1a 

pil^  MFcun^i-lilUi  IH  wiUBl  Um  puMlc  to  IiT  <« :  liul  IlK  line  i>f  a 
tvjBlrTov>aD«a'-^tol^  ■'WDiii4flU4wbiae>'A'u  mbiiaToaJI  Ihla- 


ln«  uinBd.tfHlflll  InTaJJDtlnE  Iw  ha  dU  Airlu  ■Tutqivall'in,  le^vtnx 
wdiM.  inll<n)intiil»iir'aeiiiilu"iDiri!rdnlUun.  Ilu  nil,  iF 
d*  doal  likB  ABHIla]  tnlvf,  tnrl  oiaiia  bnli  n  k  itLOMBMkiDg  ^pln, 
•HTda  villi  W  Ito' !!■(««"  MM  ri(*ily  M  Htluy  l»f  bM.  I»a 

(am.  Biillliklittalai>tlIiiTlundiiM'fcr,b|riiibiBiialiif  hiitarl- 
VThalAwlljlflill^vlHlbiraHHr.drtf^dBiTSinalilDbH^DEft  op  Id 


lisod  at  the  I 
for  ■  little 


11  Ihc  floor  echoes  his  emphatic  foot 
leu  sits  again,  then  rolls  his  pious  e 
<  when  the  dyinj  viear  will  not  die 


mild  the  loity  thyme. 


Hnc  (aiehal)  i>t  hoe:  melius  le  poeae  negares, 
Els  terqne  eipertum  ftnstra.  delere  juhehat, 
Et  mala  (omatoi  Inendl  reddere  vereus. 
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And  crass  whole  pages  wilh  hia  plaguy  pen; 
!Jo  malter.  Ibrow  your  ornaraenls  aside— 
Bauer  let  him  Ihon  all  the  woild  deride, 


Nor 

I"1   R 

donhi 

ohnr 

re  one 

erse 

Yo. 

riHini 

3h  food  for 

Irinlrh 

.r  ihe  I 

void 

ady 

ilV 

r  placfiT 

an 'a 

yea 

uger 

O'er  hedge  and  ditch,  through  unfreq         d 

Calpabit  el  duroa;  incomptis  allin  m 

TranBverso  ealamo  slgnum ;  ambi  d 

Ornnmentai  parum  tiaris  lucem^  ^    eo^ 

KM  AV"aXu3;'nec'diceTco"r%"     in      i 
Offendaio  in  nugia?  hffi  nuga  sort    d  6e 


ic  aum  mblimee  venat  nicWlur, 
veluti  memlls  Inlsntna  deiUdtl 


interilum.    Deue  immortalie  habeti 
pil  EmpertuileB,  ardenlem  riigidos  J 


tlnd  ftie  "  wuKrt'i  ire  Iha  onlv  [uriUDilt  ptopta  wlB  CIB  "Sj"  fra 
ain.!  all  a.  rat.  ill  tlia.ua  lufiittiber.  ri>if»''LilBi.ijriiirf,'l»iD 


B 

e  and  rhymester,  for  do  go 

d. 

lUn 

3. 

■.."Sleapl  into  the  Thames' 

An 

efore  be  it  lawful  through  the  tow 

bardli 

poison,  hang,  or  drown. 

es  the 

ilended  suicide  receivea 

anhs  fr< 

m  him  who  ioaltiea  the  life 

y,  luad  poets  must  not  lose 

1  death  they  fceely  chooso. 

1*0 

iF. 

efa  conscience  as  a  eiirae; 

IDosod 

«ilh  vi 

drams  on  Sunday  ha  was 

buno 

got 

ihild  0 

n  cansMtaled  graundl 

F  Dbea  to  the  ql 


.f^S^i^  m££?  £  te^^  li^^iui  % 

mnl^' u  UHtlH,  lad  iid  mr  n^l  Id  <bi  Iris  Dt  Ltdi  til  roinlniHh'i 

brt  Hie  d' OH  Dulnv  «d  THli  iH  iHdi  BoniH.  01  Al  ^bvnfl  ■'iDflr? 
prlern  nW  pobtnr  ^  m  Ti"'^'^,  t^SccV^ii  fi  M 
bin  dill^di^aiiiclaUlliDmnHdllDdlTfaiidiiiiitlnpiimwU 
piiinlilB^>  Bdir,  DuIb-i  "a  gritUOcOi  it  OtlUc  miHuNuiisit  « 
ar^teni  qH  hnl  Ib  bcv^  B*d  EnrtiiUff."   Vd^  il«  Ss^n^  onlidoB 

iiMi^UliniiB  pinil  un  UiRiUU^K^^S^S^Lli^H  ^[^ 
AfrjjBvi  itOvwarJa, ^  Ls  LwuSiiuM Dflmwittf'.  iDAia  fdi  i^^MniK*  b 
din€MbBM;*«ytTKai»flOyjMSM,MMtafeigil  jHre  lunnHO, 
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EtrtiUtonsi  to  ttie  ^onvu  ot  StrlenesiEj. 

[Theie  were  soveral  editions  of  the  Hours  of  Idleness  published  in  England;  but  no  one  ol 
ttem,  tinli!    tlial  of  1839,   contained  all  tlie   pieces  which  properly  belonged  to  that   cullecUuD 
Tha   following,  when  added  to  those  in  front  of  iJie  book,  malie  up  the  complete  number.] 

ON  A    DISTANT  VIEW  OP  THi:    VIJ.LAGB   AND 
SCHOOL  OF  HARROW  ON  THE  HILL. 

Ye  scene,  of  my  childhood,'  whose  iov^d  recollection 
Embillers  the  present,  compared  wUh  the  past; 

Where  science  ilrat  dawn'd  nn  the  powers  of  refleclinn, 
And  ftiendshipa  wcr«  fonn'd  loo  romantic  to  la&t; 

or  comrndes  in  friendship  and  mischief  allied ; 
Which  tests  in  the  bosom,  though  hope  is  deniedl 

J^in  I  revisit  the  hillji  where  we  sported, 
The  streams  where  we  swam,  and  Ihe  fields  wiiere 
we  fought; 

The  school  where,  loud  warn'd  by  the  bell,  we  resorled, 
TVi  pore  o'er  the  precepls  by  pedagogues  taught. 

Again  I  behold  where  for  hours  I  have  ponder'd. 
As  reclining,  at  eve.  on  yon  tombstone  I  lay; 

Or  round  the  sleep  brow  of  tile  rJiurchyard  I  wnnder'd. 
To  catch  the  last  gleam  of  the  sun's  settlug  ray. 

While  to  swell  my  yonng  pride  such  applauses  re- 

I  foncied  that  Moesop  himself  was  ouli^one : 
G. 
Or,  as  Lear,  I  pour'd  forth  Ihe  deep  imprecalinn. 

By  my  daughters  of  kingdom  and  reason  deprived; 
Til,,  fired  by  loud  plaudits  and'self-adulalion, 

1  regarded  myself  as  a  Garrick  revived. 

Te  dreams  of  my  boyhood,  how  much  I  regret  you! 

Unftded  your  memory  dwells  in  my  breast  ; 
Though  sad  and  deserted,  I  ne'er  can  forget  you ; 

To  Ida  fall  of!  may  remembrance  restore  me. 
While  fate  shall  the  shades  of  the  future  unrolll 

More  dear  is  the  beam  of  the  past  to  my  soul.  ' 

0. 

But  11,  through  the  eourse  of  the  years  whicA  await  me. 

Some  new  stsne  of  pleasure  should  open  to  view, 
1   will   say,  while  with    rapture   the   thought  shall 
elate  me, 
*"Ohl  such  were  Ihe  days  which  my-sfancy  knew." 

laofl. 

TOD. 

In  thee  I  fondly  hoped  to  clasp 

A  friend,  whom  death  atone  could  sever; 
Till  envy,  .villi  ma  11  gn ant  grasp, 

Deiachd  Ihee  from  my  hreasl  for  ever. 

3. 

True,  she  has  forsed  Ihee  from  my  breasl; 

Yel  In  my  liearl  thou  keep'st  thy  seal; 
There,  there  Ihino  image  still  must  rest. 

Until  that  heart  shall  eeaae  lo  heat. 

And,  when  the  grave  restores  her  dead. 
When  life  again  to  dust  is  given. 

On  ihy  dear  hreasl  I'll  lay  my  head- 
Wilhoul  thee,  where  would  be  my  heaven  ? 

Let  Polly  smile,  to  view  Ihe  names 
Of  Ihee  and  me  in  firiendship  twined ; 

To  love,  than  ranft  with  vice  combined. 

And  though  unequal  is  thy,  fate. 

Yet  envy  not  tliis  gaudy  state; 

Our  souls  at  least  eongenial  meet. 
Sine,  woilh  of  lank  supplies  the  place. 

REPLY  TO  SOME  VERSES  OP  J.  BI  B.  TIGOT,  ESQ 
ON  THE  CRUELTY  OF  !I1S  MISTRESS. 

Why,  Pigot,  complain 
Of  this  damsel's  disdain. 

Yet,  believe  me,  a  sigh 
Will  never  obtain  a  coquette. 

a. 

Would  you  teach  her  lo  iove? 
For  a  time  seem  lo  rove; 
Al  iirst  the  may  (town  in  a  pel; 

She  shortly  will  smile,' 
And  then  you  may  kiss  your  CMfuDtta 
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3. 
Far  such  are  the  aits 

Since  Iho  bal inbreathing  kiss 

TJier  lliink  oil  our  homaee  s  delil; 

Can  sach  wonderful  transpoita  produce; 

Since  the  "world  you  fotgel, 

When  your  lips,  onea  have  met," 

And  humbles  the  proudoEt  cDquelW. 

My  counsel  will  get  but  abuse. 

S. 

And  lengthen  your  chain, 

'Tia  true,  I  am  given  to  range: 

If  again  you  sholl  sigh. 

If  I  rightly  remember, 
I've  lovsri  a  gooil  number. 

Yd  there's  pleasure,  at  least,  in  a  Chang.. 

s. 

a. 

If  stilt,  from  Mae  pride, 

This  whimsical  virgin  Ibrgeti 

To  humour  a  whimsical  fair; 

Though  a  smile  may  delight. 

Yet  a  frown  won't  aflWghl. 

And  laugh  Hi  Ihe  little  conuelte. 

Or  drive  me  to  dreadful  flespair. 

For  me.  I  adore 

While  my  blood  is  thu>  warm 

I  ne'er  shall  reftnn. 

And  love  them  moat  dearly;  Inil  yel, 

Though  my  heart  they  enllirni. 

Was  my  iiasaion  so  pure. 

Did  Ihey  ad  like  yout  blooming  coquette. 

Thy  miaiiesa  would  think  me  a  fhol. 

No  longer  repine, 

And  if  I  shoulit  shun 

Adopt  thie  design. 

Every  woman  for  one, 

And  break  ihrougli  her  slight-ivovcn  net; 

Whose  image  must  nil  my  whirte  breast— 

Away  with  deapair, 

Whom  1  must  prefer. 

No  longer  tOrbear, 

And  sigh  but  for  her— 

What  an  inaulc  twould  be  to  Ihe  rcsll 

Then  quit  her,  ray  ftiendl 

Now,  Strephon,  good  bya; 

Your  boBom  defend. 

1  cannot  deny 

Ere  quiM  with  llor  snares  yoa're  lioael: 

Lesl  your  deep-wounded  bean. 

Is  pure  love  indeed. 

Bbmild  leaa  you  lo  curae  Ibe  coquette. 

For  it  only  consists  in  Ihe  word. 

TO  MISS  PlGtyC. 

Your  pardon,  my  ft-iend. 

Who  lo  women  deny  Ihe  soul's  ti.lura  existence 

Ifmy  rhymes  did  offend, 

Could  Ihey  see  thee,  Eliio,  they'd  i-wn  Iheir  ietac 

And  this  doctrine  would  Dioel  with  a  general  rosu 

From  fiiendsbip  I  Mrove 

Bui  I  ewear  I  will  do  bo  no  more. 

Had  Ihcir  prophet  posaesa'd  half  an  atom  of  ecnlc. 

He  ne'er  would  have  women  from  paradise  diive 

Since  your  beamiful  mairl 

Instead  of  his  houris,  a  flimsy  pretence, 

Your  Han.B  has  tepairt. 

With  women  alone  he  had  peopled  hla  heaven. 

No  mora  I  your  folly  regre!; 

Of  this  quickly  reformed  coquette. 

Not  content  with  depriving  your  bodies  of  spirit 

With  souls  you'd  dispense;  but  this  laat.whocou 

Yet  still,  I  raust  own. 

hear  m 

d. 

From  youi  verBea.  what  else  she  deservtrl 

Aa  your  fair  was  so  devilish  reserved 

■■  Though  women  are'anjels.  yel  wediock-a  the  itovU 
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l.rJEa  WRITTEN  IN  "LETTERS  OF  AN  ITALIAN 

ON  THE  DEATH  OP  A  YOUNG  LADY 

NUN  AND  AN  ENGLISH  GENTLEMAN.   BY  J.  J. 

KOUBaEAO.    FOUNDED  ON  PACTS." 

■'  Away,  awayl  your  flattering  srti 

Uush'd  are  the  winds,  and  still  the  evening  gtot* 

May  now  betray  some  sioiiHtr  hsarlB; 

Not  e'en  a  aephyt,  wanders  IJirough  the  grove. 

An  J  you  will  smile  at  llwir  Oelieving, 

Whilst  1  return  to  view  my  Margaret's  tomb. 

And  Iliey  shall  weffji  at  your  deceiving." 

And  scatter  flowers  on  the  dust  I  love. 

Within  Ihis  narrow  cell  reelines  her  clay. 

Dear.  Bimple  Bi'l.  ^bnse  Haltering  arts, 

The  King  of  Terrors  seized  her  as  his  prey. 

E»iBt  bul  in  imaEination,- 

Nol  worth,  nor  beauty,  have  her  life  redeemed 

Mere  phantoms  of  thins  own  creation  ; 

For  he  whn  .iewB  that  witehing  grace. 
That  perfect  form,  that  lovely  face. 
With  eyes  admifing.  oh!  believe  ma, 

OhI  could  that  King  of  Terrors  pity  feel, 

Ha  nesef  wishes  to  deceive  thee: 
Once  in  thy  poliBh'd  mirror  glance. 

Nol  here  the  mourner  would  his  grief  reveal, 
Nor  here  the  Muse  her  virtues  would  relate. 

Thou 'It  there  descry  that  elegance 

Which  from  oui  sei  demands  auch  praieea. 

But  wherefore  weep?  het  matchless  spirit  soers 

Beyond  where  splendid  sbincs  the  orb  of  day; 

Then  he  who  lella  thee  of  thy  beanly, 

And  weeping  angels  lead  her  to  those  hewers 

Believe  me,  only  does  his  duly: 

Ahl  Sy  not  from  the  candid  youth; 

It  is  not  flattery,— 'lis  truth.                        ^^ 

Ah]  no,  fiir  fly  from  me  altcmpls  so  vain. 

THE  COBNBLIAN. 

ni  ne'er  submission  to  my  God  refuse. 

No  speaoiis  splendour  of  this  stone 

Yet  fresh  the  memory  of  that  beauteoui  f^ce; 

With  Igslre  ouly  once  it  shone. 
And  hlnahes  modest  a>  the  giver. 

Still  Ih.'y  call  forth  my  warm  afleetion'a  tear. 

'Biin  in  my  heart  retain  their  wonted  jiace. 

Seme,  who  can  sneer  at  f-iendehip's  lies, 

Yet  still  the  simple  gift  1  priie,_ 

For  I  am  .ure  the  giver  loved  mo. 

1- 

Since  now  the  hour  is  come  at  last. 

He  offer'c!  it  with  downcast  look. 

When  you  must  quit  your  aniious  laveri 

As  fearful  that  I  might  refuse  itl 

Since  now  our  dream  of  bliss  is  past, 

One  pang,  my  girl,  and  all  is  over. 

My  onlU  ftar  should  be  to  loB^  it 

Alasl  thai  pang  will  be  severe. 

This  pledge  Biienllvely  I  vie>vM, 

And  sparkling  as  I  held  it  near. 

Methought  one  drop  the  stone  bedcWd,! 

Departing  for  a  dislanl  tHore. 

And  ever  since  I've  loved  a  tear. 

3. 

Well:  we  have  pass'd  some  happy  hours. 

Still,  to  adorn  his  bumble  youth. 

And  Joy  will  mingle  with  our  tears : 

Nor  wealth  not  birth  their  treasures  yield; 

When  thinking  on  these  ancient  towers, 

The  shelter  of  our  infbnt  years; 

Must  quit  the  garden  for  the  field. 

Tis  rot  the  plant  uprcar'd  in  sloth. 

Whii*  beauty  shows,  and  sheds  perfume ; 
The  flower,  whieh  yield  the  most  of  holh 

Where  from  the  golhie  casenienfs  height. 
We  view'd  the  lake,  the  park,  Ihe  dale. 
And  still,  though  tears  obstruct  our  sighl, 

In  Nature's  wild  Imurlanee  bloom. 

We  1  ngcring   oo    a    as       rewe  . 

Had  fortune  aided  Na'ture's  care, 

O'er  fields  through  which  we  used  to  ran. 

For  once  foi^etting  to  bo  blind. 

And  spend  the  hours  in  childish  play; 

His  would  have  been  an  ample  share. 

?f  well-pioportlon'd  to  his  mind. 

Reposing  on  my  breast  you  lay; 

S. 

Bui  had  the  goddess  clcaily  eeen. 

His  form  Had  fii'd  ber  ficfcle  breast; 

Forgot  to  scare  the  hoVrtng  flies. 

It  dared  lo  gite  your  sltimbering  eyesr 

.Google 
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10. 

At  least  from  guilt  Shalt  thou  be  ftee. 

No  matron  ^all  thy  shame  reprovu; 

ee«  .here,  high  waving  »-8r  the  p»r*. 

Though  cureless  pangs  may  prey  on  pie. 

The  elm  I  tlaiubefd  for  your  sake. 

8. 

.'.::lzLT;rz^':z.-''- 

TO  CAROLINE, 

wuh™r'hi:M;;m.h=;=;.in 

THiSK-sT  thou  1  saw  thy  hoauteous  eye» 

'™e"a:s"rlf'';Ta''/iVrer"''' 

And  henid  iinmnvefl  thy  plenteous  sighs. 

When,  lorn  from  all  yaufondVloTeri, 

Vou  bid  a  long  adieu  to  psacs. 

Though  keen  tlie  grief  thy  teari  expr?nt. 
When  love  and  hope  lay  both  o'erlhrii 

n: 

Thi,i,lhedeepe8lofour'woea. 

Yet  still,  my  girl,  (liis  bleeding  breast 

For  Ibi.  these  lear,  mt  cheok.  W=w; 

Tluobfd  with  deep  sorrow  as  Ihine  ow 

nUs  is  oflove  the  final  close. 

Oh,  God.  tho  fondest,  U..  adieu  1 

But  when  our  cheeks  with  anguish  glow 
When  thy  sweet  lips  were  Joiu'd  to  im 

The  tears  thai  from  my  eyelids  flow'd 

TO  M.  S.  G. 

Were  lost  in  those  that  fi'l!  ftoin  thine 

WMmB'ER  1  view  thoai  lipg  of  thine. 

Thou  could'st  not /eel  my  burning  iheek 

Thy  guslilng  (ears  bad  quencb'd  Its  lis 

And  as  thy  tongue  essay'd  to  speak. 

In  sighs  alone  it  breathed  my  name. 

Whene'er  I  dream  of  that  pure  lirean, 

And  yat,  my  girt,  ws  weep  in  vain. 

lu  vain  our  fate  in  sighs  dci^ore; 

Bat  that  will  make  us  weep  Ihe  more. 

"3, 

Again.  Ihou  best  beloved,  sdieut 

Ahl  if  thou  canslo'srcome  regret. 

ret  I  conceol  my  love,  and  why? 

Nor  lot  Ihy  rami  past  Joys  review,— 

I  would  not  force  a  painful  t«ar. 

Our  only  hope  is  to  forget  1 

rne-er  have  told  .y  love,  ,ettho. 

And  shall  I  plena  my  psasion  now, 

WiiES  1  hoar  you  eiptess  an  affection  m  wa 
Ne'er  think,  my  beloved,  that  I  do  not  bet 

7e- 

''"l/'nf^'rt.'prL^i'det:-"" 

For  your  lip  would  the  soul  of  susfucion  disa 

And  your  eye  beams  a  ray  which  can  novel 

decelv* 

By  any  ties  bijl  those  divine,  ' 

Mine,  my  beloved.  .ho„  ..e-er  .halt  he. 

Yet  siHI.  this  fond  bosom  regrets  while  ador 
Tliai  love,  litie  the  leaf,  must  fall  into  the 

war. 

That  age  wilt  come  on,  when,  remembrance,  d 

plotlr-i 

Let  it  «,».«Me..ho«  Shalt  not- know; 

With  Joy  1  conrt  a  certain  doom. 

Rather  than  spread  its  guilty  glow. 

^T^ll'auCn^'lhls'ri^cks'mTs'twa^e'^hin 

to  lh> 

When  a  fewTilicr  hairs  of  those  tresses  ren 

Bining. 

Esther  ,hah%uoh  .  si  ng  impart. 

4. 

a 

•Tis  this,  my  beloved,  which  spreads  .gloom 

Ye:s  I  yield  those  tips,  for  which  I'd  hrave 

More  thau  1  here  shall  d^re  to  loll : 

Though  I  ne'er  shBli  preaiime  to  arraign  in 

Thy  inn™.n«i  and  mine  to  s.vo,- 

Which  God  has  proclaim'd  as  the  fate  of  Ids  ci 

1  bid  thee  now  a  last  farewell. 

In  the  death  which  one  day  will  deprive  yo 

uofm. 

Vesl  yi^td  that  hreast,  to  seek  despair. 

Mistake  not.  sweet  sceptic,  the  canse  nl  emo 

loi. 

No  iloubl  can  the  mind  of  your  lover  inva 

All.  all -=pro.ch,"hu.  thy  disgrace," 
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3- 

BiiL  ss  JpBlh.my  beloved,  soon  or  late  shnll  o-crlolm  ns, 

if  Apollo  should  e'of  his  assistance  refuse. 

Or  the  Nine  be  disposed  from  yout  service  10  rovs 

giow. 

Invoke  them  no  more,  bid  adieu  to  the  muse, 

Will  sleep  in  the  grave  till  the  Hast  shall  awako  us, 

Wl.oii  calUne  Uie  dead.  In  earth's  bosom  laid  low: 

«il  then  let  us  drain,  while  wo  may,  draughts  of 

Though  ptudea  may  condemn  me,  and  bigoU  reprove. 

pleasure. 

I  court  the  effusions  that  spring  from  the  heart 

Whid,  from  passion  like  outs  may  uncoasinBly  flow: 

Let  as  pass  round  the  tup  of  love's  Mies  in  tlill  measure. 

And  quaff  the  contents  as  out  nectar  l«low. 

Your  shepherds,  your  flnclis,  those  ftnlastical  themes 

Perhaps  may  amuse,  yet  Ihey  never  can  move; 

What  ate  visions  like  these  lollw  firsl  liiss  of  lovef 

TO  CAROLINE. 

Oiil  cease  to  afiirm  thai  man,  since  his  birth. 

Onl  when  shall  the  g'S^'e  hide  for  ever  my  sorrow! 

From  Adam  till  now,  lias  with  wtetchedness  sltove 

Ohl  when  Shall  my  «,ul  wing  her  flight  from  this 

Some  portion  of  paradise  still  Is  on  earth. 

elayl 

riie  pteaenl  is  hell,  and  the  coming  to-morrow 

7_ 

Bui  brines  with  new  lottaie,  the  curao  of  to-day. 

past- 

From  my  eye  flows  no  tear,  ftom  my  lips  ftll  no  curses, 

Pot  years  fleet  away  with  the  wings  of  ihg  flovo- 

I  Llasl  not  the  flends  who  have  hutl'd  me  from  bliss; 

For  poor  is  the  soul  which  hewalling  rcheareea 

Out  sweetest  memorial  the  first  liiss  of  love. 

[te  querulous  grief,  when  in  anguish  lilie  Ihis. 

TO  A  BEAUTIPUL  OUAKER. 

Was  my  eye,  Wtead  of  tears,  with  red   futy  flakes 

brighfning. 

Wouia  my  lips  breathe  s  flame  which  no  stream  could 

That  meeting  I  shall  ne'er  forgot; 

And  though  wo  ne'er  may  meet  again 

On  out  foes  should  my  glance  lanch  in  vengeanee  its 

Remembrsnce  will  thy  form  retain. 

lighlnins. 

With  transppit  my  tongue  give  a  loose  to  its  rage. 

My  souses  struggle  with  my  will; 

In  vain  to  drive  lliee  from  my  bteual. 

My  Ihoughls  ate  mote  and  mors  roprest, 

Would  add  to  Ihs  souls  of  out  tyrants  delight; 

In  vain  I  check  [he  tisiog  sighs, 

Anolhct  lo  the  lust  tepiies: 

Their  merciless  hearts  would  rejoice  at  the  sight. 

Perhaps  this  is  not  tove,  but  yet 

Our  meeting  I  can  ne'er  forget. 

Vfll  sliH,  though  we  bend  with  a  Ifeigu'd  resignation, 

What  though  we  never  silence  broke. 

Our  eyes  a  sweeter  Unguage  spoke; 

Love  and  hope  upon  eatth  bring  no  more  consolation. 

The  longue  in  flattering  falsehood  deals. 

In  thB  grave  is  our  hope,  fbt  in  life  is  out  feat. 

Deceit  the  guilty  lips  imparl. 

And  hush  the  guilty  mandates  of  the  hearl; 

Sine'  in  life,  love  and  fViendship  forevei  ate  fled! 

II  again  in  the  mansion  of  death  t  embrace  thee, 

Pcthaps  (hey  will  leave  unmolested  the  dead. 

As  thus  our  glances  oft  conversed. 

Say  ralher,  "Hwafl  the  spirit  tnoved  ns.- 

Thougb  what  Ihey  utter'd  I  repress. 

THE  PIR9T  KISS  OP  LOVE. 

Yet  I  conceive  Ihou'lt  partly  guesai 

'"A  BnpfllTo;  Is  X'pinlf 

Thislbrmyaeif,(.l  least,  I'll  say. 

Thy  form  appears  through  night,  through  day 

1- 

Awake,  with  it  my  fancy  teems; 

»way  with  tnoBB  Actions  of  flimsy  tomancel 

In  sleep,  il  smiles  in  fleeting  dreams; 

Tnose  tissues  of  falsehood  which  folly  has  wovel 

The  vision  chatins  the  hours  away, 

aive  me  the  mild  beam  of  the  souI-breathlng  glance. 

iV  the  tapii/e  which  dwells  on  the  atsi  kiss  of  love. 

Pot  breaking  slumbets  of  delight 

Which  make  loe  wish  for  endless  nlghl. 

ye  rhymets,  nhose  bMoms  with  phantasy  glow. 

Shall  joy  or  woe  my  steps  awai-, 

Tempted  by  love,  by  storms  beset, 

Could  vou  ever  have  lasted  the  first  kiss  of  love! 

Thine  ima;e  I  can  no'er  tbiget. 

.         ,1 
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Ala8l  agaJn  no  more  we  meet, 

lAttES  ADDRESaUD  TO  A  YOUNG  LADY. 

DouBTtEBS,  Bweet  sill,  the  hiaeing  lead, 

Wafting  destruction  o'er  thy  chaima. 

And  hurtling  o'er  thy  loiely  liead. 

3. 

Surely  K>me  envious  demon's  force. 

VeiM  to  behold  such  beauty  hers. 

Impel  I'd  the  bullet's  viewless  course, 

Diverled  ftom  its  first  career. 

Yes.  in  that  nearly  (hlal  hour 

The  ball  obey'd  some  hell- born  guide 

But  Heaven,  with  inlerposing  po«ei 

In  pity  lutn'd  the  death  asidfc 

TO  LESBIA. 

4. 

Yel,  as  perchance  one  IremWing  tear 

Upon  thai  Ihrilling  bosom  felt; 

Which  I,  Ih-  uiii^nscious  cause  of  fen. 

""o«r.ou,swui.fo„a'ro«i.oeiow;o., 

Vo.  ^y  -Lis  I,  no.  yo«,  h»v«  Ranged, 

I'd  tell  why.-l.ul  yet      fcnow  not. 

Say,  what  dire  penanee  can  atone 

a 

Arraign'd  before  thy  beauty's  throne. 

What  punithmeul  will  Ihou  deereol 

Might  I  perform  [he  judge's  part, 

The  sentence  I  should  scurce  depIot« 

It  only  would  restore  a  haarl 
Whidi  but  belong'd  to  thee  before. 

And  now  new  thougbn  our  mind,  engaee. 

At  t^aa  I  feel  dispoeed  to  stray,  level 

Ti>  I  mat  am  nlene  to  blame. 

xH=S;-'E-E:"--' 

Dul  thou,  pethapi.  maysl  now  rejecl 

5. 

Come  then,  some  other  mode  elect; 

Lot  it  be  death,  or  what  thou  wilL 

3. 

Wa-nwaxthepa^ionotmyyoutl,. 

One  trace  of  dark  deceit  it  leavee  not 

Naught  shall  Ihy  dread  decree  prnven.. 

6. 

No.  no,  my  flame  was  rot  prc.ended. 

Let  it  be  aught  but  hunlahment. 

And-tlio»gh  our  drcanr  at  laal  is  endei- 

LOVE'S  LAST  ADIEU. 

T. 

"Ai,J-,=c,^<#cuyr.." 

Mo  more  we  m  et  in  yonder  boweta; 

BnfoXr«^r1^e"?,rarr,E;='"^"«^ 

TitE  roses  of  love  glad  the  garden  of  life. 

Or  iffunes  them  for  ever  in  love's  last  adieu). 

The  fc-ge  of  WaroBislle™  lightning. 

The  cbanCB  of  an  hour  may  comma nd'us'^lo' pa". 

B. 

Or  death  disunite  us  in  love's  lost  adieu  1 

Many  will  throng  to  ^gh  like  me.  tovel 

M-re  coo.lnol  ihey  mny  prove,  inJeed; 

Fondor,  «l.a1  .hey  ne'er  c«o  be,  iovel 
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TRANSLATION  FROM  HORACE. 

Ay.  and  the  red  right  arm  of  Jove. 
Hurtling  hia  iighlninga  Item  above, 
With  all  hia  terrors  then  unfuii'd, 

He  would  unmoved,  unawed  behold; 
The  (lames  of  an  eipiring  world, 

Again  in  crashing  chaos  roli'd. 

Might  light  his  glorious  funeral  pile : 

FUGITIVE  PIECES. 

"  Col  ilao  M  hi,.  iuiM  t-i^,  or  ptpEHan, 
Shoald  i^d.mD  m,  lor  prinl(D(  .  »»pd  ^iti^D  i 
If  E.»d  M^.,=  E,clmu^  ..J  ™.  ^UM  ^, 
Mil' I  .ralaw  lo  ei™  to  1  ™d.  of  njiom.?" 

*iH^«ii»Ba(»lM*,p.  161 

The  verse  which  blends  the  cenaor  with  the  friend. 
Your  strong,  yet  juat,  reproof  eitorta  applause 
From  me,  the  heedless  and  imprudent  cause. 
For  Ihia  wild  error  which  pervades  my  aliain, 
I  sue  for  pardon,— musl  I  sue  in  vain? 
The  wise  somelimes  fVom  Wisdom's  ways  depart; 
Can  youth  then  hush  the  dictates  of  the  heattJ 
Precepts  of  prudence  curb,  but  can't  control. 
The  fierce  emotions  of  the  flowing  soul. 
When  love's  delirium  haunts  the  glowing  mind. 
Limping  Decorum  lingers  far  behind: 
Vainly  the  dotard  mends  her  prudish  pace. 

Let  those  who  ne'^  confined  my  lay  reprove : 
Let  thpse  whose  souls  contsmn  the  pleasing  power 
Their  censures  on  the  hapless  victim  shower. 
Oh!  how  I  hate  lbs  netvelsss,  (rigid  song. 

Whose  laboufd  lines  in  chilling  numbers  flow. 
To  paint  a  pang  Ihe  aulhor  ne'er  can  knowi 

My  lyre.  Ihe  heart;  my  muse,  the  aimpla  truth. 
Par  be't  from  me  the  "virgin's  mind"  10  "  taint. ' 

The  maid  whose  virgin  breast  is  void  of  guile 
Whose  wishes  dimple  In  a  modest  sroils. 
Whose  downcast  eye  disdains  Ihe  wanton  leer, 
Firm  In  lier  virtue's  strength,  yet  nnl  severe- 
She  whom  a  conscious  grace  shall  thus  reiins 
Will  ne'er  be  "tainted"  by  a  strain  of  mine. 
But  for  the  nymph  whose  prematura  desires 
Torment  the  bosom  with  unholy  flres. 
No  net  to  snare  her  willing  heart  is  spread; 
She  would  have  fallen,  though  she  ne'er  had  roaa 
fVir  me,  I  fain  would  pleaae  the  chosen  fbw. 
Whose  souls,  to  feeling  and  lo  nature  true. 
Will  apare  Ihe  childish  verse,  and  not  destroy 
The  lighl  efliieions  of  a  heedless  boy. 
I  seek  not  glory  from  the  senseless  crowd; 
Of  fancied  lautela  I  shall  ne'er  be  proud; 

Their  sneers  or  censures  1  alike  despise. 
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When  Finhus  fill'd  your  magitleriBl  Ihroue! 
Aa  GDCient  name,  fesl  falling  lo  disgrace, 
HaiJ'd  B  harbsrisn  in  her  CiEeixfs  placR. 

And  Beat  PompdBUa  where  your  Probiis  sate. 
Of  narrow  brain,  jel  of  a  narrower  soul, 
Fompoeus  hoMe  you  in  his  baret  eonlrol; 

Witb  florid  jargon,  and  wilh  vain  jiarade ; 
With  noisy  nouBOUBe,  and  newfangled  n\ea 
Such  as  were  ne'er  before  enforced  in  school 
Mistaking  pedantry  for  learning's  laws. 
He  governs,  lanction'd  but  by  self-aiij^ause. 


CHTUIIBH  KBCOLLBCTIONS. 


Chills  the  warm  tide  which  flows  along  the  veins; 
IVhen  Health,  aflrighted.  spreads  her  rosy  wing, 
And  flies  wilh  every  changing  gale  of  sjiring; 
Not  to  the  aching  ftama  alone  conlincd, 


With  ResigDatlon  wage  relenlless  strife, 


The  t 

early  bojiah  frinnd  or  youthHil  foe, 

ive  a  stranger,  friendship  made  me  bleats— 


rnish'd  tales  the  lips  of  youth  repeat, 
No  doar-bought  knowledge  purchased  by  deceit. 
Hypocrisy,  the  gift  of  lenglhon'd  years. 

Smoothly  10  speak,  and  cautiously  to  think; 

ugh  ai;ainst  that  nord  hia  heart  rebel. 

flattering  Jienils  to  tear  the  hateful  inosk: 
My  fancy  soars  not  on  Betraction'a  wing: 


The  sun  ot  memnry,  glowing  thrnugb  my  dreams. 
Though  sunk  the  radiance  of  iiis  fbraier  blaie. 
To  scenes  far  distant  points  bis  palor  rays; 

The  past  confounding  wiin  the  present  day." 
Oft  does  my  heart  indul;*.  the  rising  thought, 

My  soul  to  Fancy's  fond  suggestion  yields. 
And  loams  romantic  o'er  her  airy  fields; 
Scenes  of  my  youth,  develop'd,  crowd  to  view, 

or  early  science,  Aiture  tbme  the  source ; 
Who,  Ftlll  contending  In  the  studious  race. 

These  wilh  a  thousand  visions  now  unite. 
Huw  joyous  once  I  join'd  thy  youthful  (nin ! 


om  dreaded  pangs  that  feeble  foe  to  save, 
le  hush'd  her  young  resentment,  and  forga 

I  never  fenr'd  the  young  usur 
he  who  wields  must  son 

share  Ibeennverse  ofaeol'  ■  " 
She  sometimes  trifled  In  a  lighK 
"-'  past,  and  thus  she  will  not 
must  her  early  song  for  ev 
And  all  may  tail  when  I  shall  i 
Here  first  temeraberd  be  the  ]■ 
Who  hail'd  me  chief,  obedient  u 
Who  join'd  with  me  in  every  br 


ihrunk  beneath  the  upstart  pedant's  ftoRI^ 

Who,  thus  trnnsplanied  fiom  his  father's  school 
Unfit  to  govern,  ignorant  of  rule— 

lear  preceptnr  of  my  early  days; 

IB,  the  pride  of  science,  and  the  bouBi, 

u.  now,  alasl  fiir  ever  lost. 


'd  tlie  master,  th^iugh  w 
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Yet  a  few  years,  one  general  wreck  will  wh^lm 

FomposuB  governs.—bul.  my  musa,  forbear: 

The  fcinl  remembrance  of  our  fairy  realm. 

Coulempt.  Ill  Eilence,  be  Ibe  pcdaufa  Ipl ; 

Dear  honest  race,  though  now  we  meet  no  more. 

One  last  long  look  on  wliat  we  were  betore— 

No  more  hia  menlion  Ehall  my  Terse  deutade, 

Our  first  kind  greetings,  and  our  Isal  adieu- 

T«  him  my  Iribule  is  alreody  psii. 

Drew  tears  from  eyes  unused  to  weep  with  you. 

Iliijh.lhra' those  elms  Bilh  hoary  hranchescrowii'd. 

Tftrough  splendid  circles,  fashion's  gaudy  world, 

Fair  Iin."a  bowut  adoruB  ihe  landscape  tsund; 

Where  fblly's  glaring  «*ndard  waves  u-furl'd. 

Tilers  Bcience.  fhrni  her  Tavour'd  seal,  auri-eya 

I  plunged  to  drown  In  noise  my  ftand  regret. 

And  all  I  souBht  or  hoped  was  lo  forget. 

Tn  her  awhile  resigns  h'er""oulbfrr  Irainr"™ ' 

Whn  iDO»e  In  Joy,  and  dance  otong  the  plain  r 
In  scaller-d  grogps  sach  avonr-d  haunt  parsus: 

Advanced  lo  claim  his  friend  with  honest  jny. 

Kepeat  o[d  paslimee.  and  discover  new; 

Uy  eyes,  my  heart  proclaim'd  me  slill  a  boy; 

In  rival  bands  between  the  wEcHeta  tun. 

I>rii'e  o'et  the  sward  the  ball  wiUi  aclive  force. 

l>r  chasa  with  nimble  ftet  its  rapid  course. 

What  'tis  to  bend  before  Love's  mighty  tbrone]- 

The  smiles  of  beauty,  though  those  smiles  were  deaj 

VVIisrs  Brent's  cool  naves  in  limpid  currents  stray; 

Could  hardly  charm  me  when  (bat  friend  was  near 

My  thoughts  bewllder'd  in  the  fond  surprise, 

Aiid  arhoura  shade ^heni  ftom  tlie  aummer  heat:' 

Ollisra  again,  a  part  and  lively  crew. 

1  saw  Ihe  sprightly  wanderers  pour  along. 

Will,  frolic  quaint  their  antic  jests  expose. 
And  tease  Ihe  grumbling  ruslic  as  iiogoes; 

1  saw  andjoin'd  again  the  joyous  throng: 
Panting,  again  I  traced  bet  lofty  grove, 
And  friendship's  feelings  Iriumph'd  over  love. 

Nor  resl  with  this,  but  many  a  passing  fray 

Vet  why  should  I  alone  nilh  such  delight 

Tiadiiiun  treasures  for  a  future  day: 

"  'Twae  here  Ihe  galher'd  swains  for  veugeanie  fouBht 

Is  there  no  cause  beyond  the  common  claim 

l(ei.p  have  we  lied  before  sapeiior  might. 

And  seek  abroad  the  love  denied  at  homo. 

Th'  allotted  hoar  of  daily  spore  is  o'er, 

Those  hearts,  dear  Id.,  have  I  found  in  thee— 

And  Learning  beckons  ftom  her  temple's  dnor. 
\o  splendid  lableis  grace  her  simple  halt. 

Slern  death  forbade  my  orphan  youth  to  share 

Sut  ruder  records  All  the  dusHy  wall; 

There,  deeply  carved,  behold  1  each  tyro's  name 

Can  rank,  or  e'en  a  gufiidian's  name,  supply 
The  love  which  glistens  hi  a  fkther'a  eye? 

The  one  long  graved,  the  other  Just  begun : 

What  sister's  gentle  (.iiB  has  preat  my  cheek? 

Beneath  one  common  stroke  of  fale  expire : 

To  no  fond  bosom  I'nk'd  by  kindred  tieal  ' 

nenied  J«  death  a  monamentnl  stone. 

Oft  In  the  pri^:>n  of  some  fleeting  dream 

Whilst  lo  the  gale  in  mournful  cadence  wave 

Th8  sighing  weeds  that  hide  llieir  nameless  gtp-t. 

While  alill  Iho  viiions  to  my  heart  are  prest. 

And  here  my  name,  and  many  an  early  friend's. 

Along  Ilie  wall  in  leaglhen'd  line  sitends. 

1  heat— I  wake— and  In  the  sound  rejoice ; 

Though  still  our  deeds  amuse  the  youlhful  race. 

Whr  tread  our  ateps,  and  fill  our  former  place. 

A  hermit,  'mldat  of  crowds,  I  fain  mus.slral 

Who  young  obeyd  Ibeir  lords  in  silent  awe. 

Alone,  though  thousand  pilgrim.s  fill  the  "a/; 

What  then  remains?  in  solitude  lo  jroVn, 

'lliough  sometimes  with  the  lales  of  ancient  day 

To  mi.  in  friendship  or  to  sigh  alone? 

They  pass  the  dreary  winlfr's  eve  away— 

Thus  must  I  cling  to  some  endesiing  hand. 

•■  And  thus  nur  former  rulers  slemm'd  lira  tide, 

Alon^ot  best  and  dearest  of  my  friends, 

Jik:  in  .his  piaee  the  m.-mldering  walls  they  scaled. 

!lcii:  I'robui  came,  the  rising  fray  id  quell. 

From  this  thnd  tribute  Iboa  canst  gain  no  praieg, 

The  praise  is  his  who  BOW  that  tribute  pays. 

\m\  nutre  one  nlghl  abroad  they  dared  lo  roam, 

Oh  1  in  Ihe  promise  of  thy  eariy  youth. 

W'niie  bold  Pompoaus  bravely  Blay'd  al  home;"— 

If  hope  anticipate  the  words  of  trulh. 

WJp,  ■!  nniu-a  "1  Ihi>»e,  like  ours,  alone  survive 

To  huild  His  own  upon  Ihy  deathless  fame. 
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W    Id       li    Ih  1  b       1  w-th  ■  d-gnaf  n  burn 

Of  those  miih  »hom  1  lived  supremely  bleat, 

Dfl  havB  wo  drain-d  Ihe  font  of  aiicient  lore ; 

IhimeslLc  happiness  will  stamp  thy  fate; 

Tlmugh  drinking  deeply,  ihirsiing  etill  the  more. 

Sacred  to  love,  unclouded  e'er  by  llaie; 

The  world  admire  thee,  and  thy  friends  adoie; 

Ambition's  elave  alone  would  toil  for  more. 

rngethcr  we  impell-d  the  flyini  (lall; 

Now  last,  but  nearest  of  the  social  band. 

Together  joln'd  in  criokefi  manly  loil, 

Or  iilunging  fkiin  the  green  declining  slloi-a. 

With  scarce  one'speck  to  cloud  the  pleoeing  asns 

Our  plianl  liraU  the  liuoyant  bilhjwa  bore; 

ol  'the  Mme  daj  our  sludlous  IIZ  was""™; 

111  every  element,  unchanged,  the  same. 

Thus  Bide  liy  side  we  sirave.  for  many  a  year; 

Nor  yet  are  you  flirgol,  my  jocmid  boy! 

At  last  cs^cluded  oor  schuleslic  Ufe. 

DAVD3,  the  harbinger  of  childish  joy ; 

We  neither  conquer'd  in  the  classic  atrife; 

For  ever  foremost  in  the  tanka  of  fun. 

To  sooDie  a  jouthfnl  rival's  early  pride. 

I'hough  Clcon'a  candour  would  the  palm  divide. 

Candid  and  liberal,  with  a  heart  of  Eteel' 

III  danger's  oath,  Ihotlgh  not  untaught  to  feel. 

Justice  awards  il  to  my  fViend  alone. 

Btlll  I  remember  In  [ha  faolioua  strife 

Oh!  friends  regretted,  scenes  for  ever  dear. 

Tho  ruMic"*  musfcel  aim'd  Bgainal  my  life; 

High  poiaed  in  air  the  masey  weapon  hung. 

Drooping,  she  bends  o'er  pensive  Fancy's  urn, 

Whilat  1,  in  combat  with  another  foo. 

Fought  on,  nnconscions  of  th'  impending  blovrj 

And  soothe  the  sorrows  of  hor  last  ferewclll 

Vonr  arm,  brave  hoy,  arrested  his  career- 

Yet  greets  the  triumph  of  my  boyish  mind. 

Forward  you  aprung,  inaenslhle  to  fear; 

When  Probris'  piaise  repaid  my  lyric  song. 

The  grnvelling  aavage  loWd  upon  the  sand: 

Or  placed  me  higher  in  the  studious  throng. 

Or  when  my  first  harangue  received  applause. 

Or  all  the  lalioura  of  a  gralefUl  lay? 

His  sage  instruction  the  primeval  cause. 

Oh  nol  whene'er  my  breast  forgets  the  deed. 

What  gratitude  to  him  my  soul  possesl. 

That  inaiant,  DiVDs,  il  deservea  to  bleed. 

Wliilfl  hope  of  dawning  honours  fill'd  my  breast  1 

For  al!  ihy  humble  fame,  to  him  alone 

The  praise  is  due.  who  made  tliat  fame  my  own. 

Thy  milder  virluea  could  my  muss  relate. 

OhI  could  I  soar  above  lltese  n^eble  lays, 

Theae  young  efflisiona  of  my  oaily  daya. 

The  feeble  eflhrts  of  my  lengthen'd  aong. 

To  him  my  muse  her  noblest  strain  would  give; 

The  song  might  perisli,  b-.t  the  theme  must  live. 

A  Spartan  grnineis  with  Athenian  wit: 

Though  yet  in  embryo  these  perfections  shine, 

His  lionout'd  name  requires  no  vain  display: 

Lvccrsl  thy  fiiiher'a  (iraa  will  soon  be  thine. 

By  every  son  of  grateful  Ida  Uest, 

Where  learning  nurtures  the  superior  mind. 

It  finds  an  echo  in  each  youthful  breast; 

A  iaine  beyond  the  glories  of  Ihe  proud. 

When  time  al  length  matures  thy  growing  years. 

Or  all  the  plaudits  of  the  venal  crowd. 

Prudence  and  sense,  a  spirit  bold  end  free, 

With  honour's  soul,  united  beam  in  thee.  , 

How  many  a  friend  deserves  the  gratelUI  Bltain, 

Bhall  ftir  Euajnus  pass  by  unsungl 

From  ancient  lineage,  not  unworthy,  sprung: 

What  though  one  sad  dissenlion  bade  ua  part. 

This  parting  song,  the  dealest  and  the  last; 

That  name  is  yet  embalm'd  within  my  heart; 

Yet  at  the  mention  does  that  heart  rebound. 

Envy  dissolved  our  ties,  and  not  our  will: 

Are  near  my  own.  whose  worth  my  heart  revoia. 

We  once  were  frienda,-!'!!  lllink  we  are  so  still. 

Henceforth  aSbction  sweetly  thus  begun. 

A  fljrin  uumalch-d  in  nature's  partial  mould, 

A  heart  untainted,  we  in  then  behold: 

Without  thy  aid,  no  glory  shall  be  mine; 

Yet  not  tlie  ssnate's  ttinnder  thou  slialt  wicldt 

Without  thy  dear  advice,  no  great  design; 

Nor  secli  fcr  gbiry  in  Iha  lenled  field; 

Alilie  through  life  esteem'd,  than  godlike  boy, 

To  minds  of  rndci-teiturs  these  be  giuen— 

In  war  my  bulwark,  and  in  peace  my  joy." 

Thy  soul  shall  nearer  soar  ile  native  heaven. 

Haply  in  poliah'd  courts  might  be  thy  seal, 

To  him  Euryalua;— "Nn  day  shall  shame 

But  that  thy  toiigne  could  never  forge  deceit; 

■nie  rising  glories  which  from  Ihia  I  claim 

■n«  courl.er's  supple  bow  and  sneering  smile, 

But  valour,  sidle  of  fate,  obtains  renown 
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My  iQother,  sprung  from  Piiam's  royal  line, 

Nor  Troy  nor  king  Ateotes'  realins  teatrain 
(let  feeble  ago  from  dangers  of  Ihe  main ; 

A  btight  eiample  of  malornal  lore. 
UnitnoKQ  the  secrsl  enlecpriae  I  brave, 

From  Ihie  alone  no  fond  adieus  I  eeck, 
No  ftinling  mother's  lips  Save  preea'd  my  iheeltj 
By  gloomy  itieht  and  Ihy  righL  band  I  vow 
Het  patting  tears  nould  gbako  my  purpose  now: 
Do  tliou,  my  prince,  tier  falling  ago  suslain. 

Her  dying  bouis  witb  piouB  conduct  bless. 

Blruek  with  r  filial  care  bo  deeply  felt, 

In  tears  at  once  the  Trijan  warriors  melt: 

Faster  than  all,  lulua'  eyes  o'erflow  [ 

Buch  love  was  his.  and  ancb  liaS  been  his  woe. 

"All  thou  hast  ask'it,  receive,"  the  prima  replied 

"Nor  this  alone,  but  many  a  gift  beside. 


If  thou  shouldst  -fall,  on  her  shall  be  b 
ThuB  spoke  Iba  weeping  prince,  then  i 
A  gleaming  fiilchion  from  the  aheath  I 

For  friends  to  envy  and  tor  fbea  to  ft. 
A  lawny  nide.  the  Moorish  lion's  apoi 

MnealhenB  to  guard  the  elder  youlh  bi 
And  oW  Alethes'  eaaque  defends  his  b: 


Lost  in  the  mnnnurs  of  Iho  sighing  gnlel 
The  trench  ie  pasa'd,  and,  favour'd  by  the  night. 


CSariota  and  bridles,  mix'd  with  arms,  are  seen; 
"Now,"  cries  Iho  firal,  "for  deeds  of  blood  prepare, 


in  pierced  proud  Bhami 


ber'd  with  Ihe  i 


k'ith  murder  glutted,  a 


lordly  tyrant  toams. 


Yet  wakef>il  Rhssus  sees  the  threale 
His  coward  breast  behind  a  jar  he  hi 


pough  to- night  hi 
Ihe  day  those  eas 


It  one  gUllertng  prize 


MeasapuB-  helm  his  head  in  triumph  bears; 

Then  from  Ibe  tents  their  cautious  atepa  Ihey  bend. 

To  seek  the  vale  where  safer  paths  eilend. 


ce.  glancing  bright, 
td  the  pair  alarms  :— 
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nw  thicket's  depth  wiU,  hurried  pace  they  tread. 
While  round  the  wood  the  hoatil,  squadron  spread. 
With  brakes  entangled,  scarce  a  path  between, 

Euryalus  his  heavy  spoils  impede. 
The  boughs  and  winding  turns  his  steps  mislead; 
But  Niaus  scours  along  the  forest's  maze 
I'd  where  Latinus'  steeds  In  safety  grase. 
Then  backward  o'er  the  plain  his  eyes  eitend, 
On  every  side  they  seek  his  absent  friend. 
"O  Godl  my  boy,"  he  cries,  "of  me  bereft, 
In  what  Impending  perils  art  thou  leftl" 
Lialening  he  runs— above  Iha  waving  trees, 
Tumultuous  voices  swell  the  passing  breeze; 
The  war.cry  rises,  thundering  boote  around 
Wake  the  dark  echoes  of  the  trembling  ground. 
Again  he  turns,  of  fbotsleps  hears  tho  noise ; 
The  sound  elates,  the  sight  his  hope  destroys: 
The  hapless  boy  a  ruffian  train  surround. 

Him  with  loud  shouts  Ibo  furious  knights  pursue. 
Struggling  in  vain,  a  captive  to  the  crew. 
What  can  his  [Viend  'gainst  thronging  numbers  dare? 
Ahl  must  be  rush,  his  comrade's  fate  to  share! 

Hack  to  redeem  the  Latian  spoilor's  prey  I 
His  life  a  votive  ransom  nobly  give. 
Or  die  with  him  for  whom  he  wish'd  to  liveJ 
Poising  with  strength  his  lifted  lance  on  high. 
On  Luna's  orb  he  casts  his  ftensied  eye:— 

Ousen  of  the  sky  whose  beams  are  seen  aftrl 
By  night  heaven  owns  thy  sway,  by  day  the  grove. 
When,  as  chaste  Dian,  here  thou  deign'st  to  rove; 
ir  e'et  myself,  or  sire,  have  sought  to  grace 
Thine  altars  with  the  produce  of  lbs  chase. 
Speed,  speed  my  dart  to  pierce  yon  vaunting  crowd. 
To  free  my  ffiend,  and  scalier  fer  the  proud." 
Thus  having  said,  the  hissing  dart  he  flung ; 
Through  parting  shades  the  hurtling  weapon  sung; 
The  thirsty  point  in  Sulmo's  entrails  lay. 
TrausOi'd  his  heart,  and  stretch'd  him  on  the  clay: 
He  sobs,  he  dies.-the  troop  in  wild  amaze. 

While  pale  Ihey  stare,  through  Tagus'  temples  riven. 
A  second  shaft  with  equal  force  Is  driven'; 

Vcil'd  by  the  night,  secure  the  Trojan  lies. 
Burning  with  wrath,  he  view'd  his  soldiers  fall. 
"Thou  youth  accurst,  thy  life  shall  pay  tor  alll" 
Ouick  fiTim  the  sheath  his  flaming  glaive  he  drew. 
And.  raging,  on  the  boy  deftnceless  flew. 
Nieus  no  more  the  blackening  shade  conceals. 
Forth,  forth  he  starts,  and  all  his  love  reveals; 
Aghast,  contosed,  his  fears  to  madness  rise. 
And  poor  these  accents,  shrieking  as  bs  flies: 

HorB'shentlB  the  sleel,  my  blood  is  all  your 'own. 

All.  nil  was  mine.— his  early  bte  suspend; 
He  only  loved  too  well  bis  hapless  ftiend: 

His  fkult  was  friendship,  nil  his  crime  was  love." 
He  pray'd  in  vain;  the  dark  assassin's  sword 
Pierced  the  fair  side,  Uie  snowy  bosom  gored; 
Lowly  to  eatlh  Inclines  bis  jHumenilBd  crest. 

As  some  yonng  rose,  whose  hlossonv  fcenls  the  air, 
(.anguid  in  death,  expires  beneatli  the  share; 

Or  crimson  poppy,  sinking  with  the  shower. 
Declining  gently,  fhlls  a  fading  flower; 
Thus,  sweetly  drooping,  bends  his  lovely  head. 

Revenge  his  leader,  and  despair  his  guide; 
Volscens  he  seeks  amid  the  gathering  hosl, 

Sleel,  flashing,  pours  on  sleel.  foe  crowds  on  foin 
Rage  nerves  his  arm.  tote  gleams  in  every  blow; 
In  vain  beneath  unnumber'd  wounds  he  bleeds. 
Nor  wounds,  nor  death,  distracted  Nisus  heeds; 
In  viewless  circles  wheei'd.  his  falchion  flies. 
Nor  quits  the  hero's  grasp. till  Volscens  dies; 
Deep  in  his  throat  its  end  the  weapon  fousd. 
The  tyrant's  soul  fled  groaning  through  the  wound. 

Dying,  revenged  the  tote  of  him  he  loved ; 
Then  on  his  bosom  sought  his  wonled  place. 

Celestial  pairl  if  aught  my  verse  can  claim. 
Wafted  on  Time's  broad  pinion,  yours  is  fame  1 
Ages  on  ages  shall  your  fate  admire. 
No  future  day  shall  see  your  names  eiinre. 
While  stands  the  Capitol,  immortal  domel 
And  vaniiuish'd  millions  hail  their  empress,  Bomel 

ANSWER  TO  A  BEAUTIFUL  POEM,  WRmBM 
BY  MONTGOMERY,  AUTHOR  OF  "THE  WAN 
DEREK  IN  SWrrZEIlLAND,"ic  &a.  ENTITLED 

"THE  Common  lot." 

Yet  some  shall  never  be  forgot-  ' 

a. 

"Unknown  the  region  of  his  birth." 

Yet  not  unknown  his  martial  worth, 
Which  glares  a  meteor  from  afar. 

His  Joy  or  grief,  his  weal  or  woe. 
Perchance  may  'scape  tho  page  of  tome; 

The  recorf  of  bis  deathless  name. 
4. 
The  patriot's  and  the  poet's  frame 

Their  glory  will  not  sleep  tbe  same; 
That  will  arise  though  empires  toll. 

Assumes  the  ghastly  stare  of  death; 
The  fair,  ihe  brave,  the  good  must  <:ie. 

And  sink  the  yawning  grave  beneath. 
6. 
Once  more  the  speaking  eye  revives. 

For  Petrarch's  Laura  still  survives: 
She  died,  but  ne'er  will  die  again 

The  rolling  seasons  pass  away. 
And  Time,  untiring,  waves  his  wing; 
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8. 

Then  why  should  1  live  in  a  hateful  conlroU 

All.  all  milt  »lcep  in  pim  repow, 

Why  waste  upon  folly  the  days  of  my  youth  1 

The  old  and  young,  with  ftienilB  and  fgra, 

OhI  had  my  fete  been  jnin'd  with  thine. 

riif  mouldering  msrble  iBals  ils  day. 

As  once  this  pledge  appear'd  a  token. 

Tel  fells  al  leuglh  an  useless  fane; 

These  follies  h^d  not  then  been  mine. 

To  ruin's  rullilees  fenga  a  prey, 

For  then  my  peace  had  not  been  broken. 

The  wrecks  of  pillai'ii  piide  remain. 

10. 

To  thee  these  early  fiialis  I  owe. 

WHal  lliough  the  BCulplure  be  dostroy'd, 

To  thee,  the  wise  and  old  re-roving: 

From  dark  oblivion  meant  lo  guard) 

They  know  my  sins,  but  do  not  know 

A  bright  renown  shall  be  enjoy'd 

'Tnas  thine  to  break  the  iionds  of  loving. 

Then  do  not  say  (he  common  lot 
Ofail  lies  deep  in  Lethe's  wave: 

For  once  niy  soul,  like  Ihine.  was  pure. 

And  now  thy  vows  no  more  endure. 
Bestow'd  by  thee  upon  another. 

Shall  burst  the  bonJace  of  the  grave. 

1606, 

Pethups  his  peace  J  could  deslrny. 

And  spoil  the  blissee  that  await  him; 

Yet  let  my  rival  smile  in  Joy, 

TO  THE  EEV.  J.  T.  BECHER. 

For  thy  dear  sake  1  cannot  hale  him. 

U.^  Beeher,  you  tell  me^o  mii  with  mankind; 

Ahl  since  Ihy  angel  form  is  gone, 

But  what  it  sought  in  thee  alone, 

I  will  not  descend  lo  a  world  I  desinse. 

Then  fare  thee  well,  deceitflil  maid, 

Ambition  might  prompt  me,  at  once,  lo  go  Ilitthi 
When  infancy-s  years  of  probation  eipire, 

Nor  Hope,  nor  Memory,  yield  their  aid. 

But  Pride  may  teach  me  lo  forget  thee. 

The  fire  in  the  cavern  ofBina  coi.ce.rd 

Yet  all  IhiB  giddy  waste  of  years. 

This  tiresome  round  of  palling  pleasures; 
These  varied  loves,  Ihese  matron's  fears. 

At  length  in  a  volume  terriBc  reveal'd. 

These  tlioiighlless  strains  to  Passion's  messuIO' 

No  torrent  can  quench  it,  no  bounds  can  repress. 

a 

If  thou  wert  mine,  had  all  been  hcsh-d:- 

TliTS  check,  now  pale  from  early  riot. 

Bidi  me  live  but  to  hope  for  posterity's  praise. 

Could  I  soar  with  the  phcenix  on  pinions  of  l^nme, 

But  hloom'd  in  calm  domestic  quiet. 

With  him  I  would  Wish  to  eipire  in  the  hlaze. 

Yes,  once  the  rural  scene  was  sweet. 

For  Nature  seem'd  to  smile  before  thee; 

What  censure,  whkt  danger,  what  woe  would  I 

And  once  my  breast  abhorfd  deceit. 

,  Theit  lives  did  not  end  when  they  yielded  their  breath 

Bui  now  I  seek  for  other  joys; 

To  think  would  drive  my  soul  lo  madness; 

Yet  why  should  I  mingle  in  Fashion's  fUU  hard? 

In  thoughtless  throngs  and  empty  noise 

Why  crouch  to  her  leadera.  or  cringe  to  her  rulea! 

I  conquer  half  my  bosom's  sadness. 

Why  bend  to  the  proud,  or  applaud  the  absuri! 

Why  search  for  delight  in  the  fiiej^dship  of  tbols? 

Yet,  even  in  these  a  thought  will  sloal. 

In  spile  of  every  vain  endeavour; 

I  have  tasted  the  sweets  and  the  billers  ofloie; 

And  fiends  might  pity  what  I  feel. 

In  ftienaship  I  early  was  tuught  lo  believe; 

To  know  that  Ihou  nil  lost  for  ever 

My  passion  the  matrons  of  prudence  reprove; 

I  hive  found  that  a  ftiend  may  profess,  yet  deceive 

HEMBMBRANtB, 

No  more  with  Hope  the  future  beams ; 

1/  tyrants  prevail,  or  if  Fortune  should  IVnwn. 

My  days  of  happiness  are  few: 

To  ma  what  i*  title!— the  phantom  of  power; 

ChilI'd  hy  misfortune's  wintry  blast. 

To  iM  what  is  ftshionl-I  seelc  but  renown. 

.608. 
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THE  BLUES. 

A  LITERARY   ECLOGUE. 

ECLOGUE  FIRST. 
Limdm.—atf<m  the  Dior  <if  a  Lecture  ilMm. 

W.  YoD'REloolate. 

Tm.                        Is  it  over? 

But  the  benches  are  cranini-d  like  n  garden  in  flower, 
WiUl  the  pride  of  our  belles,  who  have  made  it  the 
ftshion; 

Per  learning,  which  lately  has  take.,  the  lead  in 
The  world,  and  set  all  the  fine  gentlemen  readn.g. 
Tra.  I  know  11  too  well,  and  have  worn   out  my 
potience 
With  studying  lo  study  your  new  pnblicaliona. 

TVa.              Right  well,  boy,  and  so  does  "  the  Row  ;■' 

Can  stand  tamely  In  silence,  to  hear  you  decry 
The  MusesJ 

IMIheNi.ie;  lliodghthe  number  who  make  some  pre. 

To  their  ftvours  is  such— but  the  subject  to  drnp, 
I  am  Just  piping  hot  from  a  publisher's  shop, 
(Neit  door  lo  Ihe  paatry^^ook-s;  so  that  when  I 

On  the  bibliopole's  siielves.  It  is  only  two  paces. 
As  one  flnds  every  author  in  one  of  those  places,) 
Where  I  Just  had  been  skimming  a  charming  critique. 

Where  your  friend— you  know  who-hod  jost  got  such 

a  thresh! n J. 
Thai  is,  us  the  phrase  goes,  extremely  "n^realihg." 
What  a  beaolifui  word! 

m.                              Very  true; 'tis  so  sort 
And  so  ennling— they  use  it  a  little  too  oft ; 
And  the  papers  have  got  it  at  last— but  no  mutter. 
So  theyVo  cut  up  our  friend  then? 

Tra.                                       Not  left  him  a  toiler- 

ot  a  rag  of  his  present  or  past  rep..ration. 
Which  they  call  a  disgrace  to  the  age  and  the  nation. 

Hk.  I'm  sorry  to  henr  this;   fur  friendship,  you 

Our  poor  frienrtl-but  I  Ihonght  it  would  terminate  so. 

Out  friendship  is  such,  I'll  read  nothing  to  shock  it. 

Vou  don't  hopiK-n  to  have  ihe  Ecview  in  your  pocket? 

IVi.  No:  Heft  oioanddoiwn  of  authors  and  others 

Very  sorry,  no  doubt,  since  the  cause  Is  a  brotlrfilj 
All  scrambling  and  jostling,  like  so  many  imps. 
A..d  on  lire  with  impatience  to  gel  Iha  neit  glimiao. 
Ink.  Let  us  Join  them. 

/«*.'  Why,  the  placi.  i>  so  cramm'd,  there  'a  not  roo.n 
for  n  spectre. 
Besides,  our  friend  Scamp  is  to.day  eo  absurd- 

Quite  enough;  ond  to  tell  you  the  truth,  my  retreat 

Tra.  1  have  had  no  great 'losa  then! 
Ink.                                         Loaat— sui^  a  palaver  1 
I'd  inoculalB  sooner  my  wife  with  the  alavet 

To  the  torrent  of  trash  which  aronnd  him  fie  poura, 

■i-hal come-do  not  make  me  speak  ill  of  oils'* 

7>»,  fmoJioyout 

Ink.                          Yes,  you  I  I  said  nothing  until 
You  compeird  me,  by  speaking  the  truth 

..«:,„,«..,,..,          "'"*"" 

Ink.                             When  speaking  of  Scamp,  ill, 
I  certainly  /cllim,  ^otaet  an  eiomple. 
The  fellow's  a  fool,  on  impostor,  a  aany. 

Tra.  And  the  crowd  of  to.day  shows  that  one  ftol 
makes  ma.iy. 
Bui  we  iwo  will  be  wise. 

Ink.                                    Pray,  then,  let  us  retire. 

Ink.               There  must  bo  attraction  much  higher 
Than  Scamp,  or  the  Jewa'-harp  he  nicknames  hia  lyre. 
To  call  you  lo  Ihis  hotbed. 

I«k.'                                                      The  Blue  1 
The  heiress? 
Tra.             The  angeil 
Ink.                                 Thedevill  why.  maul 

r7/wed  withMia^'Lilacr't°lou'dbeyour"^rdilioa: 

Tra.  I  soy  she's  on  angel. 

/"*.                                   ^    Say  rather  an  angle. 

1  say  she's  a  Blue,  man,  as  blue  ns  the  elhei. 
Tra.  And  is  that  any  cause  for  not  coming  logelhert 
Ink.  Humph!  Ican't  say  I  know  any  happy  alliante 

Which   has  lately  sprang  up   rtoDi   a  wedlock  with 

She's  BO  learned  in  all  things,  and  fond  of  concern- 
ing 

Tra.                 What? 

fnt.              I  perhaps  may  oa  weB  hold  mytnngHi 
But  there's  five  hundred  p-ople  con  lell   vou   ,«.-« 
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TVs.  You  forget  Lady  Lilac's  as  tidi  as  a  Jew. 

1  myself  saw  it  pufTd  in  the  "Old  Girl's  Review." 

/Njt  b  11  miES  or  the  caeH  of  mamma  you  pursue? 

/T.fe  What  Review! 

Tra.  Why,  JacS,  I'll  be  frank  ■vUbyou-somelhing 

TVo.              'Tis  the  English  *■  Journal  de  Trevom* 

of  Lolh. 

A  clerical  Work  of  our  Jesuits  at  home. 

nie  girra  a  fine  girt. 

Have  you  never  yet  seen  it? 

ft*.                           And  you  feel  noliiiag  loth 

r^k.                                       That  pleasure'8  to  coma 

lA                               Why  so! 

Tra.  Let  her  live,  and  as  long  as  ehs  likiii;  I  fle- 

TVa.                                        I  have  licnrd  people  say 

Tlial  it  fhreaten'd  to  give  up  tho  ffAost  t'other  day. 

Nothing  more  than    Iho  hearl  of  her  daughter  and 

fnk.  Well,  that  is  a  sign  of  some  jpiWl. 

hand. 

Int.  Why.  tiiat  heart 'a  in  the  inlistand-that  hand 

Shall  you  be  at  the  Countess  of  Fiddiecome's  rout? 

on  the  pen. 

Int.  I've  a  card,  and  shall  go;  bill  at  present,  as 

TVfl.  Apropos-Will  you  wrilo  me  a  song  now  and 

As  friend  Scamp  shall  he  pleased  to  step  down  from 

Ink.  To  what  purpose? 

the  moon. 

TVd.              You  know.mydearfrlend.thatinproBe 

(Where  he  seems  to  be  soaring  in  search  of  his  wits.) 

And  an  tnletvBl  grants  from  his  lecturing  fits. 

I'm  engaged  to  Ihe  l.,ady  Bluebottle's  collation. 

TVo.  I  own  it;  and  yet,  in  tboae  times,  there 's  naluro 

'Tis  a  sort  of  reunion  fnr  Bcamp,  on  the  days 

Of  his  lecture,  to  Weal  l»m  with  cold  longue  and  praise. 

And  so.  as  1  can't,  will  you  furnish  a  few? 

Will  you  go?  There's  Miss  Lilac  will  also  be  present. 

TVfl.  That  "metal's  attractive." 

To  slip  into  her  hand  at  tiie  very  next  rout 

Ink.  Are  you  so  far  advanced  as  to  hazard  this? 

TVs.  You  should  ralber  encourage  my  passion  (ban 

TVo.                                                                     Why, 

Do  you  think  n»  subdued  by  a  BluE-stocfcing's  eye. 

/jit,Yery  Irue;   let  us  go,   then,  before   they  can 

What  I've  told  her  in  prose,  at  the  leail,  as  sublime  I 

come. 

/it.  .JfjuHiM!/  If  it  ho  so.  no  need  of  my  Muse. 

Or  else  we  '11  be  ttept  here  an  hour  at  their  levy. 

Tra.  But  p^nnsirier.   dear  Inkel,   she  -9  one   o!   the 

Hark!  Zounds,  they'll  been  us;  Iknow  by  IhEdrono 

fti.  As  Buhtims  1— Mr.  Tracy— IVe  nothing  to  say. 

Of  old  Botherhy's  spouting,  ex-cathedra  lone. 

Stitt  to  prose— As  sublimell— but  I   wish  you  good 

Ayi  (here  he  is  al  it.    Poor  Scampi  belter  join 

day. 

TVfl.   Nay,    stay,   my    dear   ftllow-consider-1 'm 

TVfl.  All  Ihir:  'tis  but  lecture  for  lecture. 

/•iJc.                                                         That's  clear. 

Bm  for  God's  sake  let's  go,  or  the  bore  will  be  here. 

Jnt^  sublimell 

Come,  come;  nay,  I'm  off                         [Eril  Inku 

Tn.                          You  are  right,  and  I'll  follow: 

/n*.  Thai  may  be.   Mr.  Tracy,  but   sl.ows  damn-d 

'Tis  high  time  for  a  ■■  Sic  mi  seroavit  ^^Ddo," 

And  yet  we  shall  have  the  whole  crew  on  our  kibes. 

Blues,  dandies,  and  dowagers,  and  second-hand  scribes. 

-■'an  I  say  lb  you  more? 

All  Hocking  to  moisten  their  eiqulslte  throttles 

Ink,                                 I  senwhnt  you'd  he  at: 

With  a  glass  of  Madeira  al  Lady  Bluebottle's. 

fou  disparage  my  parts  with  insidious  abuse. 

[Eiii  Tract. 

Till, you  think  you  can  turn  them  best  to  your  own 

TVa.  And  isthat  not  a  sign  I  respect  them  7 

ECLOGUE  SECOND. 

At                                                              Why  thai 

^n  Jlpsrlmml  in  Ihe  Hausi  ofhiat  Bluebottle.— 

To  be  sure  mafees  r  dilferenoe. 

And  yon.  who-re  a  man  of  the  gay  world,  no  less 

Than  a  poet  of  t'other,  may  easily  guees 

Thai  I  never  ™«ld  mean  by  a  word  to  oflind 

Like  a  tbol,  I  must  needs  do  the  thing  in  a  hurry. 

My  life  is  reversed,  and  my  quiet  destroy'd; 

Ink.  Nodoubtjyou  by  this  lime  shouldkno«-wh»l 

My  days,  which  once  pass'd  in  so  gentle  a  void. 

Must  now,  every  hour  of  the  twelve,  ho  employ'd :  , 

The  twelve,  do  I  say!- of  the  whole  twenty-lbut. 

TV.                                                             Yonlinew, 

Is  there  one  which  I  dare  call  my  own  any  more! 

Ai.J  you  fei™.  my  dear  fellow,  how  heartily  I. 

What  with  driving,  and  visiting,  dancing  and  dining, 

V/batever  you  publish,  am  ready  to  buy. 

What  with  learning,  and  leaching,  and  scribbling,  and 

fat.  That's  my  bookseller's  husiness;  Ii^aronolfor 

sbining. 

indeed  Ihe  best  pqems  al  first  ratlier  fail. 

Myself  frdm  my  wife;  fbr  although  we  are  two. 

rhore  were  Renegade's  epics,  und  Botherby's  ploys, 

TVs                                Had  its  full  share  of  praise. 

In  a  slvg  thai  proclaims  us  eternally  one. 
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n  Iho  bills  of  ihe  week  (iliough  tl 


licb  addles  my  brain 
A  smaller  and  chatter,  glean'd  OQt  of  raviews. 
By  the  rag.  lag.  and  bobtail,  of  those  tliey  call  "  Blu< 
A  rabblH  who  know  not— but  soft,  here  they  com 


Lai;/ Blusi.  Ab!  Sir  Kichard,  good  motning;  I've 
Sir  Rich,  {tern,  and  nflenoarda  aside.)  If  frieuda. 
Lady  Blntb.  But  the  luncheon  attends. 

Mi.  Beamp,  you're  Ibligued;  take  your  chair  there, 

Zadg  Bluet.  Mr.  Tracy— 


Bolk.  Oh,  my  dear  Lady, 

Lady  Bind.  Mr.  Inkel,  I  ou^ht  to  upbraid  ye; 


Both.  I 

I  iety  him  to  beat  Ibia  day's  wondrous  applai 
Tho  very  walls  shook. 

/»*,  Oh,  if  thai  be  the  test 

t  allow  our  [Viend  Scamp  has  this  day  done  h 
Miss  Lilac,  permit  me  to  help  you;— a  iving? 

MUiiLil.  No  more,  Sir.  I  thank  you.   Who  I 


Bitk.  Dick  Duni 


Thai  is.  if  hs  I 


Lady  DlUEmounll  a  glass  of  Madeira? 
LadTj  Blaea.  With  pleasur 

lak.  How  daesyouriyiendWordswords.  that  Winde 

Does  ho  Btick  to  his  lakes,  likes  the  leeches  he  sing 
And  their  gatherers,  ae  Bomer   sung  warriors  ar 

Lady  Blacb.  He  has  just  got  a  place. 


Lady Blxem.  Fai  sbamsl   I    repeat.    If  Sir  Oeorga 

could  hut  hear— 
Lad;/  Blieb.  Never  mind  our  IViend  Inkel;  we  all 


>  like  friend  ScaiDp'a, 
le  In  "the  Stamp! :■■ 


Min  Lit.  And  for  ahane  I 

Lady  BU^.  You're  too  bad. 

Both.  Very  good 

Lcily  Bluera.  tlow  good  ? 

Lady  Bhitli.  He  means  naught— 'tis  his  phraeo. 


He, 


rude. 


ir  play  then  accepted  ai 


e  both  la  a  ftiend. 


le  prologue,  and  meant  t 


Both.  Ihavewtil 
prSy'd 

/h*.  Well,  lime  enough  yi 
play'd. 


Tra.  And  jou  promised  the  epilogue,  lokel. 

lowever.  to  sa^e  my  fViend  Bolherby  trouble, 
■II  do  what  I  can,  though  my  paias  must  bo  d 

rour  parts,  Mr,  Inkel.  are — 
Ink.  Vavsr  mind  m 
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LadyBlMv,.  Vou're  a  fligilive  wriler.  I  lliink.  Bit, 

BM.  1  thank  you  ;  not  any  mote,  sir,  till  I  dine. 

ofrJiyjnos? 

7V«.  I  should  think  with  ati.  Humphrey  was  muiB 

Or  on  Mouiliy.  his  friend,  wilhnm  taking  lo  flleht. 

IMy  DlMnt.  an.  your  lasts  is  too  cominaii :  but  time 

AS.  It  mighl  be  of  yore ;  but  we  aulhota  now  look 

To  the  knight,  aa  a  landlord,   much  more  than   the 

Will  right  lliese  grent  men.  and  tliis  age's  acvsrily 

Duke. 

f«*-                           I've  no  Kirmr  objection. 

And  (except  with  his  publisher)  dines  wkere  hR  pleaaea. 

6a  Vm  nol  of  the  party  to  tako  the  liifertion. 

iaiiU  Blueb.  Perhaps  you  lia»s  doubts  thai  Ihoy  ever 

Tra.  And  I'll  take  a  luru  with  you   there  tiU  'tis 

willnhJ 

datk. 

/b*.  Nol  at  all;  on  the  eontrary,  Ihom  of  the  lake 

And  you.  Scamp— 

Have  taken  cirsady,  anil  ititt  will  conliiius 

Seamf.                    Eieuse  me;  I  muat  lo  my  notes. 

To  take— what  they  can,  ftnin  a  groat  to  a  guinea. 

Of  pension  or  place:-bnt  tils  subiecl  's  a  (.ore. 

L„d3 Bli<:>i.  Well,  lir,  the  time's  coming. 

Out  of  "  Elegant  E.tracts." 

/»*.                                 Scamp!  don'tyou  feel  aore7 

/>.*,  Blitei.                           Well,  now  we  break  up; 

What  say  you  to  Ihist 

^^^snp.                           They  have  merit,  I  own ; 

/~i.  Then  at  two  hours  paat  midnight  we'll  all  meet 

Though  thsit  Byslem's  absurdity  keeps  il  nnlinown. 

Scaap.  It  ia  only  lime  past  which  cnrae.  under  my 

T^a.  And  lite  aweet  lobsler  salad  1 

Lad)  Blveb.  Comp.  a  Iruco  with  all  tartness:— ihejoy 

For  'tis  then  that  our  feelings  most  genuinely- feel.' 

of  my  heart 

Ixk.  True;  feeling  ia  truest  1ft™,  ftir  beyond  ques- 

Is  10  see  Nature's  triumph  o'er  all  thai  is  an. 

tion ; 

Wild  Namtet-Orand  Shakapeare! 

I  wish  10  the  gods  'twas  the  same  with  digeationl 

BM.                                           AnA  lioivn  Aristotle 

Lud^m^b.  Pshaw l-nevor  mind  that;  for  onem* 

Ladu  Bluim.  Sir  George  thinks  eiaclly  with  Lady 

ment  of  feeling 

And  my  Lord  Seventy-four,   who  proletta  our  dear 

Bard. 

For  itself,  or  what  follows But  here  comes  youl 

And  who  gave  him  bis  place,  has  the  greatest  regard 

carriagB. 

For  the  poet.  who.  singing  of  pedlats  and  aases. 

SrKici.  (isWc)  r  wish  all  these  people  were  d — i 

TVo.And  you.  Scampi— 

with  M-j  marriage  I                            [£Mml 

Scamp.              I  nseds  muat  confeaa  I  'm  embarrasa'd. 

Ink.    Don't   call   upon   Scamp,   who's  already   so 

all  icMs. 

THIRD  ACT  OF  MANFRED. 

Tra.  Well,  one  thing  ia  ceilain.  that  >oin«  muat  be 

IN  ITB   omuiMJL   SHAPE. 

1  should  liS^'to  know  who. 

AS  FIRST  SENT  TO  THE  PUBLISHER. 

hk.                                          And  I  should  nol  be  aorry 

To  know  who  are  nrt.— it  would  save  us  aome  worry. 

ScEBE  1.—A  Hallin  the  Ciutle  tf  XmfTid. 

This'-Ittaat  of  our  reason,  and  Row  of  the  soul." 

Oh,  my  dear  Mr.  Botherbyl  sympalhiie  t-I 

Now  fbel  such  a  rapture.  I'm  ready  to  fly. 

I  feel  Boelaalic— "joSiiov'""'— '"*'"i("™»'"* 

/s*.  Tracyl  open  Iho  window. 

Arc  all  things  so  disposed  of  in  the  tower 

Bilk.  For  God's  aake,  my  Lady  Bluebotile.  cliBCk  nol 

Aa  I  directed? 

This  gentle  emotion,  so  seldom  our  lot 

Her.                          All,  mylord.  aretendy; 

Upon  earth.    Give  It  way;  'tis  an  impulse  whichlifta 

Man.                                  '     It  is  well; 

For  which  poor  Fromelheus  was  ehain'il  to  hia  moun- 

Thou  maysi  retire.                                 [Krii  Hekbak 

Man.  (a;.»e.)          There  is  a  calm  upon  me- 

"Tis  the  source  of  all  (entiment—feeling's  true  foun- 

Did  noi  beloog  10  what  I  knew  ol  life. 

Ti"  the  Vision  of  Heaven  upon  Earlh:  '1  ts  the  gas 

If  that  I  did  not  know  philosophy 

Of  the  soul:  'tis  the  seizing  of  shades  as  tliey  paaa. 

To  he  of  "all  our  vanities  the  motliest. 

Ana  making  Ihem  substance:  'l  ia  aomelhing  divine  :— 

The  merest  wor.1  Ibsl  ever  fool'd  the  ear 

fn*.  Shall  I  help  you.  my.  friend.  10  ulilllumore  wino! 
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But  it  is  well  to  have  known  it.  ihnugh  but  once: 

To  penance,  and  with  gift  of  all  thy  lands 

It  hslh  enlarged  my  Ihoughls  with  a  new  eense. 

And  1  within  my  tablets  would  note  down 

Tllat  there  is  such  a  feeling.    Who  is  tbera  ? 

MhM.  Eipecl  no  mercy ;  I  have  warned  thee. 

Mon.  (m''i«g  "«  ==**«.)                                   Btop- 

H...  My  lord.  .hoTbbTt  of  at.'Mautice  crave. 

Thero  is  a  gift  for  thee  within  this  caskel. 

[MisrnED  opens  the  cubsE,  slrika  e  liiU 

andbtii-naiinseimiaie. 

Man.  Thanks,  holy  father!  welcouie  to  these  walla; 

The  Debob  Abhtaroth  ajjeors,  tinging  as  follati : 

And  his  blacli  wing  flits 

Who  dwell  witbio  Ihen.. 

But  I  would  fain  confer  wilb  Ihce  alone. 

O'er  the  milk-white  bone: 

Jllaa.   Herioan   retire.    What   would  my  reverend 

To  and  fro,  as  the  nighl  winds  blow. 

The  calCBBS  of  the  assassin  swings: 

.aWot,  Thus,  without  prelude  r-Ago    and  leal,  my 

And  there  alone,  no  ths  raven.sione,t 

office. 

AnA  good  intent,  niual  plead  my  privilege! 

Croaks  to  the  close  ef  the  hollow  aoundi 

May  also  be  my  herald.    Rumonre  strange, 

And  this  is  the  tune  by  the  light  of  the  moon 

To  which  the  witches  dance  their  roun^, 

Merrily,  meirily,  cheerily,  cheerily. 

Merrily,  merrily,  speeds  the  bail : 

The  dead  lu  Ihetr  slirouds,  and  tho  demons  iniaoudi. 

Man.                             Proceed.-I  listen. 

Flock  lo  the  witches-  carnival. 

.aiJol,  Tia   EOid  thou   boWest  converse  with  the 

MbvL  I  fear  thee  not— hence— hence— 

things 

Avaunt  thee,  evil  one!— help,  hoi  without  therel 

Jfen.  Convey  this  man   to  the  Shreckhorn— to   lu 

That  with  the  dwellers  of  tho  dark  abodes. 

peak- 

The  many  evil  and  unheatenly  spirits 

To  its  Bilrem^st  peak— natch  with  him  there 

Which  walk  the  valley  of  the  shade  of  death, 

Thy  fellows  in  creation,  thou  dost  rarely 

Eichange  Ihy  Ihnuglils,  sod  that  thy  solitude 

Set  him  down  saft'in  his  cell— away  with  himl 

Is  as  an  nncliorile's,  were  it  but  holy 

JUait.  And  what   ore   they   who  do   avouch   these 

Convent  and  all,  to  bear  him  company! 

things) 

JHon.  No,  tills  wilt  serve  far  the  present.  Takebim 

With  moat  nnqniel  eyes.    Tiiy  life's  in  peril. 

And  we  shall  fly  the  lighter. 

JHm.  Take  il. 

^binL                 I  come  tn  save,  and  nni  dealroy— 

Aebt.bo™  •Usa^eara  vdlh  thi  Abbot,  aTigmf  u 
A  prodigal  «.n  and  a  maid  undone, 

1  would  not  pry  into  thy  secret  sonl; 

But  if  these  things  be  soolh.  there  still  is  time 

For  penitence  and  pity:  reconcile  Ihee 

With  the  true  church,   and   through    tbe  church  to 

And  a  widow  re-wedded  wtlhin  the  year; 
And  a  worldly  monk  and  a  pregnant  nan. 
Are  things  which  every  day  appear. 

Man.  I  hear  Iheo.    Tliis  ia-my  reply:  whale'ei 

M.«raEi.^»«. 

1  may  have  been,  or  am,  doth  rest  between 

Man.  Why  would  this  fool  break  in   on   m..  and 

To  be  my  medtalor.    Have  I  sinn'd 

My  art  tn  pranks  fantastical !— no  miilter. 

Against  your  ordinances!  prove  and  punish!* 

It  was  not  of  my  seeting.    My  heart  sickens 

Mbot  Then,  hear  and  tremble !  For  the  lieaJatrone 

And  weighs  a  tii'd  foreboding  on  my  sonli 

Kul  il  is  calm-calm  aa  a  sullen  sea 

Who  in  the  mail  of  innate  hardihood 

After  the  hurricane:  the  winds  are  still. 

Would  shield  himself,  and  battle  tftr  bis  sins, 

But  the  cold  waves  swell  high  and  heavily, 

There  Is  the  stake  on  earth,  and  beyond  earth  eter. 

And  there  Is  danger  in  Ihem.    Sach  n  rest 

Is  no  repose.    My  Ilf^  bath  been  a  combat. 

Jf™.  Charily.  moK  reverend  father. 

And  every  thought  a  -round,  till  I  am  scarrrj 

Becomes  Ihy  lips  so  much  more  than  this  menace. 

lo  the  immorial  pan  of  me.— Whal  nowl 

What  wouldstthM  with  me! 

SiTT.  My  lord,  you  bade  me  wail  on  youal  sunset 

Mim.                                          Itotb  he  so! 

Then  if  thou  dost  not  nil  devote  thyself 

•  V  -11  b»  i»™tri  lta(,  >i  (v  u  Ibl.,  tta  oriji»ia  olter  ol  ibc 

■n„iiaimbemr'a\^a. 
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Musi  cliange  Iheir 


or  the  embrace  ot  nng 
More 'beanliful  Ihan  1] 

Most  glmioui  orbl  Iho 

Tlie  mystery  of  tliy  m 

■Hkhi  ^arlieal  minister  of  the  Almigtily, 

Which  gladden-d.  on  IhBir  mountBin  topa. 


Of  m 


«  darkly  speak  of  an  eveiil 
Which  happeu'd  heteaboi.ts,  iy  tits  same  lower. 

might  be  the  same;  the  wind 
Was  ftiint  and  gusty,  and  the  mountain  snows 
Began  to  glillet  with  the  climbing  moon; 


Sire  of  tbe  leasonsl  Monarch  of  the  clime 
And  those  who  dwell  in  them!  for.  near  o 

And  shine,  and  sel  in  glory.  Faro  Ihee  w 
I  ne-er  ahmll  see  tliee  more.  An  my  fttsl  i 
Of  love  and  wonder  was  for  thee,  then  te 


The  I 


L  of  all  earthly  thinss 


n  lire.    Oh,  heavens  and  eatthi  what 
sound  IS  Uiat?      lA  crash  Oil  ttuRdn- 


And  love  of  human  kind,  and  will  to  aid 
rhoae  in  distresa-pause  not-but  ftllow  nie- 
rhe  portal's  open,  follow.  [MimjEi.  gm 

Htr.  Come— who  follows  ? 

What,  none  of  ye 7— ye  recreants!  shiver  then 


Thefts  of  what  I  have  to  coma  these  three  yea 

jfti«Be(.  'Twete  dangerous: 

Contenl  thyself  with  nhat  thou  know'sl  already 

Her.  Ahl  Manuel!  thou  an  elderly  and  wise. 
And  couldat  say  much;  thou  hast  dwelt  within 


But  wherein  do  they  diO^r? 

JMlmmf,  1  speak  not 

Of  fcaiures  or  of  form,  hul  mind  and  habits: 
Connt  Sigismund  was  proud,— but  gay  and  ftee- 


A>  if  Ihey  had  forgotten 


Pia. 

i 

ifo 

'recis^elMo 

b" 

,fo 

e. 

Pailh,  not 
will  join, 
ypart. 

W 

Biij^  Bill. 

■) 

mr 

(^ 

Notao-e 

thoaghthe: 

^BO  heat  : 

oftly 

ow 

old  he  IS ! 

In  ivi 

diOB  do 

wnlhe 

lai  tease. 

i!..ffl. 

B-Mx» 

SKI.  and 

HBBH.B.  isttfiHJ  MlHFRED 

" 

Mm 

:  ■  d  you 

lothec 

ddle'thebarb.  and  apeed 

other 

y-quickl  some  water  ther 

81»M 

His  Che 
ngering 

kiabi 

ok— but  there  Is  a  faint  he 
e  heart.    Some  wnlcr. 

sigmi^m. 

.w™ 

ttl.  Ho 
Cou 

eemsto 

ipa-ca 

sounds. 

ns/ininj  Ms  kind  ond  fiafnu 

g- 

Her 

I  hear  a  word 

lAto 

d.imi.rc 

M.t(.ra^ 
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Or  iwo-bul  indialinctly-whBl  is  neil? 

FRAGMENT 

[imnrKED  MoMons  mi(4  his  hand  so!  M  rjMoi-f  Sim. 

He  changes  copidiy. 

JUinusI.  OhI  what  a  death  is  this!  that  I  Ehould  live 

To  ahate  my  gray  hairs  oter  the  last  chief 

Of  the  house  of  Sigisinond-And  such  a  death! 

''zz;z;S'=uft?- 

"zs— z."E,-'::i... 

JUaKf<ii.  !:^e.^ki„g  fiUMp  a,atlmly.)    Old  man  I 

■Tisnot  BQdiflieuliio  die. 

[M*NfHED.  tBvin?  said  lAiJ,  ezpires. 

Her.  His  pyes  are  lls'd  and  lifeleBS— He  is  g^ne. 

MmiuI.  Close  them.— My  old  hand  cpiivers— He  de- 

Fathuh  of  Light!  great  God  of  Heaven  1 

Whilhei?  I  dread  to  think-But  he  is  gonel 

Can  guilt  like  man's  be  e'er  forgiven  7 

Father  of  Light,  on  Ihee  I  Mil  1 

TO  M7  DEAR  W..K-g.Y  ANXE. 

Thou  seo'si  my  soul  is  datli  wiihln: 

Thou  who  can'st  mark  the  sparrowi  fell, 

Avert  from  me  the  death  of  Bin. 

No  shrine  1  seek  to  sects  nnhnown; 

W«KTH,  .PTEaWXBDE  MRS.  nvsTEBS,  IS   ISftl,   .BOUT 

Oh  point  to  me  the  path  of  tnilh  1 

1    tfiltt  BEFOttB  HEK  UARRlAeE.] 

Adieu  to  aweet  Mary  for  evert 

Spare,  yet  amend,  the  (hulls  of  youth. 

From  her  I  must  quickly  depart: 

Ui  bigots  rear  a  gloomy  fene, 

Though  the  fktes  us  from  each  other  sever. 

Lei  superstition  hall  the  pile. 

Still  her  image  will  dwell  in  my  heart. 

Lei  priests,  to  spread  their  sabis  relpi. 

With  tales  of  myslie  liica- beguile. 

The  Bame  Ihot  within  my  heart  burns 

glial!  man  conAne  his  Malier'i  sway 

The  love  which  for  Mary  I  feel 

Thy  temple  is  the  face  of  day; 

Is  far  purer  than  Cupid  be3li.«-e. 

Earth,  ocean,  heaven  thy  bounJIess  Ihron, 

Shall  man  condemn  his  race  to  hell 

I  wish  not  yonrjoys  10  molest! 

Unless  Uiey  bend  in  pompous  form 

Tell  us  that  all,  for  one  who  fell. 

MuBl  perish  in  the  mingling  storm? 

Tho  frieddship  ray  basoni  contains; 
U  will  ever  within  my  heart  dwell. 

Shall  each  pretend  lo  reach  the  skies, 

Yetdoomhishrothertoeipire, 
Whose  soul  a  different  hope  supplies. 

Shall  these,  by  croedj  they  can't  eipound, 

May  the  Ruler  of  Heaven  look  down, 

Prepare  a  ftneied  bliss  or woeJ 

And  my  Mary  ftom  evil  defend  1 

Shall  reptiles,  grovelling  on  the  gro'ind. 

May  she  ne'er  know  adversity's  frown. 

Their  groat  Creator's  purpose  know7 

May  her  happiness  ne'er  have  an  endl 

Shall  those,  who  live  for  self  alone. 

I^rfiwelll  I  with  anguish  repeat, 

Whoso  years  float  on  in  daily  crime- 
Shall  they  by  Failh  for  guilt  atone. 

While  this  heart  in  my  hosom  Ehall  heal. 

T-Aff  laws  in  Nature's  works  appear  ;- 

1  own  myself  corrupt  and  weak. 

Yet  will  I  pray,  for  thou  wilt  heart 

My  hopes  of  fliture  bliss  are  o'er. 

Whose  hand  from  pole  to  poio  I  trace: 

Thou,  who  in  wisdom  placed  me  here. 

Why  bring  those  Images  to  view 

Who,  when  Ihou  wilt,  can  lake  me  henu 

1  henceforth  must  resign? 

Ahl  whilst  I  tread  this  curilily  sphere. 

Ahl  why  those  happy  hours  renew. 

Whatever  weal  or  woe  bolide. 

I        Hy  thy  command  I  rise  or  ( 
!  In  thy  protection  1  conUdi 
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How  sbolL  (hy  glorinus  name  s 
Inspire  ber  feebJu  voice  to  si 
Bui,  if  this  Seetins  spirit  sHari 

vrhile  life  yet  tbrolis  I  raise  d 
Tbougli  doam'd  no  more  to  < 


K  RE  VISITING  II  ARROW. 


Resentment'e  hand  the  line  deftacei 
2. 
Deeply  ihe  cut — but,  not  erased, 


That  Fiiend 


■AMITIE  EST  L'AMOUK  fi 


Days  of 

d^tifht 

may  aliU 

ha  ir 

ine' 

>1  dead. 

In  iraci 

I  bach  Ihe  yean 

nfy 

One  Hrra  recnn 

Celeal 

lalion  bi 

dsllip  i 

Love  w 

thou 

■}  hmugh 

frw,  h 

t  deeply 

hequ 

eVd  yea 

Wliat 

s  have  l 

Mow.  ha 

■ed  by  cl 

irtfl 

Tiaht 

irayadi 

HoivB-ei 

i>. 

Myaou 

Tool! 

Idex 

friondal 

thine  □ 

orldai 

■Frie 

dship-i 

Love  w 

thou 

hiiwin 

Wliich  leiK  the  tommon  i 


Oh  Lovet  Iwfote  thy  ^lowi 


Thy  grove  of  elms,  thy  veril 
Thy  every  path  delights  me 
Each  Hower  a  double  frag 


My  Ly 

ual  wh 

refore  doe 

Thy 
Aftfceti 

filing  ti 
n  for  a 

"me'may 

wake  sg 

THinh. 

:hink,  my  friend, 

Our  lo 

hope  oft 

Absent 

"F.i 

ndship 

No— from  oppressive  honda  reliered, 

I  left  Ihe  tvretch  lo  K»rn. 
I  turn'd  10  those  my  ehildhoud  knew. 


1,  my  lifb  is  youra. 


b,  Google 


MISCELLANEOUS  POEMS.                                      743 

Whose  bean  and  not  whose  fancy  aings; 
Simple  and  young,  I  dare  not  feign, 
Mine  he  the  rude  yel  hearlffelt  sirain. 

" Fricndaliip  ia  Love  without  lua  niiigs!" 

TO  MY  SON. 

riiosB  flaion  loo.ks.  those  eyes  of  blue. 
Bright  as  "thy  mother's  in  their  hue; 
Tho«e  rosy  lips,  whose  dimples  play 
And  smile  lo  steal  Ihe  heait  away, 
Itecall  a  fcene  of  former  joy, 

Ah.  William  were  thine  own  the  same, 
Nu  self-reproach— but,  lei  me  cease— 
My  care  for  thee  shall  purchase  peace; 
Thy  molher-B  shade  shall  smile  ia  joy. 
And  pardon  all  the  past,  my  Boy. 

Her  lowly  grave  the  turf  has  prest, 

Vet  shall  not  these  one  hope  destroy.—  ' 

Why,  let  ibe  world  unfeeling  frown, 
Must  I  fond  Nature's  claim  disown? 
Ah,  no— Ihongh  moralists  reprove. 
I  hail  thee,  dearest  child  of  love. 
Fair  chernlj.  pledge  of  youth  and  joy— 
A  Father  guards  thy  birth,  my  Boyl 

Ere  sgB  has  .wrinkled  o'er  my  fiice. 
Ere  half  my  glass  of  life  is  run, 

And  ail  my  wone  of  yeors  employ 
In  justice  done  lo  thee,  my  Boyl 

Although  60  young  thy  heedless  aire. 

While  Helen's  form  revives  in  Ihee, ' 
The  breast,  which  lieal  lo  former  joy, 
Will  ne'er  desert  ils  pledge,  my  Boyl 

EPITAPH  ON  JOHN  ADAMS.  OF  SOUTHWELL, 

loiiN  AB«na  lies  here,  of  the  parisli  of  Southwell, 
A  Cnrrisr,  who  Mmed  his  can  (0  hia  mouth  well; 
He  carried  an  much,  snd  hs  carried  so  fast. 
He  coujd  carrg  no  mote-BO  was  earrieil  ul  last  i 
For,  the  iiiiuor  he  drank,  being  wo  much  for  one. 
He  could  not  m.t*  offi-so  he's  now  «n-(.iw. 

S,ft.  mi. 

FoaoKT  this  world,  my  restless  sprite. 
Turn   lu-n  thy  Ihoughla  lo  heaven; 

If  errors  are  forgiveh. 

Beiv  down  benealh  th"  Almighty's  Throne.— 

He,  who  is  merciful  and  just. 
Will  not  reject  a  child  of  du^t, 

Althotigh  his  meanest  care. 
Father  of  Light!  to  thee  I  call. 

My  aoul  is  dark  within; 
Thou,  who  causl  mark  Ihe  sparrow  loll. 

Who  calJD'sl  the  eiemenial  war. 

My  thoughts,  my  words,  my  crimes  forgive ; 
And,  since  I  soon  must  cease  to  live, 

i™  THE  SWtlBO, 

Whek  man.  cspeli'd  from  Eden's  howen, 

A  moment  lingerd  near  the  gate, 
Each  scene  recaird  the  vanlah'd  hours. 

And  bade- him  curse  bis  future  fhte. 
But  wandering  on  through  dislant  climes. 

He  learnt  to  hear  his  load  of  grief; 
Just  gave  a  sigh  lo  other  limea. 

And  found  In  busier  scenes  relief 
Thus,  Mary,  will  1 1  be  with  me. 

And  r  muai  view  thy  charms  no  more: 
For,  while  I  linger  ..ear  to  thee. 

In  flight  I  Eh.ill  be  surely  wise. 
Escaping  fVom  lempiation's  snare; 

C«.3,  18W 

A  LOVB-SONG. 

Ssmnn  me  not,  remind  me  nnl. 
or  tliose  beloved.  Ihose  vanish'd  hours 
When  ^11  my  soul  was  given  to  thee 
Bnura  that  may  never  be  forgot. 
Till  lime  unnewea  our  vital  powers. 
And  thou  and  I  shall  cease  to  be. 
Can  1  forgel- ennsl  thou  forget, 
When  playing  with  Ihy  a'olden  hair. 

Oh.  by  my  soul.  I  see  thee  yet. 
Willi  eves  ao  languid,  breast  so  fair. 
And  lips,  Ihongh  silent,  breathiog  love 

As  lialf  rspmacli'd  yet  raised  desire. 
And  still  we  neat  and  nearer  preat. 
And  still  our  glowing  lips  would  metx 

And  Ihen  Ihosepensive  eyes  wonld  cl«> 

And  bid  their  lids  each  olh-l  teek 

I'lrJIing  Ihe  azure  orbs  belo^' 

b,  Google 


■jii                                             BYRON'S  WORKS. 

Sweet  lady  1  once  my  heart  was  warn. 

Sreni'd  eleallng  o'er  lliy  biiLLianl  cheek. 

With  every  feeling  Botl  as  thine; 

Lite  raven's  pLiininge  BmootU'd  on  snow. 

I  dreamt  Last  nighl  our  love  return'^, 

And,  Boom  to  8.7.  tbal  vory  dream 

Was  Bweeler  in  its  jliantasy 

Sweet  ladyl  speak  those  words  again; 

Than  it  for  oilier  hearM  I  butn'd. 

Yet  if  Ihey  grieve  thee,  say  not  so— 

For  eyes  thai  ne'er  Uke  thine  could  beam 

In  rapture's  wild  reality. 

Then  tell  me  nol,  remind  me  not, 

Of  hoars  which,  Ihoiigh  for  ever  gone. 

Can  EliU  a  p1easing'4reain  reslote, 

Fill  the  gohlel  as;ain,  for  I  never  before 

'I'jIL  thou  and  I  Ehall  iKiWbreot. 

Pell  the  glow  which  now  gladdens   my  heart  lo  lis 

Let  us  drink !-who  would  not?-Bince,  throughlifes 

STANZAS 

I  have  tried  io  its  turn  all  that  life  can  supply: 

I  have  hask'd  iu  the  beam  of  a  dark-rolliog  eye; 

i  have  loved :— who  has  not?-but  what  heart  con  de- 

Since  it  will  ne'er  forgotten  ho. 

That  pleasure  existed  while  paasion  was  there  7 

When  all  our  feelings  were  the  same 

As  still  my  soul  hath  been  to  thee. 

In  tlie  days  of  my  youth,  when   the  heart's  in   Its 

And  from  thai  hour  when  flrBl  thy  tongue 

spring. 

CcnfsBB'd  a  love  which  equall'd  mine. 

I  had  ftiendsl-who  has  not  J-burilil^o"^fo  win 

Though  many  a  grief  my  hearl  hath  wrung, 

Unltnown  and  thus  unfelt  by  thine. 

That  friends,  rosy  winal  are  so  faithful  as  IhouJ 

None,  none  hath  sunk  so  deep  as  this— 

The  hearl  of  a  mistress  some  boy  may  estrange. 

To  think  how  all  that  love  hath  flown; 

Transienl  as  every  faithless  kiss. 

Thou  grow'st  old— who  does  not  T— but  on  earth  what 

And  vel  my  heart  some  solace  knew. 

When  late  1  heard  thy   ips  declare. 

Wbose  virtues,  liketbine,  still  increase  with  its  years? 

In  accents  once  imagined  true. 

Should  a  rival  bow  down  lo  our  idol  below. 

Ycsl  my  adored,  yet  most  unkindl 

We  are  jealousl- who 'e  not?-lhou  basl  no  such  al 

Though  llKU  wilt  never  love  again. 

[oy; 

To  me  -t  is  doubly  sweet  10  find 

For  the  more  thai  enjoy  thee,  (he  more  we  enjoy. 

Yeal  'tis  B  glorhoug  thought  to  me. 

Forrellige  we  Jly  to  the  gohlel  al  last; 

Nor  longer  shall  my  soul  repine. 

There  we  find-do  we  notl-in  the  flow  of  the  soul, 

Tha(  truth.  Bs  of  yore,  is  confined  to  the  bowl. 

Thou  haat  heen  dearly,  solely  roinel 

And  Misery's  triumph  commenced  over  Mirth. 

Hope  was  left,  was  she  nctT— but  tlie  goblet  we  his^ 

TO  •  '  •  •  *. 

And  care  not  for  hope,  who  are  certain  of  bliss. 

Long  life  tD  the  grape  1  for  when  summer  is  floi  a 

The  age  of  our  nectar  shall  gladden  our  own  : 

Bweet  ladyl  apeak  those  words  again: 

We  must  die— who  shall  nol  ?— May  our  sins  bf  «ir 

Vet  if  they  grieve  Ihee.  say  not  so- 

1  wouW  not  give  that  bosom  pam. 

And  Hebe  shall' never  be  idle  in  heaven. 

My  nearl  is, sad,  my  hopes  are  gone, 

My  hlDEid  runs  coldly  through  my  breast : 

And  when  I  perish.  Ihou  alone 

STANZA8 

Will  Hgh  above  roy  place  of  rest. 

TO  •■',  OS   tBtVIHO  ESGL.IID. 

And  yel   nielninks  a  gleam  of  peace 

Tis  done— and  shivering  in  the  gale 

fmih  through  my  cloud  of  anguish  shine; 

The  bark  unflirlB  her  snowy  sail; 

f  nd  for  awhile  my  sorrows  cease. 

And  whistling  o'er  Ihe  bending  mast. 

To  know  thy  lieart  hath  fcll  for  mine. 

Loud  singe  on  high  the  (yesh'ning  blast; 

vih  ladyl  blessed  he  that  lear- 

And  1  must  from  this  land  be  goj.e. 

».-«  i.rednu«  drops  are  doubly  dear 
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Could  I  rtpose  upon  the  Sreasl 

From  aloft  the  signal's  streaming. 

Becauso  I  cannot  Jove  bui  one. 

Tell  us  that  our  time's  ejpired. 

Which  gAve.me  bUzs  or  miseiy; 

Co"?to%aira'll, 

Nfiverlo  think  of  it  again; 

Prying  from  the  custom-house ; 
Trunks  unpacking. 

For  though  1  fly  from  Albion, 

I  atill  can  only  lovo  bat  one. 

"Scapes  uuseatcH'd  amid  the  racket, 

My  weary  hearlis  desolate; 

Now  our  boatmen  quit  their  mooting, 

Beeanae  I  can^ii  love  but  one. 

Baggage  from  the  quay  is  lowering. 

I  ne'er  shall  find  a  reHling-piacc ; 

My  own  dark  Iboughta  1  cannot  ahnn. 

Men  and  womeo, 

Still  finds  aome  boapilable  hearlli. 

Where  friendship's  or  love's  softer  slow 

All  are  wrsngling. 

But  friend  orlemttn  I  have  none, 

Because  1  cannot  love  Sul  one. 

Ere  we  read,  the  Lisbon  Packet. ' 

I  go— but  whereaoe'er  1  floe, 

There's  not  a  kind  conifanial  heatl, 

"  Heyday  1  call  you  that  a  cabin  J 

Why.  'lis  liardjy  three  feet  square; 

Not  enough  to  stow  Oueen  Mab  in- 

WouW  whBln.  some  soft*  hearts  with  woe- 

Bul  mine,  alas!  has  stood  the  blow; 

■'Who,  sir?  plentv— 

Yet  still  beats  on  as  it  hegnn. 

"Did  they)"  Jesus, 

Would  to  Gori  they  did  so  stHl: 

And  why  Ihat  early  lova  was  irost, 

Thou  irnoVst  the  be^l,  I  feel  the  niNst; 

Of  the  good  ship,  Lisbon  Packet." 

But  few  that  dwell  beneath  the  sun 

Have  loved  so  long,  and  tovea  but  one 

Pleleherl  Murray!  Bob!  where  are  yimJ 

With  charms  perchance  as  fair  lo  view; 
And  I  would  fain  have  loved  as  well. 

Sireloh'd  along  the  deck  like  logs— 
Bearahand,  youjolly  tar.  youl. 

Here's  a  rope's-end  for  the  dogs. 

Porhade  my  bleeding  breast  to  own 

A  kindred  care  for  aught  but  one. 

As  the  hatchway  down  he  rolls. 
Kaw  his  brcahlhst.  now  his  verses. 

■Twould  sootlis  to  lalie  one  lingering  view, 

Vomits  forth-and  damns  our  louls. 

Aod  bless  thee  in  my  last  adieu; 

Ctn  Braganza— 

For  him  that  wanders  o'er  the  deep-. 

His  home,  his  hope,  his  youth  are  gone. 

Of  warm  water—" 

Vel  still  he  loves,  and  loves  but  one. 

"What's  the inalter?" 

"Zoundsl  my  liter's  coming  up. 

LINES  TO  MR.  HODRSON. 

I  shall  not  survive  the  racket 
Of  this  brutal  Lisbon  Pacfcet." 

FIbihI  Hodgson,  we  are  goipg. 

Now  at  leoglh  we're  offfbr  TarSej 

Lord  knows  when  we  s.iall  conw  l«a> 

Pavouraijle  breeiea  blowing 

May  uoship  pji   n  a  crail. 
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Bill,  since  life  at  most  a  im  ia. 

I  've  seen  my  bride  anolhefs  bride.— 

As  philOBOI^^ts  Dll««r, 

eiillloluughBy  ft,  lliebfist  is; 

Have  seen  the  infant,  which  she  hore. 

Tlien  laugh  on— ss  1  dn  now. 

Wear  the  sweet  smile  ths  mother  wora 

Laugh  al  bIJ  Ihings, 

When  site  and  I  in  youth  have  smiled 

etcat  and  small  things. 

8icl,  or  well,  at  sea  or  shore; 

Have  seen  her  eyes.  In  cold  disdain. 

Aelt  if  I  felt  no  secret  pain. 

Lot's  ha>o  laoEhing— 

And  I  have  aeted  well  my  part, 

And  made  my  ciieek  belie  my  heart. 

Some  good  ivitio !  and  wbo  would  lack  il. 

Yet  fell  Ihe  white  that  w>om8u'3  siave;- 

Have  kiss'd.  as  if  without  design. 

The  bahe  which  ought  lo  have  been  mine, 

LINES  IN  THE  TKAVELLERS'  BOOK  AT  OC 

CHOMENUa. 

Time  had  not  made  me  love  Ihe  less. 

Nor  seek  again  an  eastern  shore  i 

To  IracB  the  Iji.lli  and  nursery  of  art: 

The  world  befits  a  busy  brain,— 

Nubia  hie  object,  glorious  is  bis  aim: 

He  coines  to  Attisns,  and  he  writes  bis  name." 

But  if,  in  some  succeeding  year. 
When  Brilitin-E  "May  Is  In  the  eere," 

1KHE4TH   WHICH  LORD  BYBOS  IBSEKTHD  MIE  fOLWWiBO 

Thou  hear'st  of  one,  whose  deepening  Crimea 

Tat  modest  hard,  lilie  many  a  bard  unhnnwn. 

Of  one,  whom  love  nor  pity  sways. 

■ymOB  on  our  nfmes,  bat  wisely  hides  lUs  own: 

Nor  hope  of  ftme,  nor  good  men's  praisa 

Gilt  yet  wliDO'er  lie  be,  to  say  no  worse. 

His  name  would  hring  more  credit  than  his  verse. 

One  rank'd  in  aome  reconllng  page 

ON  MOORE'S  LAST  OPERATIC  FARCE. 

Him  wilt  thou  insB-and  Inuming  paaM, 

Sor  will  the  tfeei  forget  tho  cause. 

'  Sepl.  U.  ISll. 

Good  plays  are  searce. 

ON  LORD  THURL0W9  POEMS. 

Bo  Monro  writes  fares : 

The  poel-9  fiiine  grows  hrltlle— 

May.  K13 

(I  hope  I  am  not  violent.) 

EPISTLE  TO  MR.  HODGSON. 

And  since  not  e^  o„r  Eogers'  praise 

"— ^  ■>"-?.  «-«■  11.  ISII- 

Why  uoald  they  lei  him  print  his  lays) 

"OHi  banish  eare''-»ueh  over  be 

The  motto  of  Iky  revelry  1 

Perchance  of  raino,  when  Ni'assail  nights 

Rinow  those  riotous  dolighls. 

Wherewith  the  children  of  Despair 

Iiuil  the  lone  heart,  and  "bBnish  care." 

iiut  not  in  morn-s  reflecting  hour. 
When  present,  jiast.  and  l\ituie  lower. 

To  me,  divine  Apnllo,  gram— Ol 

When  all  I  loved  is  ohsnged  or  tons. 
»Ioclt  with  such  launls  the  woes  of  nne. 

0. 
And  thus  to  furnish  decent  lining. 

My  own  and  others'  bays  I'm  Iwining.- 

PlaM  in  a  hoan  Ihnl  ne'er  was  Told. 

Bo,  gentle  Thutlow,  throw  me  Ihiiie  in. 

By  all  the  powora  tlint  men  revere. 

By  all  unto  my  Imsom  dear. 

Thy  jojs  helDW,  thy  bnpes  above, 

Sptali— sveili  or  anything  but  love. 

Th<i.fl,„iot™ApoiJo4crt«n 

T-rem    3ng  lo  tell,  and  vain  lo  hear. 

L..^^»i.«b,i,«h:.<,™» 

'I'li£  Ids  nf  .me  wiv  uome  a  tear; 

Lcdnaii«eiLi,«.i,n  a>m 

And  there  is  little  in  that  lale 

Wh.rh  bettor  bosoms  would  bewail. 

•■I lay  nv  ironct  of  lasrtl dtic:,.- 
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And,  were  il  lawfully  thine  own, 

Singing  ■■Glory  to  God"  in  a  spick  and  span  sUnia 

Does  Roscrs  want  il  mosl.  or  Ihon! 

The   like  (since   Tom  Sternhold  was  cboked)   nevM 

Keep  lo  thyself  Uiy  wither'd  bougli, 

Were  JHSliQS  done  to  bnlh,  I  Itow, 

The  papers  have  told  you,  no  d.,Qbt,  of  the  fusK., 

He'd  have  but  little,  and  tbou-imne. 

The  felea.  and  ine  gapinga  to  gel  at  these  Eutses,— 

a. 

Of  his  Majestya  suite,   up   ftom  coachman    to    Hel 

"  Tftnt  thnt  a  form  ^pelW>  rroBn." 

And  wliai  dignity  decks   the  flat   face    bf  itaa  great 

Aorewnlwhy.  twis,  ithowyoHWill, 

THy  chaplet  must  be  foolscap  aliCl. 

When  Deit  you  vlstl  Delphi's  town. 

Inquire  omong  your  fellowlodgets. 

TheyiL  lell  you  Phce&ua  gave  hia  cniwu. 

Pome  years  before  youi  biilh,  lo  Rngers. 

3. 

•■  LSI  tnem  elher  M«e  his  aan." 

The  Ciars  looli.  I  own.  waa  much  brighter  and  btislnr 

When  coals  io  Newcastle  are  carried. 

But  then  he  is  sadly  delicient  in  whisker; 

And  owls  sent  to  Athena  aa  wonders. 

From  his  spouse  when  the  Eegenl's  unmarried. 

-mere  breeches  whiak'd  round,  in  a  walla  with  tbo 

Or  Liverpool  weeps  o'er  his  blunder!} 

Jersey, 

When  Tories  and  Wings  Maae  to  quarrel. 

Who,  lovely  as  ever,  seem'd  just  as  delighted 

With  mojesly'a  presence  as  Ihose  she  invited. 

THE  DEVIL'S  DRIVE. 

liu.,  il»  oDlj  mp,  itai  Lori  Byrm,  J  Wlwt.  aa  ™ic.  In  prwiM 

ilfor  llB  »MI  [bK,  iii!»f  tl.n=ilr  BBtmel,  wuncglhc  poiol  M  oo- 

Oh  you.  who  in  all  names  can  tickle  the  town, 

h»~™-.Bn>.«(  rt.  <iu»i  «r^"n»  nt.ii^i>ri«»»»ji»orii.  r» 

-r.lDsO-*i»™. 

rot  hang  no  if  I  know  of  which  you  may  most  brag. 

I. 

?Dut  Quarto  Iwopounds,  01  yuur   Two-penny   Foat 

The  Devil  retuin'd  to  hell  by  two. 

Bug: 

Aud  he  staid  at  home  till  Ave; 

But  now  to  my  letter— lo  j)r)«fs  'tis  an  answer- 

And  a  rebel  or  so  In  an  Irim  slew. 

And  sausages  made  of  a  self-slain  Jew, 

All  ready  and  dtess'd  for  proceeding  to  spunge  on 

And  bethought  himself  what  next  to  do; 

[According  to  compact)  Ihe  wit  in  the  dungeon- 

"And,"  quoth  he,  "  I  "11  take  a  drive. 

I^ay  PhiBbuB  at  length  our  political  mulice 

I  walk'd  In  the  morning,  I'll  ride  to-night; 

May  not  gel  us  lodgings  wllhin  the  same  polaeel 

In  darkness  my  children  take  most  delight, 

I  suppose  thai    to-nighl   you  're   engaged  with  some 

And  I'll  see  how  my  favourites  thrive. 

codgers. 

•'  And  what  shall  I  tide  in  !"  quoth  iMCitel,  then— 

4nd  for  Sotheby-B  Blues  have  deserted  Sam  Rogers. 

Must  put  on  my  Ijrecclles,  and  wail  on  the  Ilenlhcole! 

"IflfolloWdmy  tasie.indeed. 

And  you  '11  be  Catallus.  the  Regent  Mamurra. 

And  amile  lo  see  them  bleed. 

But  these  will  be  furnish'd  again  and  agiin. 

And  at  p-eaent  my  purpose  is  speed; 

FRAGMENT  OF  AN  EPISTLE  TO  THOMAS 

Aud  watch  that  no  souls  shall  be  poach'd  away. 

MOORE.                      ^ 

"I  have  a  slate-coach  ot  Carlton  House, 

"What  say  /r— not  a  syllable  further  in  proaej 

But  they're  lenl  to  two  IViends,  who   make   [M 

amends 

By  driving  my  favourite  pace; 

Here  goes,  for  ■  swhn  on  the  stream  o*  oid  Time, 

And  they  handle  Ihiir  reins  with  such  a  graca. 

On  those  buoyant  supporters,  the  bladders  of  rhyme. 

I  have  something  for  both  al  the  end  of  theiri  w*. 

If  our  weight  hrealis  them  down,  and  we  eiuH  in  the 

flood. 

■•So  now  f^r  the  earth  to  lake  my  chance.- 

Then  op  lo  the  earth  sproog  he; 

Where  the  Divers  of  Bathos  lie  drown'd  in  a  heap. 

And  Southey's  last  TEan  hos  pilloWd  hia  Bleeps 

He  stepp'd  across  the  sea. 

And  rested  his  hoof  on  a  turnpike  road. 

iVe'k'd  out  of  his  depth  and  waa  lost  in  s  calm  sea. 

No  very  gtc.l  way  Irom  a  bishop's  abotl* 
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s. 

And  he  saw  the  tears  in  Lord  Eldon'a  eye., 

Bui  first  as  he  flew,  1  taigal  10  say, 

Because  the  Catholics  would  not  rise. 

That  he  hovci'd  a  moment  upon  hia  way 

In  spite  of  his  ptayets  and  hia  propheciea; 

To  look  upon  Leipsit  plain  1 

Atul  60  Bwaet  to  his  eye  waj  lis  sulphury  glare. 

A  cenain  chief  justice  say  something  like  (um 

And  so  sod  10  hia  eat  wat  ihe  «y  of  despair, 

ing. 

And  the  Devil   was  shock'd— and    quolh   be. 

And  he  gaMd  with  delight  from  iU  growing  height. 

Not  ofleo  on  eanh  bad  he  seen  such  a  alghi, 

For  1  find  we  have  much  bcltet  raanneta  below 

Nor  bis  wort  doue  half  ao  well; 

If  thus  he  harangues  when  he  passes  my  horde 

For  the  field  tan  so  red  with  the  blood  of  the  dead. 

1  shall  hint  10  friend  Moloch  to  coll  him  to  otde 

■Dhat  it  blusb-d  like  the  wavea  of  hell  1 

Then  loudly,  and  wildly,  and  long  laugh'd  he: 

"MethlntB  Ihey  have  here  mile  need  of  ns/" 

<■ 

8. 
But  the  softest  note  that  soothed  his  ear 

ADDITIONAL  STANZAS,  TO  THE  ODE  TCi 

NAPOLEON  BONAPAKTE. 

Was  the  sound  of  a  widow  sighing; 

Thsbe  was  a  day-there  was  an  hour. 

Which  hoirar  froze  in  the  blue  eye  cleat 

While  earth  was  Gaul's-Gaul  thine— 

Of  a  maid  by  her  lover  lying— 

When  that  immesiutable  power 

As  ronnd  ber  fell  her  Long  (air  hait: 

Unaated  lo  tesign 

Had  been  an  act  of  putet  ihme 

Wbioh  seern'd  to  ask  if  a  God  were  there! 

Than  gathers  round  Marengo's  name 

And,  «tel«h'd  by  Ihe  wall  of  a  ruin'd,  hut. 

And  gilded  thy  decline. 

WItb  its  hollow  cheek,  and  eyes  half  shut. 

A  child  of  femlne  dying: 

Despite  some  passing  Clouds  Of  Crime" 

And  the  lill  of  the  vainly  flyiiigl 

Bui  Ihou  forsooth  must  be  a  king 

And  don  the  purple  vest. 

And  what  did  he  thote,  1  ptoy  i 

Remembrance  iVom  thy  bteast. 

If  his  eyes  were  good,  he  but  saw  by  night 

Where  Is  that  faded  garment;  where 

What  we  eeo  every  day; 
But  he  made  a  tour,  and  kept  a  Joutnal 
Of  all  the  wondrous  sights  noclutnal, 
And  he  Mid  11  In  shates  to  the  Men  of  Iho  ft™. 

The  gewgaws  Ihou  wen  fond  lo  wear, 

The  star— the  string— the  crest? 
Vain  tioward  chibl  of  empire!  say. 
Are  all  thy  playthings  sna.oh'd  away) 

Who  bid  pretty  well— but  they  cheated  hiin,  though 

The  Devil  first  saw,  as  he  thought,  the  Jtfaii. 

When  gazing  on  the  great; 

IIS  coachman  and  his  coal: 

Wiieie  Tieillier  guilty  glory  glows. 

Bu  instead  of  a  pistol  ho  coclfd  his  tail. 

Nor  despicable  state  ) 

And  seized  him  by  the  thtoai : 

Yes-one-lhe  fitsl-lhe  last-the  best- 

-  Aha,"  quoth  he,  '•  what  have  »a  heto  J 

The  Cincinnatus  of  Ibe  Weal. 

Tie  a  new  hatouche.  and  an  ancient  pectl" 

Whom  envy  dared  not  hale. 

8a  be  sat  him  on  hia  bas  again. 

Bequealh'd  the  name  of  Washington, 

To  moke  man  blush  there  was  but  one) 

But  be  true  to  hia  club,  and  staunch  to  bis  rein. 

Jipril.  1814. 

lliS  brothel,  and  his  beer; 

"Neil  10 seeing  u  lord  at  the  Muncil  board. 

TO  LADY  CAROLINE  LAMB. 

*           •           '          '          '           ' 

But  ha  heard,  as  he  proposed  to  enter  in  there. 
Thai  "the  Lotda"  had  tecejved  a  summons; 

On  one  unbtoken  dteam  of  theeJ 

Bal  love  like  outa  muat  never  be. 

And  Be  Iliought  as  a-quamlam  arislocrat," 

Aa  Ihou  hast  fled,  so  let  me  flee. 
And  change  Ihe  heart  thou  may'sl  nol  bleu 

He  might  peep  at  the  peeti,  .^hough  lo  tear  them 

And  be  walk'd  up  the  house   so  like  one  of  out 

They  '11  tell  thee,  Ciaral  I  have  aeem'd. 

•fb..  Ihev  say  that  he  stood  pretty  near  the  Ihrona. 

Nor  sigh'd,  nnr  ftown'd.  as  If  1  deem'd 

18. 

That  tKou  wert  binislrd  from  my  view. 

He  saw  the  Lord  Livetpool  seemingly  wise, 

Clara!  this  sltuggle-to  undo 

What  thou  hast  done  too  well,  fiir  ma 

This  mask  before  the  lahbling  crew- 

And  ChaUiam.  so  like  bis  friend  Billy; 

This  ireachety— was  truth  lo  thee! 
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1  have  not  wept  while  thou  wert  gone. 

But  sough  I.  in  many,  ull  that  one 
(Ahl  need  I  name  her  J)  could  beslow. 

To  thine— IQ  thee-lo  man— lo  God, 

To  crush,  10  quench  this  guilty  glow. 

Ere  yet  the  path  of  crime  be  trod. 

Bui  since  my  breast  is  not  so  pore. 
Since  still  the  vulture  tears  my  heart, 

I^t  me  (bis  agony  endure. 
Nol  thee-ohl  dearest  as  thou  arti 

In  mercy,  Clara!  lei  us  part. 
And  I  wlU  eeek,  yet  know  not  how. 

To  shun,  in  lime,  the  threatening riart; 

And  nobly  thus  eiert  thy  power; 
Then  spurn  me  hence— 'tis  all  I  ask— 

Ere  wrath's  impending  via'irshowet 
Remorse  redoubled  on  my  head ; 

A  heart,  whose  hope  has  long  been  dead. 
Deceive  no  mote  thyself  and  me. 

Deceive  not  better  hearls  than  mine; 
Ahl  ahouldst  thou,  whither  wouldat  Ihou  flee. 

From  woe  like  ours— ftom  ehame  like  thine) 
And,  if  there  be  a  wralh  divine, 

A  pang  beyond  this  fleeting  breath. 
E'en  now  all  future  hopes  rosifin. 

Such  Ihoaghts  are  guilt-such  guilt  ia  death. 

STANZAS  POK  MUSIC. 

There  is  grief  in  the  soilnd,  there  is  guilt  In  the  fame ; 
Bui  the  tear  which  now  burns  on  my  cheek  may  in,- 

part 
The  deep  thoughts  that  dwell  in  i 

Too  brief  for  our  passion,  lob  Jon 
Were  those  hours-can  their  joy 

We   repenT-we   abjurc-we  wi 

We  will  pan.— we  will  fly  (o— un 

Ohl  thine  be  the  gladness,  and  mine  be  the  guiltl 
Forgive  me,  adored  onel— Ibrsake,  if  thou  will;— 
But  the  heart  which  ia  thine  shall  expire  andebased, 

A. 
And  siein  to  the  haughty,  but  humble  lo  thee, 
This  soul,  in  ils  bitterest  blackness,  shall  be; 
And  our  days  seem  as  swift,  and  our  moments  more 

sweei. 
Wilh  thee  by  my  side,  than  wilh  worlds  at  our  feel. 

a. 

One  sigh  of  thy  sorrow,  one  look  of  thy  love. 

And  the  hcarlleas  may  wonder  at  aH  I  resign— 
Thy  Up  shall  reply,  nol  lo  them,  but  lo  mi^. 

Af=V.  1814. 

ADDRESS  INTENDED  TO  BE  F.ECITED  AT  TIM 

CALEDONIAN  MEETING. 
Who  halh  nol  glow'd  above  the  page  where  feme 
Halh  flid  high  Caledon's  unconquer'd  name; 
The  mounlain-land  which  spurn'd  the  Roman  chain 
And  baffled  back  Ihe  flerycresled  Dane, 
Whose  bright  claymore  and  hardihood  of  hand 
No  the  could  lame— no  lyrant  could  command  3 
That  race  is  gone— but  still  their  chihlren  breathe. 
And  glory  crowns  Ihem  wilh  redoubled  wrealh: 
O'er  Gael  and  Saxon  mingling  banners  shine. 
And  England!  add  their  slubborn  strength  lo  Ihine. 
The  blood  which  floWd  wilh  Wallace  flows  as  iVee, 

But  give  supporl-tlie  world  hath  given  him  famel 
The  humbler  ranks,  the  lowly  brave,  who  bled 
While  cheerly  following  where  the  mighty  led, 

Where  happier  comrades  in  their  triumph  Irod. 

The  sireless  olftpring  and  the  lonsly  spouse: 
She  on  high  Albyn's  dusky  bills  may  raise 
The  tearful  eye  In  melancholy  gaze. 
Or  view,  while  shadowy  auguries  disclose 
The  Highland  seer's  anticipated  woes, 
The  bleeding  phantom  of  each  martial  form 

While^ad.  d,e"cia''nls*°l,e'soH!ary''song"™' 
The  soft  lament  for  him  who  tarries  long— 
For  him,  whose  distanl  relics  vainly  crave 
The  Coronachs  wild  requiem  lo  the  brave. 

Which  bursts  when  Nature's  feelings  newly  flow. 
Yet  IcnderncBS  and  lime  may  rob  the  tear 

A  nation's  gratilnde  perchance  may  spread 
A  thornlesa  pillow  for  the  wldow'd  head; 
May  lighten  well  her  heart's  maternal  care. 
And  w.an  from  penury  Ihe  soldier's  heir. 

Miy.  mi. 

N  THE  PRINCE  REGENT'S  RETURNING  THB 
PICTUKE  OP  SARAH,  COUNTESS  OP  JERSEY 

ViiEH  the  vnin  triumph  of  the  imperial  lord, 
Vhom  servile  Rome  obey'd,  and  yet  abhorr'd. 
ave  lo  the  vulgar  gaze  each  glorious  bust. 

That  left  a  liheness  of  the  brave  or  Just; 
■hat  most  admired  each  scrutinizing  eye 

Of  all  Ibal  deck'd  that  passing  pageantry? 

What  spread- from  ftce  to  face  that  wondering  alil 

The  Ihongbl  of  Brutus-for  his  was  not  there! 

Thai  absence  proved  his  worth,— that  absence  fliu 

liis  memory  on  the  longing  mind,  unmli'dr 

And  more  decreed  his  glory  lo  =ndure. 

Than  all  a  gold  Colossus  cmfld  secure. 
If  thus,  fair  Jersejr,  our  desiring  gaze 

Search  for  thy  form,'  in  vain  and  mute  amaze. 

Amid  those  piclured  charms,  whose  loveliness. 

Bright  though  they  be.  thine  own  had  renrjer'd  lesi 

If  his  corrupted  eye  and  wilher'd  heart 
Could  wilh  thy  gentle  Image  bear  depari. 

To  ga^e  on  Beauty's  band  withoiil  its  chiirfi 
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TbI  comlbrl  elUl  one  eelflah  IJiouglll  imparls. 

They  called  (br  the  harp,  hut  our  blood  they  shall  spill. 

We  lose  the  portrail,  but  preserve  our  hearts. 

WBat  tan  his  vaulted  gallery  now  disclose  I 

A  ganloD  with  all  flnwera-oicept  tha  rose  i— 

As  dead  as  her  dead  leaf  those  mule  harps  must  bol 

A  foiiiit  that  only  wanlaits  living  atream; 

Our  bands  may  be  fetlei-'d.  our  tears  still  ate  free. 

Atid  night,  with  every  star,  save  Diao's  beam. 

For  oui  God  and  our  glory,  and  SionI  for  thee. 

Lost  to  our  eyes  the  ptefiea,  forms  shall  bo. 

Tiat  tum  ftoni  traeingr  them  lo  dream  of  thee; 

Than  all  ha  i^all  not  force  on  our  applause. 

They  say  that  Hope  is  happiness. 

Long  may  tliy  yet  meridian  lustre  shine. 
IViih  all  that  Tirtae  asks  of  Homage  thine ; 
The  iymmetry  of  youth— the  grace  of  mien— 

But  genuine  Love  must  prize  the  past; 
And  Memory  wakes  the  thoughts  that  hles»- 
They  rose  the  first,  Ihey  set  the  last 

The  eye  that  gladdens— and  the  brow  serene; 

The  glossy  darkness  of  Ihal  clualerinj;  ha.-. 

Was  once  our  only  hope  to  be: 

And  all  that  hope  adored  and  lost 

A  spell  whlth  will  not  let  our  looks  repose, 

But  turn  to  gaa,  again,  and  find  anew 

Bome  charm  that  well  rewards  another  view. 

These  are  not  lessen'd.  these  ate  still  as  bright. 

Albeit  too  daiiling  fot a  dotard's  sight; 

Ooloier.  18H. 

To' please  the  paltry  heart  Ihal  pleases  none. 

That  dull  cold  sensualist,  whose  sickly  eye 

LINES  INTENDED  FOE  THE  OPENmo  OF'TSB 

In  envious  dimness  paas'd  thy  portrait  by; 

Who  raek-d  his  little  spirit  to  combine 

In  the  year  since  Jesus  died  for  men. 

Riding  j-er  land,  and  sailing  o'er  sea. 

TO  BELSHAZZAR, 

We  forded  the  river  and  eJonlh  Iha  high  hill. 

Belsbizzar  1  IVom  the  banquet  turn. 

Nor  in  Ihy  sensual  fullness  fall; 

wV^h^^w'oTay  l"the  mvo  or  the' shed. 

Our  sleep  fell  soft  on  the  hardest  bed; 

The  graven  words,  the  glowing  wall. 

Whether  we  eouch'd  in  our  rough  capote. 

Many  a  despot  men  miscall. 

On  the  tougher  plank  of  our  gliding  boot. 

Or  sltetch'd  on  the  beach,  or  our  saddles  spead 

Bui  IhDu.  the  weakest,  worst  of  all— 

As  a  pillow  beneath  the  resting  head. 

Fresh  we  woke  upon  the  morrow; 

'2. 

All  our  thoughts  and  words  had  seope. 

Do  1  dash  the  roses  fi-om  Ihy  brow- 

To^*and*t™vel'''hut"noT.t'r"''  ^^' 

Gray  hairs  but  poorly  wreathe  with  them; 

Mote  than  thy  very  diadem. 

We  were  of  all  tongues  a*  t  creeds;— 
Some  wore  those  who  couB,;d  beads. 

Where  thou  hast  tarnish'd  every  gem:— 

Homo  of  mosque,  and  some  of  church, 

Then  throw  the  worthless  bauble  by, 

And  some,  or  I  mis-say,  of  neither; 

Which,  worn  by  thee.  eVn  slaves  contemn  ; 

Tet  through  the  wide  world  might  ye  search. 

And  learn  like  better  men  to  die. 

Nor  find  a  motlier  crew  nor  hZither. 

Ohl  early  in  the  balance  weigh'd. 

And  some  are  ecalter'd  and  alone. 

And  ever  Lght  of  word  and  worth. 

And  seme  are  rebels  on  the  hills* 

Whoso  soul  eipired  ere  youth  deoay'd. 

That  look  along  Epirus'  valleys. 

Where  freedom  still  at  moments  rallioj. 

And  pays  In  blood  oppiession's  ills; 

But  tears  in  Hope's  averted  eye 

And  some  are  in  a  fiir  country. 

Lament  that  even  thou  hadst  birth— 

And  some  nil  restlessly  at  home; 

irnflt  to  govern,  live,  or  die. 

But  never  more,  ohi  never  we 

Shall  meet  to  revel  and  to  team. 

But  Ibose  hardy  day?  flew  cheerily. 

And  when  they  now  fall- drearily. 

.n  the  valley  of  waters  we  wept  o'er  the  day 
When  llie  host  of  the  stranger  made  Salem  bis  prey ; 

My  thoughts,  like  swallows,  skim  the  mall. 
And  bear  my  spirit  baek  agkin 
Over  the  earth,  and  through  tho  air. 

And  our  hearts  were  so  fell  of  the  land  far  away. 
The  song  they  demanded  in  vain-it  lay  still 
a  our  aDuls  as  the  wind  that  hath  died  on  the  bill. 

S=;-.-=«=,c..-"«^ 
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Tii  IhiB  thsl  ever  WBkca  my  strain 

A  BtrangE  doom  is  thy  father's  son's,  and  past 

Recalling,  as  it  lies  beyond  redress; 

TIB  few  who  n.«j  pndure  n.y  lay. 

Reversed  for  him  our  giandsire's*  fate  of  yore,- 

To  Mlow  1I.E  BO  fir  away. 

Stranger— will  thou  follow  now. 

m. 

If  my  inheritance  of  storms  hath  been 

In  other  elements,  and  on  the  rocks 

Of  perils,  overlnok'd  or  unflireseen. 

KXTRACT  FROM  AN  OWPUBLISaED  POEM. 

The  RiuUwas  mine;  nor  do  I  seek  lo  screen 

Co.T,.D  1  remount  the  rivet  of  iny  yearB. 

My  errors  with  defensive  parado.; 

Tu  the  first  fountain  of  our  smiles  and  tears 

I  have  been  canning  in  mine  overthrow. 

I  wnuld  not  tracB  again  the  stream  of  honra 

The  careful  pilot  of  ray  proper  woe. 

Bui  bid  it  fl«w  as  now.-iintLL  it  Rlidea 

Mine  were  my  Ihults.  and  mine  be  their  reward. 

Into  the  oamlKC  of  the  uameless  tides. 

My  whole  life  was  a  contest  since  the  day 

Tlial  gave  me  being,  gave  me  that  which  marr'd 

What  is  this  death?— a  qoiel  of  Iheiieart7 

The  gift,— a  fale.  or  will,  that  wnlk'd  astray  i 

The  whols  of  that  of  which  we  are  a  pari  1 

For  life  is  but  a  viiton-wbal  I  see 

And  thought  of  shaking  ofl"  my  bonds  of  clay. 

Of  all  whieh  lives  alone  is  life  to  me. 

And  being  so-tlie  absent  are  the  deafl, 

If  but  to  see  what  next  can  well  arrive. 

Who  haunt  us  fVain  Iranquillity,  and  spread 

A  dreary  shroud  around  us,  and  invest 

Kingdoms  and  emi:dres  in  my  little  day 

I  have  outlived,  and  yet  I  am  not  old; 

The  aliBenl  are  the  dead— for  they  are  cold. 

And  when  I  look  on  this  the  petty  spray 

And  ne-er  can  he  what  nnce  we  did  heboid; 

Of  my  own  years  of  trouble,  which  have  roll'd 

And  Ihcy  are  changed,  and  cheerleas,— or  if  yet 

Like  a  wild  hay  of  bieakers,  melts  sway: 

The  unforgolten  do  not  nil  (brgnt, 

Something— I  know  not  whot-does  stiU  uphold 

Since  thoB  divided-equal  must  it  be 

If  tho  deep  harrier  be  ot  earth,  or  sea; 

Even  for  iU  own  sake,  do  we  purchase  pain. 

It  may  be  bolh— but  one  day  end  ll  must 

Perhaps  the  workings  of  defiance  stir 

The  nndor-eatlh  inhabitants-are  they 

Within  me.-or  perhaps  a  cold  despair. 

Gut  mingled  millions  discomposed  to  clay? 

Brought  on  when  ills  habitually  recur,— 

perhaps  a  kinder  clime,  or  purer  air. 

Wherever  man  has  trodden  or  shall  (read? 

(For  even  lo  this  may  change  of  soul  refer, 

Or  do  they  in  their  silent  cities  dwell 

And  with  light  amour  we  may  learn  to  bear.) 

Have  touehl  me  a  strange  qniet.  which  was  nal 

Or  have  they  their  own  language?  and  n  sense 

The  chief  companion  of  a  calmer  lot 

Of  breathless  being?  dnrkBn'd  and  intense 

>B  midnight  in  he.  solitude ?-0h  Earlhl 

Where  ato  the  past  !-and  wherefore  had  they  birth  7 

In  happy  childhood ;  trees,  and  flowers,  and  brooks 

Of  thy  profundity  is  in  the  grave. 

The  ebon  portal  of  thy  psopled  cove, 

Where  I  would  walk  in  spirit,  and  behold 

Our  elements  resolved  lo  things  untold. 

And  falbom  hidden  wonders,  and  explore 

The  essence  of  great  bosoms^now  no  more. 

Here  are  the  Alpine  landscapes  which  create 

A  fund  for  contemplation;- to  admire 

Is  a  brief  feeling  of  a  trivial  date; 

TO  AUGUBTA. 

Here  to  be  lonely  is  not  desolate. 

For  much  I  view  which  I  could  most  desite, 

And,  above  all.  a  lake  I  can  belmld 

Lovelier,  not  dearer,  than  our  own  of  old. 

Mountains  and  seas  divide  us,  but  I  claim 

No  tears,  hut  tenderness  to  answer  mine. 

Oh  thai  thou  Wert  but  with  met— but  1  grow 

Go  where  I  will,  to  me  thou  art  the  same- 

The  (Sjol  of  my  own  wishes,  and  forget 

The  solitude  which  I  have  vaunted  so 

There  yet  are  two  things  In  my  destiny.— 

Has  lost  its  praise  in  this  but  one  regret; 

i.  worid  to  roam  through,  and  a  home  wiib  ihes. 

™pjft^Ih^k«-.i.tl-»ii™  b,  B»  t.»U^  S^ot  ~M 

The  first  were  nothing-had  1  still  the  last 

But  other  claims  and  other  ties  thou  hast. 

ofiiiuilirsmaiili™.' 
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There  may  be  albers  wnich  I  less  maj'  show:— 

TO  THOMAS  MOORE. 

1  ain  out  of  the  plainlivs  mood,  and  yet 

1  feel  an  fihh  in  jny  pliilosophy. 

My  boat  is  on  the  shore. 

And  the  tide  risiOB  in  my  aller'd  eye. 

1  rlirl  remind  thee  of  our  own  dear  lake,* 

But,  before  I  go,  Tom  Moore,' 

By  the  oia  hall  whlid.  may  be  mine  no  mote. 

Leinsn'i  Is  fair;  bal  lliink  not  I  forsaHe 

Here's  a  aigh  lo  those  who  love  me. 

And  a  smile  to  those  who  bate; 

Ere  Ihat  or  <io«  eai(  fade  these  eye.  befcre; 

And.  nhatevor  aky  'a  above  me. 

Though,  like  all  things  which  I  have  lo.ed,  they  are 

Beaign'ci  tor  ever,  or  divided  fiit. 

Though  the  ocean  roar  around  me. 

The  woiid  la  all  before  me;  I  but  ask 

Yel  it  still  shall  bear  me  on: 

Though  a  desert  should  surround  me. 

It  IB  bat  in  her  sumniet'a  sun  to  bask, 

It  hath  aprings  that  may  be  won. 

To  mingle  with  the  quiet  of  her  sky. 

4. 

To  see  her  geiille  Caoe  without  a  mask. 

Were  '1  Ibe  laal  drop  in  the  well. 

And  never  gaie  on  it  with  apathy. 

Aa  I  enap'd  upon  the  brink. 

She  was  my  early  friend,  and  now  shall  bo 

Ere  jny  fainting  spirit  fell. 

My  sialer-lill  I  look  again  on  Ihee. 

■Tia  to  thee  that  I  would  flrink. 

With  that  waler  as  thia  wine. 

And  that  I  would  not;- for  at  length  I  eb* 

Such  scenes  as  those  wherein  my  life  liegun. 

Should  be— peace  wilh  thine  ami  mine. 

The  earliest— even  tho  only  pattis  for  me— 

And  a  health  to  thee,  Tom  Moore. 

Had  I  but  sooner  leaint  the  crowd  to  shun. 

July,  laij 

Thepaaaiona  which  have  torn  me  woalii  have  slppl. 

;■  had  not  sdlfer-d,  and  tSm  hadst  not  wept. 

ETANZAS  TO  THfi  RIVER  PO. 

With  false  ambition  what  had  I  to  dof 

I- 

LJItie  with  love,  and  least  of  all  with  tamei 

RiVER.  that  rollest  by  Iho  ancient  walls  ' 

And  yot  thoy  came  unaoughl.  and  wilh  me  grew. 

Where  dwells  the  lady  of  my  love,  when  she 

Walks  by  thy  brink,  and  there  perchance  tecalli 

Yet  this  was  not  the  enfl  I  did  pursue  ; 

Surely  I  once  beheld  a  lioWer  aim. 

S. 

Bftt  all  isover-I  am  one  tho  more 

What  if  thy  deep  and  ample  stream  should  be 

A  .nirror  of  my  heart,  where  she  may  read 

Wild  as  thy  wave,  and  headiong  as  thy  apcedl 

From  me  demand  but  little  of  my  care ; 

3. 

I  have  outlived  mjwelf  by  many  a  day ; 

Having  Buivived  ao  many  Ihinga  that  were; 

Are  not  lliy  waters  sweeping,  dark,  and  strong  P 

My  years  have  been  no  alumljer.  but  the  prey 

UfeeaselesB  vigils;  for  I  had  the  share 

or  life  whieh  might  have  flll'd  a  century. 

Sefota  lis  fourth  in  time  bad  paas'd  me  by. 

Time  may  hnve  somewhat  tamed  them,— not  for  evet 

Thou  overflow'at  thy  banks,  and  not  for  aye 

And  for  Ihe  remnant  which  may  he  to  coma 

Thy  bosom  overboils,  congenial  riverl 

I  am  contenl;  and  for  tl.o  paal  I  feel 

Thy  flooils  aubaide,  and  mine  have  sunk  away. 

Not  tbanktess,— for  within  llie  crowded  sum 

Hut  ten  long  wrecks  behind,  and  now  again. 

An*  fbr  Ibe  present  I  would  not  benumb 

Thou  tendest  wildly  onwards  to  the  main. 

My  feelings  fhnher.— Nor  shall  1  conceal 

4nd  worship  Nature  with  a  thought  profeund. 

n      -to  iov  ug  eat     ^hoidd  not  love. 

Pot  thee,  my  own  sweet  sister,  in  thy  heatl 

The  current  I  behold  will  sweep  beneath 

I  know  myself  secure,  as  thou  in  mine; 

Her  eyes  will  look  on  thee,  when  alie  shall  brealJlB 

neings  who  ne'er  each  other  can  resign; 

The  twilight  air,  unhann'd  by  summer's  beau 

She  will  looH  on  thee,— I  have  look'd  on  thee. 

Full  of  that  thougiit;  anil,  from  that  moment,  ■»*« 

OfW<r.  1816. 

Willi™,  the  insepEmiWe  High  for  herl 

b,  Google 
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s. 

But  Cains  waits  for  faim  nur  life  who  ended:" 

These  were  the  aCMnls  ulier'd  hy  her  lonnuo.— 

Since  first  I  listo.i'd  to  these  ».ul>  olftnJed. 

Mine  Mirnot  wimoss.  even  in  b  dream, 

1  bow-d  my  litiige  and  no  kept  it  till— 

1  (Sen   1, 

And  recommenced:  "Alast  unto  euch  IN 

BOU.  lr.>ul  thy  baah«,  to.h  „,nd«  on  l^  ^tate,*^ 

How  many  sweet  thoughls,  what  Elraiiga  eeslaciei 

Led  these  their  ovil  fottane  lo  falfill" 

10, 

And  then  I  mrn'd  onto  their  side  cay  eyes. 

But  tell  n,e,  In  Ihe  seaaon  of  sweet  Eigha, 

A,"".™  tbe°.lLS:ror  ™r  birm. 

By  what  and  bow  thy  loYO  In  passion  roFe. 

11. 

Then  she  lome:  "The  greaS  of  all  woe« 

A=tmngerlo««lhe1ndyoflhBland. 

j™a«tomiacil 

Bora  for    beyond  liie  mouma.ne,  bin  his  bo^d 

U  u  1  remind  us  of  t  our  happy  days 

(s  all  m^ridiin,  as  if  never  fi,nn>d 

By  the  bloak  wind  tnat  chills  tho  polar  Rool 

m    misery,  and  \  .hat )  thy  teacher  knows. 

«r=;s:^^;^:-£=^., 

Upon  thy  spirit  with  euch  sympathy, 
,.,I„!.J'S..|..  be  ..0  „.„....,._ 

We  read  one  day  fcr  paslime.  seated  nigh. 

A  slave  again  of  love.— al  leaal  of  Ihee. 

Of  Lanciloi,  how  love  enchain'd  blm  too. 

13. 

But  oft  our  ta'ea  met.  and  oar  cheeks  in  hue 

All  o'er  discolour'd  by  that  reading  were; 

Todoetltlrelum.  fVom    eel  1  eprees. 

a.J  lb...  .1  l,..l.  .,    ..,1  .an  oe-e,  be  .ovei 

But  one  pninl  only   wholly   )  us  o'erlhrew;  | 

Jaae.  1819. 

When  we  read  the   \  long-aigh'd  tOr  \  smile  of  her. 

To  be  thus  kiaa'd  by  such  j  devoted  j  lover. 

BONNET  TO  OEORGE  THE  FOURTH 

Me  who  from  mo  ca-  be  divided  ne'er 

Kias'd  my  mouth.  Irembling  in  (he  act  aH  oveh 

,,,..1 

Accnraed  was  the  hook  and  he  who  wrote  1 

^.^rj'ZlS^lZT;. .,„, 

That  day  we  did  no  further  leaf  uncover. 

While  tlms  one  spirit  told  ui  of  their  lot. 
The  other  wept,  so  that  with  pitys  Ihralli 

I  swoon'd  as  if  by  death  I  had  been  emote, 
And  fell  down  even  as  a  dead  body  ftlls." 

MiTch.  1820. 

STANZAS. 

TO  HEH  WHO  UEST  CiK  DNDEBST.ND  THBK. 

,»J,r.^■S'i?™."p.'■..  ■  _ 

BBil  sol  we  part  for  everl 
Lut  tile  past  as  nothing  be;— 

Had  I  only  loved  thee,  never 
lladet  thou  been  thus  dear  to  ma. 

doapoi  iliou,  and  yei  tby  people  frEe. 

Jlae«3l.  1S19. 

Had  I  loved. and  thus  been  Blighted. 

That  I  hctlci  could  have  horned 

By  the  rising  pulse  of  scorn. 

Pride  may  cnnl  what  paesion  healed. 

But  the  heart  in  fViendahip  cheated 

Throbs  with  woe's  most  mafldening  luriU 

Had  I  loved.  1  now  might  hate  theo. 

In  lh«.  hatred  solace  seek. 

Might  PTUli  to  execrate  thee, 

Lovo,  who 'to  1,01,0  beloved  to  m™  again 

And,  in  words,  nly  venfipanca  wrMk. 

•  Tii»m.D[t1i<cdiliom.iti."dir»>iiiUticn"h»{— nIHllalai 

susz-stsstairssi  '—">—-" 
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Bui  there  ja  a  ailont  <,i„nw. 

a. 

Were  I  now  as  I  was,  I  had  sung 

Whicli  disdains  relief  .e  borrow 

What  Lawrence  hns  peieied  so  well; 

Prom  tbe  height,  that  «<.ng  can  re=e1. 

And  the  Ihejne  ia  too  soft  fcr  myshtU.   ' 

Like  .h,  frigid  ie«-drop,  f«„i„g            ' 

And  the  bard  in  ray  bosom  is  dead: 

Whnt  I  loved  I  HM  merely  admire. 

My  life  is  nol  dated  by  years- 

There  are  «iom™!s  which  act  as  a  plough, 

And  there  is  not  a  furrow  appears 

0««,  it  hoi,o.r'd  and  e.te.„fd  thofl, 

Hut  is  deep  in  my  Boul  as  ray  brow. 

AsilHldol  audits  saint  1 

More  than  worian  ihou  WasiioWi 

I^t  the  young  and  the  brilliant  sspire 

Kot  as  mar,  I  look-don  the.  ;- 

Tho  siring  wbich  WHS  worthy  iho  strain. 

^rU.im. 

STANZAS 

By.ha.ear*hicl,ooc..™id1is.ep 

Toeathtalel  toldloUieei- 

Oh,  talk  not  to  me  of  s  name  groat  in  story; 

Bylhalllp,  i(g  smile  bestowing, 

The  days  of  our  youth  are  the  days  of  our  gloiy 

And  the  myrtle  and  ivy  of  sweet  two-and-1  wen ly 

Bytl,«tc.«,e,=.o„eehnghllyg.ow,nV 

Are  worth  all  your  laurels,  tbough  erer  sa  plenty. 

What  are  garlands  and  crowns  lo  the  brow  (hat  u 

Tho«  haBt  wrought  thy  wanton  will. 

What  -'thDu  wouldst  Dot  Itlndly  hill." 

Then  away  wjlh  all  such  from  the  head  that  is  hoaryl 

What  care  I  for  the  wreaths  Ihatcsu  m^u  give  glory  I 

Still,  I  ftel  how  dear  thou  wert;         . 

Woomlheetolhyjastflesetll 

'Twas  leas  fur  the  sake  of  Ihy  high-sounding  phrases. 

She  thought  that  f  was  not  unworthy  to  love  her. 

Thou  tnayst  thon,  loo  late,  discover 

By  thy  feelings,  all  my  wrong. 

Tkcri  chiefly  I  sought  Ihos,  Acre  only  I  found  IhesI 

When  it  sparkled  o'er  aught  thai  was  bright  in  my  story, 

i^-h^':^^.^- 

I  knew  it  was  love,  and  I  fell  it  was  glory. 

B«,  that  hour,  arse  syren,  hear  mel 

While  my  -piril.  hovering  near  thne. 

OH  !,»t.T   B!.6!SIB0mK  ESPHESSTBO  HER  INTBBIIOM  t» 

ButtiBuselestoupdraldllMe 

Wh.t  thou  W.S..  n-y  faney  made  th». 

Bet^ei-tii  BIcesingtou's  eyes 

WhiL  Iho-j  oit,  I  know  too  lale. 

The  rcclnlm'd  Paradise 

Should  be  free  as  Iho  former  fS-om  evil  J 

rouha^Mk'd  for  a"  ver.a:-the  request 

^Hl.  im 

In  n  rhymer  'twflte  slronge  In  deny; 

•.t  my  Hwocenewa.  hut  n.y  breast, 

J^J^Siiix^lSfS'fSs-X™^ 
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TO  A  VAIK  LADY 

Can  they  upeak  of  Lhe  ftiende  that  I  lived  but  to  love? 

Ah,  sarely  affeclJon  ennohlea  the  strain  1 

When  I  Bcatcely  can  hope  to  behold  then,  again? 

"A'.;srr.s'";:™=., 

Can  I  sing  of  the  ieedn  which  my  Falhera  have  done, 
And  raise  my  loud  harp  lo  the  ftme  of  my  siieaj 

01,  «..  .m  .^,.  i.,.ad..,  .,1., 

For  glories  like  theirs.  oh,Tiow  ftinl  ia  my  tonel 

W.l|.l.,U„..™..f»,,ll..lH 

For  Heroes'  exploiia  how  nnequal  my  Urea: 

'v;ir:r;;E;x-c,u. 

tTntouch'd.  then,  my  Lyre  shall  n^ply  to  iha  blast— 

And  those  who-have  heotd  il  will  pardon  lhe  pnsl. 

If  thou  believe  ^•hnt  >triplii,p  say: 

When  Ibey  know  that  its  marmura  ehall  vibrate  no 

And  soon  shall  its  wild  etriiig  notes  bo  forgot. 

Oh!  blest  had  my  fale  been,  and  happy  my  lot. 

Tfly  pea..,  .hy  hop.,  a.j  „»  i.  lo,.. 

Had  the  Aral  alraiu  of  love  been  the  dearesl,  the  last. 

Whi[B  now  smongil  thy  female  peers 

Thou  .eU'«  agato  the  Bothing  lalo. 

If  our  songs  linve  been  languid,  they  surely  ate  fewi 

Canst  thM  not  mark,  the  rising  6n«,s 

Let  as  hojie  that  the  present  at  least  will  l,e  sweel- 

im. 

Not  make  thyself  the  puWicsaite: 

WMt«o*,«.ai,wi,h™ta.1.^        , 

TO  ANNE. 

Wm  POt  the  la.Ehmg  boy  despise 

Onl  Anne,  your  offences  to  me  have  been  grievous; 

But  woman  is  made  to  command  and  deceive  us— 

Yet  cannot  see  the  slight  deceit? 

I  looh'd  in  your  fiice,  and  I  aWosl  forgave  you. 

"^illHlr 

Noioelousybid-.eroi:r.vo: 

With'fcrvenl  conlempt  evehadre  to  disdain  you! 

I  saw  yon— my  anger  became  admiration ; 

And  now.  all  my  wish,  ail  my  hope  'a  lo  regain  yon. 

Wilh  beauty  like  yours,  oh,  how  vain  lhe  contention. 

At  once  to  conclude  such  a  fruitless  dissension, 

FAREWELL  TO  THE  MU8B. 

Be  false,  my  sweet  Anne,  when  I  cense  to  adore  yoa 

JiHiMry  16,  1807. 

Then  rise  on  the  gale  thi.  the  Ust  of  my  lays,         * 

Oh  say  not,  sweet  Anne,  that  the  Pates  have  decrceti 

The  heart  which  adores  you  should  wish  (o  disseverj 

To  bear  me  from  lovs  and  Horn  beauty  for  ever. 

Are  waited  fhr  distant  'on  Apathy's  wing. 

Tour  frowns,  lovely  girt,  ale  the  Fates  which  alon* 

By  these,  every  hope,  every  wish  were  o'erthiewn. 

Till  srailcB  should  restore  me  to  rapture  again. 

My  visionl'are  flown,  to  return,-ala,.  neverl 

As  the  ivy  and  oat,  in  the  forert  entwined. 
The  rage  of  the  tempest  united  must  wonlhel, 

My  love  and  my  life  were  by  nature  design'd 

How  vain  is  the  elTorl  delight  to  prolong! 

To  floarish  aliJiB,  or  to  perish  togatlier. 

Then  say  not^ sweet  Anne,  that  the  fates  have  •• 

Can  the  lips  sing  of  Love  in  the  daxert  .lone, 

Your  lover  sliould  bid  you  a  lasting  adifui 

JW 
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TO  THE  AUTHOR  OF  A  SONNET  BEGINNING, 

A  devilish  deal  mote  Bad 'than  willyl 
■    UiiloHB  for  tha  WB  weep  in  i>ity. 


AUbough  by  far  loo  dull  for  laueliler. 
Dni  would  you  make  our  bosoma  bleoa. 


ON  FINDING  A 

PAN. 

B  one  who  fclt  a 

on 

e  he 

felt, 

TlliKt 

his  beai 

e  tbst  be 

the  ebb 

erwr  slow. 

Nowd 

nenchBB 

11th 

ir  blaiM  in  night 

ny  aboy 

and 

ery  hopi 

piles. 

Exlinj 

ll  LU 

TO  AN  OAK  AT  NEWSTEAD.* 
tTBDHS  Oakl  when  I  planted  theo  deep  in  the  gi 
I  hoped  llial  Ihy  days  would  be  longer  Ihan  i 
That  thy  dailt-waling  tranidlBS  would  flourish  at 

aich.  Buco  was  my  hope,  rohen,  in  infency-B  yet 
On  Ihe  land  of  my  fathers  I  rear'd  thee  with  p 
limy  arepial.and  I  waler  thy  stem  with  my  le 


and.  since  tbst  f^tal  hour. 
:1I  in  the  hall  of  my  sire: 

lect  may  have  bsde  Iheeeipiii 


Ah,  druop  not.  my  Oakl  lift  thy  head  for  awhile; 

The  hand  of  thy  Maaler  will  leach  Ihea  to  smile, 
en  Infancy's  yeare  of  probation  are  done, 
ve  then,  my  Oakt  tow'r  aloft  from  the  weeds, 
it  clog  thy  young  growth,  and  assist  thy  decay 
lill  in  thy  bosom  are  Vila's  early  seeds, 
1  still  may  thy  branches  their  beauty  display 


Thyde 


ound  thee  c 


u.  OnravMhivflMiUiKdiiriHlAdOrn^Bi, — , — ., , 

BiH.   nni<l.itt<rajMJTW^iD,lliiprMiiitmipclmMkI«M- 

ETta  ™  At  "JIM  "  «*  ^«™j;i^  !*"  ™.™^ 


still  may  thy  boughs  lightly  wav< 
se  of  tliy  lord  in  thy  canopy  laid 
nches  Ihus  grateflilly  shelter  his 


le  dnst  of  Ihe  dead. 


DEDICATION  TO  DON  JUAN.f 


And  repreEenlative  of  all  Ihe  race. 

Last,— yours  has  lately  Leen  a  common  case.— 
Ind  now,  my  Ejiic  Renegade!  what  are  ye  all 


iho  admires  such  kind  of  (bod;— 
iwh'encufliLer'dwith  his  hood,— 


being  disappninted  in  your  wish 
To  supersede  all  warblers  here  below. 
And  be  the  only  Slackbird  in  the  dish; 
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MISCELLANEOUS  POEMS.                                        7fi7 

And  than  you  oventraio  ygunelf,  or  so. 

III  deign'd  not  to  belie  his  soul  in  songs. 

Nor  turn  his  very  talent  lo  a  crime. 

GBRpi-ig  on  deck,  because  you  soar  Wo  high.  Bob, 

And  fall,  for  lack  of  moiHtare  qaito  a.dry.  CobI 

But  closed  me  tyrant-hater  he  began. 

Anil  Wordaworlh,  in  a  ralhet  long  "  EicurHion," 

Tbinfst  thou,  could  he-the  blind  Old  Msn— arise 

[I  Lhiuk  llie  quarto  toMs  five  hundred  (wses.) 

Like  Samuel  tVom  the  grave,  to  freeze  once  more 

The  blood  of  monarchB  with  his  prophecies. 

or  Iit9  new  system  to  pergilei  the  aagee; 

Or  be  alive  again-aeain  all  hoar 

Tis  pnetty—al  lead  by  his  assertion. 

With  lime  and  trials,  and  those  helpless  eyes. 

And  may  appear  so  when  the  dog-slar  rages- 

To  add  a  story  to  tho  Tower  of  Babal. 

Would  Si  adore  a  sulisn!  *.  obey 

The  iotellectaal  eunuch  Casllcreagh  JJ 

Tou— dEinllemen!  by  dim  of  long  Boclueion 

Fram  betiot  cooipany,  have  kept  your  nvm 

Cold-btodded,  emooth-fkced,  placid  miscreant  1 

At  Keawiek,  and,  throUjh  still  continued  fusion     , 

Dabblini  its  sleek  young  liands  in  Erin's  gnre. 

Aiid  thns  fbr  wider  carnage  tanghl  lo  pant. 

To  deem  as  a  mnst  logical  conclusion, 

Transtferr'd  lo  gorge  upen  a  sister  shore, 

Tlint  Poesy  baa  wreaths  B)r  you  alone; 

The  vulgarest  tool  that  tyranny  could  want, 

With  Just  enough  of  Intent,  and  no  more. 

ocean. 

And  ofier  poison  long  already  mi^U 
Inetfebly— legitlmate.ly  vile. 

t  would  not  imitate  the  petty  IhcMght. 

That  even  iU  grossest  ilatlerers  dare  not  praise, 

Since  gold  alone  shnuld  not  have  been  its  price. 

Vou  havB  your  salary  ;  was'i  for  tliat  you  wrought! 

Not  even  a  sprightly  blunder's  spark  can  blaie 

And  du;y  seated  on  the  imniDrtal  hilL 

Your  bays  may  hide  the  Til         of  your  hraws- 

A  bungler  even  in  Its  disgusting  trade, 
And  botching,  patching,  leaving  still  behrnci 

Pertiaps  some  lirtunus  blusheB;~Iet  Ibcni  go~ 

To  you  I  envy  neither  fruit  nor  boaghs— 

Slates  ID  bs  curb'd,  and  tljonghts  to  be  coniined 

And  for  the  fame  yoa  would  engross  below, 

Conspiracy  ot  Congress  to  be  made— 

Cobbling  ac  manacles  fbr  all  mankind— 

A  tinkering  slave-maker,  who  mends  old  chains, 

Boolt,  Kogeis,  Campbell,  Moore,  and  Crobbe,  will  try 

If  we  may  Judge  of  matter  by  the  mind. 

For  me,  who,  wandering  with  pedestrian  MiiBea, 

EhnascLilaled  to  the  marrow  II 

Contend  not  with  you  on  the  winged  Bleed, 

Hath  but  two  objeers,  how  to  serve,  and  bind, 

1  wish  your  fate  may  yield  ye,  when  she  choosee, 

Deeming  the  chain  it  wears  even  men  may  fit. 

The  fame  you  cnvj,  and  the  skill  you  need; 

Eulropius  ot  its  many  masters,— blind 

And  recollect  a  poet  nothing  loses 

To  worth  as  fltedom,  wisdom  as  to  wit. 

Fearless— because  no  feeling  dwells  in  ice 

Of  meiil,  and  complaint  of  present  days 

Its  very  courage  stagnates  to  a  vice. 

la  not  the  certain  path  to  future  praise. 

Where  shall  I  lum  me  not  to  tieia  its  bonds. 

He  that  reserves  his  laurels  for  posteiity 

For  I  will  never /«;  themi-Ilalyl 

(Who  does  not  often  claim  the  bright  reretsion) 

Thy  late  reviving  Soman  soul  despnnds 

Has  generally  no  great  crop  to  spare  it,  he 

Beneath  the  lie  this Slate-thing  breathed  o'erlhee-- 

Thy  clanking  chain,  and  Erin's  yel  green  wound.. 

And  although  here  and  there  some  glorious  rarity 

Have  voices— tongues  lo  cry  aloud  for  me. 

Arise  like  Titan  ftom  the  sea's  immersion. 

Europe  has  slaves— allies— kings— armies  still. 

ro-God  knows  whcre-for  no  one  else  can  know. 

And  Southey  lives  to  sing  them  very  ill. 

iSaiSEF "*''''*"^'  ^ 

ir,  ft3lon  in  evil  days  on  evil  tongues, 
MiJlon  appeal-d  to  the  Avenger,  Time. 

If  Time,  the  Avenger,  eitecratcs  his  wrongs, 
And  makes  the  word  "Miltonic"  mean  "jmS/nna," 

iSKU-SSS.SBiSSf.-.CiSC-'-"- 

•Wnrdimrti'iplactniaflioiii  fl»  CnUomi-ir  ii,  I  ihipk,  in  Ual  or 

U,  ".Ih  y«^  .™bt.. 

I'l'i^ll'OWn'nleiJ™!?!!  '•'"PS  WsutiiJrf  into  Oil  dOBBllli  .jra 

5^-ssr;»i;:-»Xi::=;:";'JTis- 

'         'sX^a'  '""    •"•"^'■ 
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These,  if  we  win  the  Graces,  too,  we  gala 

MeanlimB-Sir  Laureols-I  ptoceed  lo  dedicate. 

Disgracss.  tool  '■  in  separable  train  I" 

"  TlJiee  who  have  stolen  their  witching  airs  Aom 

And,  if  in  Rnlterin;  strains  I  da  uat  predicste. 

Cupid" 

(Yon  all  fcnow  whal  I  mean-,  tinless  you're  siupidr) 

Mypomic.  a.  yet  ore  all. o  educate: 

•■Harmonious  throng"  that  1  lia»e  kept  in  petto, 

Apoatmy'B  ao  fashiouable.  too. 

Now  to  produce  In  a  "divine  teiUlUi-ll 

Td  lioep  »w  creed's  a  taslt  grown  quite  Hsreulean; 

"While  Poesy,"  with  these  delightful  doiics, 

la  it  tint  80.  tny  Tory,  ultia.Julian  ?* 

"Sustains  her  pan"  in  ail  the  "upper"  lioies  1 

"Thus  lifted  glorioualy,  you'H  soar  along," 

"Shine  in  your  fbice,  masque,  Ecanety,  and  play" 

[For  Ibis  last  line  George  had  a  holiday.) 

FRAGMENT 

So  says  Ihe  manager,  and  so  says  I. 

"  But  hold,  you  say,  this  self-complacent  boast;" 

Is  this  the  poem  which  the  public  lost? 

As  I  am  &lood._  bone,  niarroB-,  pasiion,  feeling— 

pride;" 

But  lo!— the  papers  print  whal  you  deride. 

And  (br  tlio  futurB-(Ii«t  I  write  tbis  raeiing. 

"'Tie  ours  to  look  on  you— you  hoW  the  priic," 

Having  got  drunlc  eicecdingly  lo-day, 

'Tis  iKcnIy  s^ilnfs,  as  tliey  adi-ertiael 

Bo  Ihat  I  aeeni  to  atand  upon  Ihe  cpiting) 

"  A  double  blessing  your  rewards  imparl"— 

1  lay— tha  future  is  a  serious  matter— 

I  wish  I  had  them,  then,  with  ail  my  heart. 

And  so-for  Gsd's  eake-bock  and  aoda-water! 

"  Our  aeofM  feeling  oomj  its  twofold  cause," 

Why  son  and  1  both  beg  for  your  applause. 

"When  in  your  fostering  beams  you  bid  us  live," 

My  neit  subseription  list  shall  say  howmueh  you  glvel 

OcUber.  IKia. 

br  Mml.r  r.  It  llK-ipaiib!  ot  Ih*  nM  Be*  Itolre—SloleD  pW.  nurk- 

[fo.lnd  a  (h!  lint.  U  Inn,  "Hitii  m™  Hand  b  Ihe  FitH  C.dI.  of  Clnl4. 

Uarald,  l™l  Bjnm  h^  orij.B^f  -rilUo  th.  hilOKlog :] 

"Whbh  energising  objects  men  pursue," 

Tban  Lord  knows  wl.at  is  writ  by  Lord  knows  wio. 

Hira-d  from  llie  tlwatre  lbs  "  oilier  day," 

It  has  not  been  your  tol  to  see. 

.   As  if  Sir  Prechil  wrote  "the  liuniberous"  verse. 

Like  me,  the  lovely  girl  ef  Cadi:. 
Although  her  eye  be  not  of  blue. 

And  gave  His  son  "Ihe  rubbish"  to  rehearse. 

"Yet  at  (be  Ibing  you'd  never  be  amased," 

Dow  far  its  ow'n  eipressive  hue 

"  Nor  even  here  your  smiles  would  be  represl," 

"Flaniel  firsl   and   flamell"   (words  borrowed   Item 

Lucretius,) 

The  (ire,  that  through  those  silkeu  lashes 

In  darkest  glances  seems  to  roll. 
From  eyes  that  cannot  bide  their  flashes; 

"Lo  Hope  tevising  reeipands  her  wlags," 

And  as  along  her  bosom  steal 
In  lengthened  flow  her  raven  treses. 

And  Master  6—  recites  what  Doctor  'BuBl>y  sings  !— 

You'd  swear  each  clustering  locii  could  feel. 

(Tranilaled  from  the  grammar  for  tbe  fair !) 

And  burn'd  poor  Moscow  tike  a  tub  of  "  tar." 

Our  English  maids  are  long  to  woo. 

This  einrit  Wellington  has  shown  in  Spain." 

And  ftigid  even  in  possession  i 

To  flirnish  melodrames  for  Drury  Lane, 

And  if  Ibeir  charms  be  fbir  to  view. 

"AnoUier  Marlborough  points  to  Blenheim's  story," 

But  born  beneath  a  orighiet  lun, 

For  love  ordain'd  the  Spanish  main  le. 

'  In  arts  and  sciences  our  isle  listh  shown" 

And  who.— when  fondly,  fiitly  won,— 

(This  deep  discovery  is  mine  alone.) 

Enchanls  you  like  Ihe  Girl  of  Cadiz? 

"Oh  Brit.sn  poesy,  whose  powers  inapiro- 

My  voroe— or  I'm  a  fool— and  Fame's  a  liar, 

The  Spanish  maid  Is  no  coquette. 

Wiia  "  smiles,"  and  "  lyres,"  and  "  pencils."  anj  much 

Nor  Joys  to  see  a  lover  tremble, 
And  If  she  love,  or  if  she  bate,   . 

Aliite  she  knows  not  to  dissenioie 
Bar  heart  can  ne'er  be  bought  or  sold- 

Howe'er  it  beats,  it  beats  sincerely; 

u:.a?rae^X5r,„^j;;;'5Ki^7.?K;i;v'^^j: 

And.  though  it  will  not  bend  to  gold, 
'Twill  love  you  long  and  love  you  deBrfti 

,.     .    1 
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But  she  must  be  cunlepl  (o  shino 

The  Spanish  girl  lh»t  meew  yoor  lovo 

In  better  praises  than  In  mine, 

With  lively  air,  end  o?en  :>«a[t. 

And  ftishion's  ease,  wiUioul  lis  nrl, 

Her  passion  in  IbE  tour  of  trial. 

Her  hours  can  gaily  glide  aiong. 

WJieii  tbronging  foenien  menace  Spain. 

Not  ask  tbe  aid  of  idle  song.- 

She  dares  llie  de«d  and  Eharci  lite  daniel ; 

And  now.  0  Malla  1  since  tbou'sl  got  us, 

And  shoitld  her  lover  pre»  Ihe  plain, 

She  liiirls  Ihe  spcat,  her  lore'a  avenger. 

I'H  nol  offend  with  words  uncivil. 

And  wish  thee  rudely  arthe  Devil. 

And  when,  beneath  the  evening  star, 

But  only  staie  from  out  my  casement. 

She  mingles  in  Ihe  gay  Bolero. 

And  ask,  for  whul  is  soch  a  placo  meautl 

Or  sings  u,  het  attuned  guitar 

Of  Christian  kuighl  or  Moorish  hero, 

Relu^  to  scribbling,  or  a  book. 

Or  counts  her  beads  with  faity  hand 

Or  take  my  physic  while  I'm  ablo 

Beneath  Iha  twinkling  rays  of  Hesper, 

(Two  spoonfuls  hourly  by  the  label.) 

Prefer  my  nightcap  to  my  beaver, 

To  chaunt  the  avi-eel  und  hallovi.-il  vesperi- 

And  bless  the  gods-I've  got  a  fevetl 

Xan  26.  ISll. 

Of  all  who  venture  to  behold  her ; 

Then  lei  not  ninlds  less  fair  teprove 

Baderaeinmt  la  thi  Bead  itf  Stparatlun,  in  IJU 

Through  many  a  ctime  -lis  mine  to  roam, 

Jifril  qf  1816. 

A  VBiR  ago  you  swnre,  fond  she ! 

Bui  none  abroad,  nnil  few  at  home. 

May  raaioh  ihe  dark-eyed  Girl  of  Cadii. 

Such  was  the  vow  you  pledged  to  me. 

FAREWELL  TO  MALTA. 

To  Ftntlops,  Jusaary  3,  1831 

This  day,  of  all  our  d..ys,  has  done 

Adieu,  jo  joys  of  La  Valette ! 

Adieu,  Ihe  palace  rarely  enlerori ! 

Adieu,  ye  mansions  where— 1  've  vonlofdl 

Adieu,  ye  cursed  streota  of  stairs  1 

Adieu,  ye  merchants  often  ftilinel 
Adien,thoamoh  forever  railing. 
Adieu,  ye  packets— wllhou I  letters  1 

■  1.'  says  the  Quarterly, 
So  savage  and  Tarlarly: 

Adieu,  ye  fools— who  ape  your  belters  1 

Adieu,  Ihou  damnrd'sl  quarantine. 

Adieu  IhBt  stage  which  makes  us  yawn,  Sira, 

Adieu  hiB  Eicetlency's  dancers! 

adieu  to  Pei^r  ^whom  no  feuH  -s  ip, 

Or  Soulhey  or  Barrow.  ' 

Adieu,  ye  females  fraught  wllh  gracesl 

Adieu  red  coats,  and  redder  faces  1 

Adieu  Ihe  supercilious  air 

SONG  FOR  THE  LUDDITEa 

Of  aU  thai  strut  "en  milttalre:" 

I  go— but  God  knows  when,  or  why. 

To  smoky  towns  ana  doufly  sky, 

To  things  (the  honesl  truth  lo  say) 

Bought  their  freedom,  and  cheajdy.  with  Wooa, 

As  bad— but  in  a  diOerenl  way— 

So  we,  boys,  we 

Will  die  flgbting.  or  lint  (Vee— 

Farewell  to  these,  hut  not  adiRu. 
Triumphant  sons  of  truest  blue! 

And  down  with  all  kings  but  King  Luddl 

While  oilllet  Adriatic  shore. 

And  l^llen  chiefs,  and  dcets  no  more. 

And  nighlly  smiles,  and  daily  dinners. 

And  the  shutlle  exchanged  for  the  sworC 

Proclaim  you  war  and  women's  winners. 

ratdon  my  Muse,  who  apt  to  prale  is. 

And  taka  my  rhyme— because  'tis  "gratis." 

And  dye  il  deep  in  the  gore  be  has  polo* 

And  now  1  Ve  got  to  Urs.  Fraser. 

Perhaps  you  think  I  mean  lo  praise  her- 

An.l  were  I  vain  enough  to  think 

My  praise  was  worth  this  drcip  of  ink. 

A  llne-or  two-were  no  hard  matter. 

Which  Ihe  tree  sboTl  r-ncw 

Ai  Hera  indeed,  I  ne»l  nol  flatter: 

0(  Uberty.  planted  nyLuMl 

db,  Google 


BYRON'S  WORIfS. 


THE  CHAIN  1  GAVE. 


T]l8 


IS  fair 


It  oflfec'd  bnlh  was  li. 

And  iJI  deserved  the  Rite  i I  Ibuu 
Those  gifts  were  clmrm'd  by  sotret 

Thy  Irulh  in  abaence  to  divine; 
Apd  they  bave  done  Ibelr  duty  we 


The  tl 


Who  saw  thai  lute  refuae  la  aound, 
Keslring  the  chords,  rerew  tbe  clasp. 

Wben  thou  werl  changed,  Ihey  alter'd  too; 
The  chain  is  broke,  the  music  mute. 

Tis  post— to  them  and  thee  adieu— 


Where  I  was  not— and  pain  and  Eorro 
^nd  is  it  thnsT— it  Is  as  I  foretold. 
And  BhaH  lie  mote  so;  for  ihe  mind  n 


We  feel  benumb'd,  and  nish  to  lie 
But  in  the  afier-silence  on  the  Bhor. 


'  right: 


Whate'ec  my  sina  migbl  bi . 
To  be  the  NemeEis  who  should  requite— 

Nor  did  Hesien  choose  ao  near  an  Inatiument. 
Mercy  la  Ibr  the  iDerciflil<— if  thou 
Kael  been  of  such,  twill  be  accorded  now. 
Thy  nights  are  baolsh'd  ttom  the  realms  of  sleep  I 

Yesi  they  may  flatter  tbee,  but  Ibou  ehalt  feel 

A  hollow  agon;  which  will  not  heal. 
For  thou  art  pillow'd  on  a  curse  too  deep; 
Thou  haal  sown  in  my  sorrow,  and  musl  reap 


El'ITAFH  FOR  JOSEPH  BLACKETT.  LATE  POET 
AND  SHOEMAKER. 
Stkaboee  I  behold,  inlerr'd  together, 


Tread  lightly— whei 


And 

only 

shall 

lays 

olhe 
ogood 
d  ptun 

1r 

Jltnl 

0.  Miy  IB,  1811. 
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And  love  itself  hav. 


id  thus  upon  the  world— trust  In  thy  truth— 
)n  things  that  were  not.  and  on  things  that  an 


The  moral  Clytemneslra  of  thy  lord. 

Which,  but  for  this  cold  treason  of  Ihy  heart, 
And  found  a  nabler  duty  than  to  pari. 

Bnl  of  tby  victuea  didst  thou  make  a  vice, 
Tramcking  with  them  in  a  purpose  cold. 
For  preaent  anger,  and  for  future  gold— 


Equivocations,  and  Ibe  Ibou^hts  which  dwell 

In  Janua-spirita. -tlie  significant  cyo 
Which  learns  to  lie  with  silence— the  pretei. 

The  acquiescence  in  all  things  which  lend, 
"    liatlel- how.  to  the  desired  end— 
tt  found  a  ptace  in  ihy  philosophy. 
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But  ones  I  dared  to  Lift  my  eyes- 

.,„™"Z,n-,™„. 

ToliRmyeyee  10  lluo; 

And  ilnce  that  day.  beneath  Ihe  ikiea 

Why,  how  now.  saucy  Torn! 

No  other  sighle  they  i^s. 

If  you  thus  must  ramble, 
I  will  publish  some 

rn  vain  sleep  simta  Ihem  <n  the  night— 

Remarks  on  Mister  Camphsll. 

The  night  grawa  day  to  me; 

Presenting  idly  tu  my  eight 

What  elill  a  ilream  must  be. 

Why,  how  now.  Parson  Bowleat 

A  folal  dream-for  many  a  l«r 

Dividea  thy  fete  ftom  mine; 

Ani  alill  my  passions  wake  and  war. 

But  peace  6e  Hill  with  Diine. 

MARTIAL.  Lib.  I.  Efih.  I. 

EPIGRAMS. 

Oh 

Castlereaghl  Ihou  art  a  patriot  now;  - 

He 

a  euifst  thy  throat  that  Britain  may  be  saved 

Give  him  Ihe  faino  Ihou  wonldm  be  giving; 
So  ihall  lie  hear,  and  feel,  and  know  it— 

Of 

Castlereagh  has  cut  bis  itooail-Tbe  wotst 
this  is,~thal  his  own  was  not  Ihe  flm. 

Posl-obita  rarely  reach  a  poet. 

Bo 

He  has  cm  his  throat  at  lastl— Hal  Wliot 

EPIGRAM. 

Tlte  man  who  cut  his  country,  long  Bgo. 

In  digging  up  your  bones,  Tom  Paine 

He'll  viail  you  in  hell. 

,. 

Thb 

Son  of  Love  and  Lord  of  War  I  sing; 

TO  DIVES. 

m  who  made  England  bow  to  NonnaDdy, 
left  the  name  of  conqueror  more  Ihsn  Mng 

To 

his  unconquerable  dynasty. 

OiiHiWT  Dives:  in  an  evil  liour 

fann'd  alone  by  Victoiya  tkettng  wing. 

'Gainst  Nature's  voice  seduced  to  deeds  aecurstl 

rcar'd  his  bold  and  brilliaRt  throne  on  Ughi 

Once  Portane'i  minion,  now  thou  feel'st  her  power; 

The 

Bastard  kept,  like  lions,  his  prey  tost. 

Wrath's  viaf  on  thy  lofty  head  haih  burai. 

Britain's  bravest  Victor  was  the  last. 

In  Wit,  In  CeniaB,  as  in  Wealth  the  first. 

MartAS^im. 

How  woad'roua  bright  thy  blooming  morn  arose  1 

But  thou  wert  smitten  with  th'  unhallow'd  Ihitst 

1811. 

VERSES  FOUND  IM  A  SUMMER-HOUSE  AT 

Ire 

HALES.OWEN. 

1  ir 

dafllderini;" 

Wmg  Dryien's  fool,  "unknowing  what  he  eouglit." 

His  hours  In  whistling  spent.  '■  for  want  of  Ihoughl,' 

d  a  sheet  of  "Marrrel  of  Atf<«,- 

■mis  guiltless  oaf  his  vacancy  of  sense 

Supplied,  and  amply  loo,  by  innocente; 

n'd  a  page  of  Scott's  "  Walelloor 

Did  modern  ewains.  posficss'd  of  Cymon's  powers, 

Foohl  pooh! 

If  Cymon's  manner  waste  their  leisure  hours, 

k'd  at  Wordsworth's  milk-white  "  ByMoDeOo*  r 

Th'  onbBded  guesls  would  not,  with  blushing,  tea 

Hillol 

These  feit  green  walSs  disgraced  by  infemy. 

la.  &c  Uc. 

Severe  the  fcte  of  modern  fools,  alasl 

When  vice  and  (blly  mark  them  as  they  pass. 

Line  noiious  reptiles  o'er  the  wbiten'd  wall. 

The  fllth  they  leave  sHIl  points  out  where  they  crawl 

moH  THR  raEKcn  or  ntTLminu, 



"Vo  '  ™  uTlXrlhousand 

FROM  THE  FRENCH. 

Into  half  a  dozen  dimples. 

nine,  beauty  and  poet,  has  two  lillte  crimes; 

Then  your  face  we  might  behold. 

She  Bakes   her  own  fiico,  and  does  not  mako  he 

Yet  even  lit™  'twould  b.  d— .1  uglv 
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TO  MR.  MtlERAY. 

Proaouucing  on  the  nrana  and  partiidea 

To  hook  ibe  teadsr.  j™,  John  Mitrrsy, 

Have  publish'il  "Anjou's  Margarel." 

The  Quarterly- Ah,  sir,  if  yon 

Which  wonl  be  sold  olf  in  a  huror. 

(AKeasl.  ilhasnot  beenasyel;) 

A  smart  critique  upon  SI.  Helena, 

Or  if  you  only  would  bul  lell  in  a 

Wilhoul  rsmotBB  yoii  eet  up  "  liaerim  ;" 

Short  compass  what— but,  to  rosuDw: 

So  mind  JDu  don'I  jel  iolo  debt. 

As  I  was  saying,  sir.  Ills  lomn— 

necBuae  as  bow.  if  you  shoald  fail. 

The  room 's  so  ful!  of  irita  and  bar<i«. 

Tbrise  books  would  be  but  baddish  balL 

Crabbcs,  Campbells,  Croksrs,  Freres.  ann  Wa'ds 

And  mind  you  do  nol  l;t  eaFiipo 

And  others,  neither  bards  nor  wiu;— 

Tbese  rhymes  lo  Morning  ?njl  or  Perry, 

All  persons  in  the  dress  of  gent,, 

And  gel  ma  Into  eueh  a  scrape  1 

For,  firnly.  I  cliould  huve  lo  ealJy, 

All  in  my  little  bout,  againal  a  Galley; 

And.  should  I  chance  to  slay  the  Assyrian  vlght. 

Have  aeil  to  combat  with  Ihe  female  knight. 

March  35,  1^11. 

They're  ai  this  moment  indiKUSsion 

BFISTLB  JI'aOM  MR.  MURRAY  TO  DR.  POLL 

But,  to  relurn.  sir,  lo  your  play: 

Dear  Doetor,  I  have  read  yout  play. 

Which  is  a  good  one  in  its  way,— 

ITnlera  'twere  acted  by  O'Neit. 

My  hsnds  so  full,  my  head  so  busy. 

I'm  almoal  dead,  and  always  dizsy; 

With  leaia,  thai,  in  a  flui  of  gttef. 

And  so,  with  endless  truth  and  hurry. 

Affiird  hysterical  relier 

Dear  Doctor,  I  am  yours. 

To  ahatlefd  nerves  and  quicken'd  pulses. 

JatiH  Mdbkiy 

Which  your  catastrophe  convulses. 

Your  plot,  too,  has  such  scope  Ibr  scenery 

Your  dlalojue  Is  apt  and  smart! 

EPISTLE  TO  MR.  MURRAY. 

Ml  dear  Mr.  Murray, 

Your  hero  ravea,  your  heroine  cries, 

You're  in  a  damn'd  hurry 

All  stab,  and  every  body  dies. 

But  [if  they  don't  rob  us) 

The  Tei>-  thing  to  hear  and  see: 

And  for  a  piece  of  publication, 

For  the  Journal  you  hlnl  of. 

As  ready  lo  print  off 

But— and  I  grieve  to  speak  il— |days 

No  doubt  you  do  right  to  eomlnend  it; 

Are  drugs— mere  drugs,  sir— now.a  days. 

But  as  yet  I  have  writ  off 

I  had  a  heavy  loss  by  "Manuel,"— 

roo  lucky  it  it  prove  not  annoal,- 

And  Solheby,  with  his  "Orestes," 

(Which,  by  lbs  by,  Ihe  uuthofs  best  is.) 

Then  you've  ""'sTour,- 

Has  Uin  so  very  long  on  hand. 

Thai  I  despair  of  all  demand. 

You  could  hardly  begin  with  a  less  work: 

I've  Bdvertised,  but  see  my  hooks. 

Or  only  wairfi  my  shopman's  looks;— 

Blill  Ivan.  Ina,  and  such  lumber. 

My  back^shop  glul,  toy  shelves  encumber. 

You  can  make  any  loss  up 

There's  Byron  too,  who  once  did  belter 

With  "Spence"  and  his  gossip. 

Has  »enl  me,  folded  in  a  letter. 

A  work  which  must  surely  succeed; 

1  son  of— ii  's  no  more  a  drama 

Then  Queen  Mary's  Bpistle-craft, 

Than  Damley,  Ivan,  or  Kehania; 

With  the  new  "Fylle"  of  "Whisllefraft,- 

Bo  aller'd  since  iast  year  his  pen  is. 

MuslmakB  people  purchase  and  read. 

I  Ihintc  he's  lost  his  wits  at  Venice. 

n  short,  sir.  what  with  one  and  I'other, 

Then  you've  GenMfll  Gordon. 

(  dais  nol  venWrs  on  anolhei 

Who  girded  his  sword  On, 

(  wtit«  ir.  hasle ;  eicnse  each  blunder ; 

To  serve  with  a  MuscovilB  masKsr 

1'ha  eoaehes  Corough  the  sireels  so  Ihunder. 

And  help  him  ti.  polish 

Hy  room's  so  (hll— we've  Git&rd  here 

A  nation  so  owlish. 

Reading  MB..  wHh  Hooknian  Frcre, 

They  thought  shaving  ineir  beards  ■  UmMm 

-nKGooylf 
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^ttamsn.  ■■  poor  and  shrewd,- 

EPITAPH  FOK  WILLMM  PITT 

With  death  dooni'd  to  grapple 

F„h=p,  =™e  ..ch  pen  i. 

».,»  .,,anl  m  Veni«; 

Who  lied  in  the  Chapel 

Bui  plfii.s=.  sir,  lo.  mention  !,o«r  pay. 

Now  lies  in  the  Abbey. 

»'«,i«,J«»ua.7  8.>SJ3- 

ON  MY  WEDDING-DAT. 

TO  MR.  MURRAY. 

Herk's  a  happy  new  yeatl  but  with  rM»n 

SiRAHiH.  TonsMi,  Linlol  of  the  limes, 

I  beg  you'll  permit  me  lo  say- 

Patron  «.d  publisher  or  rhjme,, 

Wish  me  v<a«3  returns  of  liw  sm™. 

Bat  as  /Ba  as  you  please  of  the  rfov 

My  Murray. 

Mj  Murray. 

■  Each  tues  in  a  different  wsy, 

ThB  last  new  aaa-lerly  1.  .een,- 

And  llie  greatest  of  all  la  John  BulL 

Bal  where  is  thy  new  Mseazine. 

MyMurrayJ 

THE  CHARITY  BALL. 

^"e  Uksr„„.deen,e,t  n,o,t  divine- 

[01  licriDc  Uul  LiJr  E;r«i  liid  been  F.nma.<i[  .  £^  uiUoI  HB 

[lurilyi.HjDtkl^.l 

M-yMu^ay,.'. 

What  matter  the  pangs  of  a  husband  and  faihe; 

TVlors.  Travels.  Essays,  Igo.  I  wisl. 

If  his  sorrows  in  eiile  be  great  or  be  small. 

So  the  Pharisee's  giuriea  around  her  she  gather, 

And  then  lhe«ha«  the  "Navy  List,- 

And  lire  saint  patronizes  her  "charity  hatll" 

My  Murray. 

What  niatiera-a   heart   which,   though  (iulty.  nu 

feeling. 

Be  driven  to  eicesses  which  once  eoald  appal- 

That  the  sinner  ahouM  suifer  is  only  fait  dealing. 

My  Murray  1 

As  the  saint  keeps  her  charity  back  foflhe  ballf 

r™c..Jlfc«Jia5.iei8. 

TKe  brasiera,  it  seems,  are  preparing  to  pas! 

They'll  find  where  they  are  going  much  mora    Ihu 

Ihey  carry. 

For  Orfonl  and  Ibr  Waldegrave 

Oh  Thomas  Meetel 

You  give  much  more  than  me  you  g»*i 

■Which  ia  not  fairly  lo  behave. 

My  Murray. 

Decause  if  a  live  dog,  'lis  said. 

Ba  worth  a  lion  fairly  sped. 

A  livilord  must  be  worth  Wm dead. 

BTANZA8. 

My  Murray. 

And  if,  as  the  ojrinion  goes. 

Cl;rtea,  I  should  have  mots  than  those. 

And  get  I^n«k'd  on  tJ.e  he-d  (Or  his  tahour^         ' 

My  Murray. 

Bui  now  this  sheet  is  nearly  cramm-i, 

Then  battle  for  freedom  wherever  you  can. 

And  if  you  m«'!,  jw  may  bo  damn'il 

*nd..f  no.  shot  or  hang'd,  you'll  get  thighteO. 

My  Murray. 
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Hn  mh^r's  sense,  his  mother's  graca. 

Id  bim,  I  Hope,  will  Blwaye  nt  so; 

Wilh-elilJ  to  keop  him  In  sood  case— 


STANZAS,  TO  A  HINDOO  AIR. 
[Tim  nm  iHi>  writled  br  Icrd  BrFuni  ^ilU<  bdOi  bs  U 


Like  Chiefs  of  Fselioi 


OhI— my  lonely— lonely— lonely— Pill c 
Where  is  my  lover!  wheie  is  my  lov 
Is  il  his  bark  which  my  dreary  drear 
Far~Hir  awsyi  and  alone  slong  Xbe 
Obi  my  lonely— lonely— lonely— FillDi 

How  the  long  nifiht  flogB  ■      ■     - 

OhI  thou,  my  sad  and  eolitary  Ptilowl 
Send  ma  kind  drenniB  to  keep  my  heart  from  nrsBking 
Ia  return  tor  Ihe  tears  I  shed  upon  thee  wakJngl 
Lei  me  not  dis  till  be  comes  back  oVt  the  billow.- 
Then  if  thou  wilt— flo  more  my  tosiln  Pillow, 


Wail  not  till  teastne 
All  paaaion  Wiebt : 
If  once  diminish'd. 
Love's  reign  Is  Itnish'd— 
Then  part  In  friendsMp,— and  bid  good  at(ht 


We'd  hug  the  chain. 

JndB  not  In  flyinB, 
tnd  fnrm'd  for  flyinf. 


-not  least,  ihaatt  Iwn. 


Thay  miBht  behold  her 
Tor  whom  they  Blgh  1 
When  link'd  together, 


Hell  Slay  forever, 
rtTitliout  Sis  plumage,  when  past  th»  Spring. 


Beat  'gnii 


The  winged  boy.  Love, 

Ib  hut  for  bOfB- 
.  You 'II  nnd  It  tarlur« 
Thoueh  shariier,  shorter. 
To  wean,  and  not  wear  out,  your  ]or*. 
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J.  B.  LIPPINCOTT  &  CO.'S  PUBLICATIONS. 

BOARDMAN'S  BIBLE  IN  THE  PAMILI. 

'iljli  Sillt  in  tilt  jfamilii; 
HINTS  ON  DOMESTIC  HAPPINESS. 

BY   H.    A.   BOARDMAN, 


BRADDOCK'S   DEFEAT. 

9\t  Jijtei  »I  n  fepMlinn 
AGAINST   POUT   DH  aUESNE,  IN    1776, 

□NDEB   MAJOE-GEMEKAI.  EDWARD  ERADDOCK. 
BY   WINTHROP  SARGENT,  M.A. 

Sifit  «n!r  Jijlt  itifmin  tutus, 

F0&   THE  BXEBCISE   AHD   MANCEUTBES   OF   TROOPS. 

BY   BRBTBT  LIBUT.  COL.  W.  J,  HAKDBB,   C.  S.  ARMY. 


CAVALRY    TACTICS. 

THIRTY  YEARS  WITH  THE  INDIAN  TRIBES. 

FERSOKAL  MEMOIRS 
%mhnn  nf  -^jiirtii  ^im  raitji  tjiE  3niiimi  tfriliM 

ON  THE  AMERICAN  FRONTIERS: 

WUh  brUf  SoliceK  of  passing  Evinle,  FaclK,  and  Opinioiu, 


A.D.  U 

BY  HENEY  K.  SCHOOLCKATT. 


THE  SGALf  HUNTERS! 

ROMANTIC  ADYENTUReF'IN  NORTHERN  MEXICO. 

BY  CAPTAIN  MATNB   EEID, 
OampUtt  io  On.  Yolamt.    Price  Fi/tg  OmU. 


by  Google 


J.  B.  LIPPINCOTT  &  CO.'S  PUBLICATIONS. 

TRIALS  AND  CONFESSIONS  OF  AN  AMERICAN  HOUSEKEEPER. 


ibeially  una  eraphicoHf  iUi 


iflltj  ftultn. 


MAY   AND   DECEMBER. 
A    TALE    OF    WEDDED    LIFE. 

BY   MHS.  HUBBACK, 


A  Book  for  every  Family. 

THE  BICTIOMD  Of  BOMliSTIC  MIDICIM  1KB  HOIISIHOIB  SBEBIEI 

BY  SPENCER  THOMPSON,  M.D.,  F.R.C.S., 
ILLBSTKATED   WITH  ITUMEEOBS  CDTS. 


€)t  fiijitiiii'ii  Bmglitit: 
A   TALE  OF   TWO   WORLDS. 

Br  W.  H.  CARPENTER, 


WILHAIS'S  HSW  MAP  OF  THE  UNITED  STATES,  OB  KOLIEES. 

SIZE  TWO  AMD  A  HALF  BY  THREE  FEET, 

BY  W.  WILLIAMS. 
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J.  B.  LIPPINCOTT  &  CO.'S  PUBLICATIONS, 

VALUABLE  STANBAEI)  MEDICAL  BOOKS. 
DISPENSATORY  OF  THE  UNITED  STATES. 

BY  DHS.  WOOD  AMD  BAOHE. 
Sev  Eamm.  muoH  tntaissd  ina  carefully  rL..uaJ.    One  volume,  rayal  ucuva 

A  TREATISE  ON  THE  PRACTICE  OF  MEDICINE. 

BY  GEOHtJE  B.  WOOD,  M.  D., 

AN  ILLUSTRATED  SYSTEM  OF  HUMAN  ANATOMY; 
SPECIAL,  MICROSCOPIC,  AND  PHYSIOLOGICAL. 

BY  SAMUEL  GEORSE  MOETOU,   M.  D. 
With  B91  teautiful  IlIuBtrationa.      One  volume,  royal  octavo, 

SMITH'S   OP£RaTTvE   SURGERY. 

A  SYSTEM  OF  OPEKATIVE  SURGERY, 

BASED    UPOK    THE    PRACTICE    OP    SURGEONS    IN    THE    UiSITED 
STATES;  AND  C0MPBI8IN0  A 

BibliograpMcal  Indei  ani  Hislorical  Record  of  many  of  their  Opera[ioDS, 

EOR    A    PERIOD    OP    2  0  0    YEARS. 
DlnBtrated  with  nearly  1000  Engravings  on  StoeL 


THE  THEORY  AND  PRACTICE  OF   SURGERY. 

By  Geobge  M'CiELLAN,  M.  D.     1  vol.  8yo. 

EBERLE'S  PRACTICE  OF  MEDICINE. 
The  United  States  Dissector,  or  Lessons  in  Practical  Anatomy. 


A  TREATISE  ON  THE  DISEASES  AND  PHYSICAL  EDUCATION  OF  CHILDREN. 

Bj  TuoMAfl  D.  MiTHHBLL,  A.  M.,  M.  D,,  &0.     1  \al  8to. 

EBERLE'S  NOTES  FOR  STUDENTS-NEW  EDITION, 

A  PRACTTCAL  TREATISE  ON  POISONS: 

Their  Symptoms,  Antidotea,  end  Trefttmcnt.  By  0.  H.  Coatill,  M.  D.  lamo. 


Oerhard  on  the  Chest.    One  volume,  Svo.    $3  00. 

Warrington's  Obstetric  Catechism.    One  volume,  8vq.    $2  QQ. 
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J.  B.  LIPPISCOTT  &  CO.'S  PUBLICATIONS 

MMx{  of  \^t  ffiorraons  nf  S^alj, 

THEIR  DOMESTIC  POLITY  AND  THEOLOGY. 

BY  J.  W.  GUNNISON, 


nl-OctsTO.    Price,  Fifty  Cents. 

COCKBURN'S  LIFE  OF  LORD  JEFFREY. 
LIFE  OP  LOKD  JEFPREY, 

WITH    A    SELECTION    FROM    HIS    OOERESPOKDENOE, 

BY  LORD  COCKBURN, 

One  ot  the  Judges  of  the  Court  of  Sradons  In  Scotland.    Two  Tolumea,  aeiDl<artaTO. 
"Those  wliq  fcin>w  Loid  JeR^  only  thn>iij[;h  the  psj^s  of  the  ^Inborgh  Review,  ^  bnt  a  one- 
ttJud,  and  aot  tlie  moat  pleasant  view  of  his  c^arBcter." 

D^QsLiiehghlliitpletareslbat  has  ever  beeapreseiklecl  to  them."— Ehtanp  Bu^^ifi. 
"Jefflfly  woj  for  a  lone  period  ad  Iter  of  llie  Review,  and  was  admitted  by  all  Lhe  other  coatribn- 


ROMANCE  OF  NATURAL  HISTORY; 
OR,  WILD  SCENES  AND  WILD  HUNTERS. 


THE  LIFE  OF  WILLIAM  PENN, 

WITH  SELECTIONS  FROM  HIS  CORRESPONOENCE  AND  AUTOBIOGRAPHY. 

BY    SAMUEL    M.   JANNEY. 

-  Oar  anlhor  h»  acqiliUed  himself  in  a  manner  worthy  of  hil  snhject.  His  slyle  is  easy.  Hawing, 
and  ret  aenleatiouk  Alweetliar,  we  coasiCer  ii  a  highly  valuahla  eaililion  la  Ihe  liiaialute  ot  our 
Rge,  and  a  wark  that  ahoaCd  tind  ita  wi^  into  tire  Librae  of  every  Frieml."—  PUatdi'  jHltlSofnart 


b,\j00gle 


J.  B.  LIPPINCOTT  &  CO.'S  PUBLICATIONS. 

LIPPINCOTT'S  CABINET  HISTORIES  OF  THE  STATES, 

BY.  T.  S.  ARTHUR  and  WM.  H.  CAEPEKTBH. 


VERMONr,  MASSACHUSETTS,  CONNECTICUT,  N.  YORK,  N.IERSiY,  PENNSYLVANIA, 

VIRGINIA,  GEORGIA,  TENNESSEE,  KENTUCKY,  OHIO,  IlllNQIS. 

Bach  History  complete  in  ons  13ino  Tolulne^of  from  230  to  3S0  pages. 


FROM  NomcEa  OP  the  press. 

the  eornittV-^—PJitlaiieipkia  Cii^  Item. 
TuattfaiBn  Ttlfsro^ 

Baff'iro  DaiJy  Cotirier.  ' 

I'lTiey  are  emiDentljr  adapted  both  to  inlerest  uie!  inatrucl,  an^  a^oul^  have  fi  plaae  In  the  Family 

"  We  are  aura  that  the  Saties  will  b*  WBlomed  sll  oyer  Uielaoi],  anil  will  find  a  place  in  thon- 
lancls  of  SchooLi  and  Pimilj  Librariea."— CBiim  SftraU. 

"  Tli«r  contain  the  vejT  piih  trad  msrion  of  the  record  traia  the  eailiest  perioAa  down  to  tlie 
present  tim  6."—Albwts  Ea^ss. 

Asaworkfor  ttMyonnff  we  know  of  Dons  mere  suitable  In  put  Into  l^eirbaadi(.".-£)«^rc/>iJaE^ 

"  llleuiinds  of  persona,  old  as  Hell  u  nDnR,  wii  be  leiHlttd^  to  read  such  TolURIei  as  these, 
and  thna  lal  ■  seneril  knonrledn  of  D»  llJltOB  of  a*  HnrirStal«.>^ilai(on  Ttainlltr. 
-  The  lalue  of  luch  B  Seiie*  oumot  Jw  bn  h%b^  >ItlinatU.'<-T^lwr<aDi  Cauner. 
''We[prediclEMatiB!ial«riwli»thsSeife«."^SUi^a4*ftftiii*B£i((fe(i.i. 
'l™'  '"II  lie  "'  Km't  pnaical  vihu  in  extenilinK  a  tliUuy  la  tbe  isdivldnal  SUtn,"— Smrm 

NETT  THEMES  EOR  THE  PROTESTMT  CLERGY; 

CREEDS  WITHOUT  CHARITY,  THEOIOGV  WITHOUT  HUMANITY,  AND  PROTESTANT- 
ISM WITHOUT  CHRISTIANITY: 
With  NoUb  bj  the  Editor  on  the  literature  of  Charity,  PopulatiDn,  Pauperism,  Political 


a  unirtvmityDf  fiiith  and  acl 


ice  i  they  have  eathere 


SIMPSON'S  MILITARY  JOUENAL. 

JOURNAL  OF  A  MILITARY  RECONNOISSANDE  FROM  SANTA  FE,  NEW 
MEXICO,  TO  THE  NAVAJO  COUNTRY, 


[  SETENTY-FITE  COLOORBD  JLLOSTB ATIONS, 


by  Google 


J.  B.  LIPPINCOTT  &  CO.'S  PUBLICATIONS. 

TALES  OF  THE   SOUTHERN   BORDER. 


The  Hunter  Naturalist,  a  Romance  of  Sporting; 

.     on,  WILD  SCENES  AND  WILD  HUNTERS. 


NIGHTS  IN  A  BLOCK-HOUSE; 

OR,  SKETCHES  OF  BORDER  LIFE, 

anj  Mventuroo  among  the  Indinns,  Veals  of  tins  Wild  HunlETl.  bM  EKploiU  of  B( 

Brsdy,  Keolon,  Wheteel,  Fleehsrt,  and  otKer  Bcinlsr  Heroeior  Ihe  West 

BY  HENBY  C.  WATSOW, 

ATIO  N  9. 


HAMILTON,  THE  YOUNG  ARTIST. 

BY  AUGUSTA   BROWNE. 


AN  ESSAY  ON  SCULPTURE  AND  PAINTING, 

BY  HAMILTON  A.  C.  BROWNE. 


THE  FISCAL  HISTORY  OF  TEXAS: 


EMBRACINO  AN  ACCOinflT  OP  ITS  REVBNFES,  DEBTS 

AND  CUBRBNO!,  FKOM 

TUB  COMMBNCEMBNT  OP  THE  REVOLUIION  I 

1S34,  TO  IS61-2, 

WITU  REKARKS  ON  AMERICAN  D 

BY  WM.   M,   GOnG-E, 

Authut  OC"  A  Short  Hialorj  of  Paper  Mnne/  and  BanhlDK : 

In  ODo  ML  Syo.,  cloth.    Pilce  81  6 

mOEBSOLI'S  HISTORY  OP  THE  SEOOND  WAR: 
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J.  B.  LIPPINCOTT  &  CO.'S  PUBLICATIONS. 

FROST'S  JUVENILE  SERIES. 

BN0BAVINQ3. 


WALTER  O'MEILL,  OH  THE  FIEASURB  OF  DOING  GOOD.   25  Engrai'gi. 

"S  SOHOrr,  and  other  Stories.    aEngraviDgs. 

k-DY  OF  THE  LDKLEI,  Md  otiior  Storlea.    12  BngraTlngs. 


HERMAN,  snS  otLei  StoriiS.  9  Engrayingg 
KINS  TEEGEWALL'S  DADOHTBS,  an 
THE  DROWNED  BOY,  siid  otHer  glories. 
THE  PICTORIAL  HHYMB-BOOZ.  122. 
THE  PICTORIAL  KDRSEHY  BOOK.  1 
THE  GOOD  CHILD'S  REWARD.  115  B 
ALPHABET  OP  QUADROFEDS.  2a  Bnj 
ALPHABET  OF  BIRDS.    26  Bngraiinga. 


THE   PHILADELPHIA    HOUSEWIFE, 

OR,    FAMILY   KECEIPT-BOOK. 

BY     AUNT     MARY. 


STANSBURY'S 
EXPEDITION  TO  THE  GREAT  SALT  LAKE. 

AN  EXPIORiTION 

OP  THE  TAIIEY  OF  THE  OBEAT  SALT  LAKE 

or  UTAH, 


THE   MORMON    SETTLEMENT. 


A  RECQNNOISSANCE  OF  A  NEW  ROUTE  THROUGH  THE  ROCKV  MOUNTAINS. 

WITH  SEVENTY  BEAUTIFUL  ILLUffTBATIOHS, 


D  TWO  LARGE  AND  ACCURATE  MAPS  OF  THAT  REGION. 
BT  HO'W.a.HB  STAirSB1TR7, 

CAPTAIN    I 


,b,  Google 


J.  B.  LIPPINCOTT  &  CO.'S  PUBLICATIONS. 
THE  ABBOTSFOBD  EDITION 


FROM    THE    LAST    ENGLISH    EDITION, 

THE  AUTHOR'S  LATEST  CORRECTIONS,  NOTES,  ETC., 


STYLE   OF   BINDING,  AND  PRICES, 

■til,  silt  baehs,  tlS;  UbrMj  Style,  marHMttles,  $15;  Halt  ciJf,  or  Turkey  pMn,  $3 

aii.iuitl^no,(24[  do.  So.  faney  Kleea,  $36;  do.  do,  brown  edges,  J36; 

Fall  calf  anU^ue,  biDua  ed^!es,  pfk 


WATBKLBY,  ot  Tla  'flity  tetie  Slniw THE  FORTONES  OF  NIOBL. 

onr  MANNERiMa         pevbiul  or  the  peak. 

TiiB  ANXIQDARY  QCBSIIN  DDRWARD. 

THE  BLACK  DWARF       ST.  ROHAN'S  WELL. 


...RBDQAUNTLBT. 


BOB  BOY : THE  BETROTHED. 

THE  HEART  Of  UID-LOIHIAH... THE  TAUEMAH. 

IHB  BBJDE  OF  LAMMERUOOIL. WOODSTOCK. 

A  LEOEND  OB  M0HTE03E™„_, THE  HIGHLAND  WIDOW,  *<J. 

ITANHOB ,_ .THE  FAIR  MAID  OB  PERTH. 

THE  MOKASTiaiy ASNB  OF  OBIERSTEIN. 

THE  ABBOT ^...CODNT  ROBERT  OP  PARIS. 


E  SURGEON'S  DADGHTER,  la 


A.N  ILLUSTRATED   EDITION 
THE    WAVERLEY    NOVELS, 

In.  Tvelve  Yolnmes,  Bojsl  OotaTO,  on  Superflne  Paper,  vlth 

SEVERAL  HUNDRED  CHARACTERISTIC  AND  BEAUTIFUL  ENGRAVINGS. 

ELEGANTLY  BOUND  IN  CLOTit,  GILT, 


byGuU^lt 


J.  B.  LIPPINCOTT  &  CO.'S  PUBLICATIONS. 
A  NEW  ANT>  COMPLETE 

§&]tiim  at  iljt  ttiitA  itetra, 

EDITED  BY  T.  BALDWIN  AND  J.  THOMAS,  M.D. 
A  HEW  AHD  SUPERB  MAI"  OF  THE  UNITED  STATES, 


Above  Twelve  Himdred  Pages,  Octavo. 


Lvete  fully  dle«arail  imd  &c 


THE    TWO     ROADS, 

OR,  THE  RIGHT  AND  THE  WRONG. 
BV  JAMES   KNDRR 

REPORT  OF  A  GEOLOGICAL  SURVEY 

WISCONSIN,  IOWA,  AND  MINNESOTA, 


A  PORTION  OF  NEBRASKA  TERRITORY, 

DER  INSTRUCnoNS  FBOM  THE  V.  S.  TREASORV 

BIT  DAVID  DAI.E  CWBK. 


WrTH  OVER  ISO  ILLUSTRATIONS  ON  STEEL  AND  WOOD. 


MEKCHANTS'  MEMORANDUM  BOOK, 


i„L,ooglc 


" 

J.  B.  LIPPINCOTT  &  CO.'S  PUBLICATIONS. 

ARTHUR'S 

Mtm  ^nmilk  ITitinirq. 

BEAUTIFULLY  ILLUSTRATED, 

1.  WHO  IS  GREATEST?  and  oUiet  Slorins. 

a.  WHO  ARE  HAPPIEST?  and  otlier  SWcLea. 

4.  MAGGY'S  BABY,  ana  nthet  Storlss. 

6,  MR.  HAVEN'T-GOT-TIME  AND  MK.  EOK'T-BE-IN-A-HI7RRY, 

6.  THE  PEACEMAKERS. 

7.  ONOLB  BEN'S  ITEW- YEAR'S  GIFT,  Md  other  Slortei, 

8.  THE  WOTINDED  BOY,  ana  other  Stories. 

9.  THE  LOST  CHILEHBH,  and  MSet  StorieB. 

10.  OUR  HAEHY,  iM,k  other  Poems  and  ShJrioa. 

12.  PIEEEE,  THE  ORGAN  BOY,  end  olhw  stories. 

EACH  VOLUME  IS  ILLUSTRATED  WITH 

ENGRAVINGS  F-ROM  ORIGINAL   DESIGNS  BY   CROOME, 

And  are  sold  together  or  separately. 

"VIEGER'S  CABINET." 

SPIKITUAL  tampikism: 

The  History  of  Etherial  Softdowii  and  her  Friends  of  tiie 
Hew  Light. 

BY   c:.  W.   WEBBER. 

One  Yol^e,  deml-oet.™.    Price,  One  Bollar. 

LIBRARY  EDITION   OF   BHAKSPEARE. 

<LAKQB  TYPE) 

IHE  DRAMATIC  WORKS  OF  WILLIAM  SHAKSPEARE, 

WITH  A   LITE   OP    THE   POET, 

I  TOLEMES  OCTAVO. 

Cloth,  eitra ~ $«  00 
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